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The  Taming  of  the  Shrew. 

Alius  primus.    Seceoa  prim. 

Enter  Begger  and  Uoftes,  Chriflophcro  Sly. 
Beggar. 

ILt  phecze  yon  infeith.-  .... 

Hoft .  A  paire  of  ftockcs  you  rogue. 
Beg.  Y'are  a  baggage,  the  Slits  are  no  rogues.  JLooke 
in  t^e  Chronicles,   wee  came  in  with  Richard  Conqueror  s 
therefore  Paucas  pal/abris,  let  the  world  Hide  :  Sefla.     , 
If  oft.  You  will  not  pay  for  the  glafles  you  have  burft  ? 
Beg.  No,  not  a  deniere :  goe  by  leronbme,  goe  to  thy  ccgld 
bed,  and  warme  thee. 

Hoft.  I  know  my  remedie,  I  muA  goe  fetch  the  head- 
borough,  i 

Beg.  Third,  or  .fourth  qr  fift  fcocough,  lie  aflfwerc  him 
fcy  lay,  He  not  budge  an  inch  boy:  Jet  him  come  and 
kindly*  Fajles  afieefe. 

IVtnde  homes.    Enter  a  Lord  from  bunting,  viith  his  train*. 

Lo.  Huntfman  I  charge  thee,  tender  well  my  hounds, 
Brach  Merhnan,  the  poor  curre  is  imboft. 
And  couple  Clowder  with  the  deepe  mouth'd  hrach, 
Saw'ft  thou  not  boy  how  Siiuer  made  it  good. 
At  the  hedge  corner,  in  thecoldeft  fault, 
I  would  not  loofe  the  dogge  for  twentie  pound. 

Hunt/.  Why  Behnan  is  as  good  as  he  my  lord, 
He  cried  vpon  it  at  the  mecreft  lofle, 
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The  Taming  of  the  Shrew, 

And  twice  to  day  plck'd  out  the  dulleft  feat, 
Truft  me,  I  take  him  for  the  dogge. 

Lord.    Thou  art  a  foole,  if  Eccho  were  as  ftaete, 
X  would  eftecine  him  worth  a  dozen  fuch  t 
But  fup  them  well,  and  looke  vnto  them  all. 
To-morrow  I  intend  to  hunt  againe. 

Hunt/.  I  will  my  lord. 

Lord.    What's  heerc  i  One  dead,  or  drunke  ?  See  doth  he 
breath  ? 

1  Hun.  He  breath's  my  Iprd.    Were  be  not  warm'd  with 
file,  this  were  a  bed  but  cold  to  fleepe  fo  foundly. 

Lord.  Oh  mounftrous  bcaft,  how  like  a  fwine  he  lyes. 
-  Grimme  death  how  fbule  and  loathfome  is  thine  image : 
Sirs,  I  will  praftife  on  this  drunken  man. 
What  thinke  you,  if  he  were  conucy'd  to  bed, 
Wrap'd  in  fweet  clothes :  rings  put  vpon  his  fingers : 
A  moft  delicious  banquet  by  his  bed, 
And  braue  attendants  neere  him  when  he  wakes, 
Would  not  the  begger  then  forget  himfelfe  ? 

x  Hunt/.  Beleeue  me  lord,  I  thinke  hee  cannot  cboofe. 

a  Hunt/  It  would  feeme  ftrange  unto  him  when  he  wak'd* 

Lord.  Euen  as  a  flatting  dreame,  or  worthies  fancie. 
Then  take  him  vp,  and  manage  well  the  ieft: 
Carrie  him  gently  to  my  faireft  chamber, 
And  hang  it  round  with  all  my  wanton  pi&ures* 
Balme  his  foule  head  in  warme  drilled  waters, 
And  burne  fweet  wood  to  make  the  lodging  fweete : 
Procure  me  mupejee  readfc  when  he  wakes, 
To  make  a  dulcet  and  a  heauenly  foijnd : 
And  if  he  chance  to  fpeake,  be  ready  ftraight 
(And  with  a  low  fubmiffiue  reuerence) 
Say,  what  is  it  your  honor  will  command : 
-  JLfct  one  attend  him  with  a  fijucr  bafon 
Full  of  rofc-water,  and  beftrew'd  with  flowers, 
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Another  bdare  the  ewer :  the  third  a  diaper, 
And  fay  wilt  pleafe  your  lordfhip  coole  your  hands. 
Some  one  be  readic  with  a  coftly  fuite, 
And  afke  him  what  appareil  he  will  weare  : 
Another  tell  him  of  his  hounds  and  horfe, 
And  that  his  lady  mournes  at  his  difeafe, 
Perfwade  him  that  he  hath  bin  lunaticke, 
And  when  he  fayes  he  is,  fay  that  he  dreames, 
For  he  is  nothing  but  a  mightie  lord : 
This  do,  and  doe  it  kindly,  gentle  firs, 
It  will  be  paftime  pafSng  excellent, 
If  it  be  hufbanded  with  modeftie. 

i  Hunt/.  My  lord  I  warrant  yon  we  wil  play  our  part 
As  he  (hall  thinke  by  our  true  dilligence 
He  is  no  lefle  than  what  we  fay  he  is. 

Lord.  Take  him  Tp  gently,  and  to  bed  with  him, 
And  each  one  to  his  office  when  he  wakes. 

Sound  Trumpets, 
Sirrah,  go  fee  what  trumpet  'tis  that  founds, 
Belike  fome  noble  gentleman  that  meanes 
(Trauelling  fome  iouraey)  to  repofe  him  hcere. 

Enter  Seruingman. 

How  now  ?  who  is  it  ? 

Ser.  An't  pleafe  your  honor,  players 
That  ofier  fcruice  to  your  lordfliip. 

Enter  Players. 

Lord.  Bid  them  come  neere : 
Now  fcllowes,  you  are  welcome. 
Players.  We  thanke  your  honor. 
Lord.  Do  you  intend  to  ftay  with  me  to  night  ? 
2  Player.  So  pleafe  your  lord(hippe  to  accept  our  dwie. 
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The  Taming  of  the  Shrew. 

Lord.  With  all  my  heart.     This  fellow  I  remember, 
Since  once  hi  ptalde  a  farmers  eldfeft  fonne, 
Twas  where  you  woo'd  the  gentlewoman  fo  wdl : 
I  hane  forgot  your  name :  but  fure  that  part 
Was  aptly  fitted,  and  naturally  perfbrm'd, 

Sincklo.  I  thinke  'twas  Soto  that  your  honor  meafifes. 

Lord.  'Tis  verie  true,  thou  didft  it  excellent : 
Well  you  are  come  to  ihe  in  happie  time, 
The  rather  for  I  haue  fodic  f port  in  hand, 
Wherein  your  cunning  can  affift  me  mud). 
There  is  a  lord  will  heare  you  [day  to  night  j 
But  I  am  doubtfiill  of  your  modefties, 
Leaft  (ouer-eying  of  his  odde  behauiour, 
For  yet  his  honor  neuer  heard  a  play) 
You  breake  into  fome  merrie  paffion, 
And  fo  offend  him :  for  I  tell  you  firs, 
If  you  (hould  finile,  he  growes  iinpatient. 
.    Play.  Feare  hot  my  lord  we  can  containe  ourfelues, 
Were  he  the  verieft  anticke  in  the  world. 

Lord.  Go  firra,  take  them  to  the  butterie, 
And  giue  them  friendly  welcome  euery  one, 
Let  them  want  nothing  that  my  houfe  affoords. 

Exit  one  with  the  Players* 
Sirra  go  you  to  Bartholmew  my  page, 
And  fee  him  dreft  in  all  fuites  like  a  ladie : 
That  done,  conduft  him  to  the  drunkards  chamber, 
And  call  him  madam,  do  him  obeifance : 
Tell  him  from  me  (as  he  will  win  my  loue) 
He  bare  himfelfe  with  honourable  aftion, 
Such  as  he  hath  obferu'd  in  noble  ladies 
Vnto  their  lords,  by  them  accompliihed, 
Such  dutie  to  the  drunkard  let  him  do : 
With  foft  lowe  tongue,  and  lowly  curtefie, 
And  fay :  what  is't  your  hoaor  doth  command, 
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Wherein  your  ladie,  and  your  huoable  wifc> 

May  (hew  her  datie,  and  make  know ne  her  loue. 

And  then  with  kiode  imbra$ements,  tempting  kiffo, 

And  with  declining  head  into  his  bofome 

Bid  him  lhed  teares,  as  being  ouer  ioyed 

To  fee  her  noble  lord  reflor'd  to  health, 

"Who  for  this  feuen  yeares  hath  efteemed  him 

No  better  than  a  poorc  and  loathfome  begger : 

And  if  the  boy  haue  not  a  woman's  guift 

To  raine  a  fliower  of  commanded  teares, 

An  onion  will  do  well  for  fuch  a  (hift, 

Which  in  a  napkin  (being  clofe-conueiM) 

Shall  in  defpight  enforce  a  waterie  eic : 

See  this  difpatch'd  with  all  the  haft  thou  canft, 

Anon  lie  gifue  thee  more  iaftru&ions. 

Exit  a  SerumgmatL 

I  know  die  boy  will  wel  vfurpe  the  grace, 

Voice,  gate,  and  aftioa  of  a  gentlewoman : 

I  bog  to  heare  him  call  the  drunkard  hu&and, 

And  how  my  men  will  ftay  themfelues  from  laughter, 

When  they  do  homage  to  this  fimplc  peafant, 

lie  in  to  coi^nfell  them :  haply  my  prefeace 

May  well  abate  the  ouer-merrie  fpleen& 

Which  otherwife  would  grow  into  extreamrs. 

Enter  aloft  the  Drunkard  with  attendants,  fime  with  apparel* 
bafon  and  ewer,  and  other  appurtenances,  and  Lord* 

Beg.  For  Gods  fake  a  pot  of  fmall  ale. 

i  Ser.  Wilt  pleafe  your  lordihip  drinke  a  cup  of  facke  ? 

i  Ser.  Wilt  pleafe  your  honor  tafte  of  thefe  conferues  I 

3  Ser.  What  raiment  will  your  honor  weare  to  day. 

Beg.  I  am  Chriftophero  Sly,  call  not  me  honor  nor  lord- 
ship :  I  neVe  drank  facke  in  my  life  :  and  if  you  giue  me  any 
conferues,  giue  mee  conferues  of  beefe  :  nere  afk  me  what  ral. 
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meat  He  mare,  for  I  bane  no  more  doublets  then  backes :  no 
more  (lockings  then  legges :  nor  no  more  fhooes  then  feet, 
nay  fomtime  more  feet  then  (hoes,  or  fuch  (hoots  as  my  toes 
looke  through  the  ouer  leather. 

Lord.  Heauen  ceafe  this  idle  humor  in  your  honor. 
Oh  that  a  mightie  man  of  fuch  difcent, 
Of  fuch  pofleffions,  and  fo  high  efteemc 
Should  be  infufed  with  fo  foule  a  fpirit. 

Beg.  What  would  you  make  me  mad  ?  Am  not  I  Cbrifto- 
fber  Site,  old  Sties  fqnne  of  Burton-heath  by  byrth  a  pedler, 
by  education  a  cardmaker,  by  tranfmutation  a  beare-heard, 
and  now  by  prefent  profeffion  a  tinker.  Afk  Martian  Hack- 
et  the  fat  alewife  of  Wincot,  if  fliee  know  me  not :  if  (he 
fay  I  am  not  xiiii.  d.  on  the  fcore  for  (heere  ale ;  fcore  mee 
vp  for  the  lyingft  knaue.  in  Chrifiendome*  What  I  am  no* 
beftraught:  here's 

3  Man.  Oh  this  it  is  that  makes  your  ladie  mourne. 

2  Man.  Oh  this  is  it  that  makes  your  feruants  droop. 

Lord.  Hence  comes  it,  that  your  kindred  (huns  your  houfe 
As  beaten  hence  by  your  ftrange  lunacie. 
Oh  noble  lord,  bethinke  thee  of  thy  birth, 
Call  home  thy  ancient  thoughts  from  baniffiment, 
And  bani/h  hence  thefe  abieft  lowlie  dreames : 
Looke  how  thy  feruants  do  attend  on  thee, 
Each  in  his  office  readie  at  thy  becke. 
Wilt  thou  haue  muficke  ?  Harke  Apollo  playes,  Mujicke. 

And  twentie  caged  nightingales  do  fing. 
Or  wilt  thou  fleepe  ?  Weel  have  thee  to  a  couch, 
Softer  and  fweeter  then  the  luftfull  bed 
On  purpofe  trim'd  vp  for  Semiramu. 
Say  thou  wilt  walke :  we  will  beftrow  the  ground. 
Or  wilt  thou  ride  ?  thy  horfes  (hall  be  trap'd, 
Their  harnefle  ftudded  all  with  gold  and  pearle. 
Doft  thou  loue  hawking  ?  Thou  hail  hawkes  will  foare 
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Aboue  the  morning  larke.    Or  wilt  thou  hunt, 
Thy  bounds  (hall  make  the  welkin  anfwer  them 
And  fetch  (hrill  ecchoes  from  the  hollow  earth. 

x  Man.  Say  thou  wilt  courfe,  thy  gray-hounds  areasfwtt* 
As  breathed  flags :  I  fleeter  then  the  roe. 

2  Man.    Doft  thou  loue  pi&ures  i  we  wil  fetch  thee  ftrait 
Adonis  painted  by  a  running  brooke, 
And  Cxtberea  all  in  (edges  hid, 
Which  feeme  to  mouc  and  wanton  with  her  breath, 
Euen  as  the  wauing  fedges  play  with  wind?. 

Lord,  Weel  (hew  thee  Io9  as  (he  was  a  maid. 
And  how  (he.  was  beguiled  and  furpriz'd, 
As  liuelie  painted,  as  the  deede  was  done. 
-  3  Man.  Or  Daphne  roming  through  a  thornie  wood, 
Scratching  her  legs,  that  one  (hal  fweare  (he  bleeds, 
And  at  that  fight  (hall  (ad  ApQlh  weepe, 
So  workmanlie  the  blood  and  teares  are  drawne. 

Lord.  Thou  art  a  lord  and  nothing  but  a  lord  : 
Thou  haft  a  ladie  farre  more  beautiful!, 
Then  any  woman  in  this  waining  age. 

i  Man.  And  til  the  teares  that  (he  hath  (hed  for  thee, 
Like  enuious  flouds  ore  run  her  lonely  face, 
She  was  the  faireft  creature  in  the  world, 
And  yet  (he  is  inferiour  to  none. 

Beg.  Am  1  a  lord  and  haue  I  fuch  a  ladie  ? 
Or  do  I  dreame  ?  Or  haue  I  dreani'd  till  now  ? 
I  do  not  fleepe :  I  fee,  I  heare,  I  fpeake  : 
I  fmel  fwcet  fauors,  and  I  fcele  foft  things  : 
Vpon  my  life  I  am  a  lord  indeede, 
And  not  a  tinker,  nor  Cbriftopher  Site. 
Well,  bring  our  ladie  hither  to  our  fight, 
And  (Mice  againe  a  pot  o'th  fknalleft  ale. 

2  Man.  Wilt  pleafe  your  mightinefle  to  wa/h  your  hands  . 
Ob  how  we  ioy  to  fee  your  wit  reftor'd, 
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Oh  that  once  more  you  knew  but  what  yoa  arc : 

Thefe  fifteens  yeerca:  yoa  haue  bin,  in  a  dreame, 

Or  when  you  vrak'd^  fo  wak'd  as  if  you  flept. 

m   Meg.  Thefe  fiftecneyeeres,  by  my  fay,  a  goodly  nap, 

But  did  I  neuer  fpeake  of  ail  that  time. 

i  Man.  Oh  yes  my  lord,  but  verie  idle  wordg 
For  though  you  lay  heere  in  this  goodlie  chamber, 
Yet  would  you  fay,  ye  weare  beaten  out  of  doore, 
And  raile  ,vpotf  the  hoftefle  of  the  houfe, 
And  fay  you  would  prefent  her  at;  the  lecte, 
Becaufe  (he  brought  ftone-iugs,  and  no  feaTd  quarts  x 
Sometimes  you  would  call  out  for  Cicely  Hacket. 

Beg.  I,  the  woman*  maid  of  the  houfe. 

3  Man.  Why  fir  you  know  no  houfe,  nor  ao-fuch  maid 
Nor  no  fuch  men  as  you  haue  reckon'd  vp, 
As  Stephen  Slie,  and  old  htm  Naps  of  Greece, 
And  Peter  Turpi,  and  Henry  Pimpernel/, 
And  twentie  more  foch  names  and  men  as  thefe, 
Which  neuer  were,  nor  no  man  euer  faw. 

Beg.  Now  Lord  be  thanked  for  my  good  amends. 
All.  Amen. 

Enter  Ladle  with  attendants. 

Beg.  I  thanke  thee,  thou  (halt  not  loofe  by  it. 

Lady.  How  fares  my  noble  lord  ? 

Beg.  Marrie  I  fare  well,  for  heere  is  cheere  enough* 
Where  is  my  wife  ? 

Lady.  Heere  noble  lord,  what  is  thy  will  with  her 

Beg.  Are  you  my  wife  and  will  not  call  mee  hulbafld?- 
My  men  fliould  call  mee  lord,  I  am  your  good-man. 

Lady.  My  hulband  and  my  lord,  my  lqrd  and  hulband 
I  am  your  wife  in  all  obedience. 

Beg.  I  know  it  well,  what  muft  I  call  her  ? 

Lord-  Madam. 
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Beg.  Alee  madam,  or  lone  madam  i  # 

ZirA  Madam,  aad  nothing  elfe,  fo  lords  call  ladies. 

Ag.  Madame  wife,  they  fay  that  I  haue  dieam'd, 
And  fle^  ab<lut  foafe  fifttaene  yea«  or  more. 

Lady.  I,  and  the  time  fceme's  thirty  vnto  me, 
Being  all  this  time  abandon'd  from  your  bed. 

Beg.  'Tis  much,  feruants  leaue  me  and  her  atone  : 
Madam  vndreffe  you,  and  come  now  to  bed. 

Lady.  Thrice  noble  lord,  let  me  intreate  of  yon 
To  pardon  me  yet  for  a  night  or  two ; 
Or  if  not  fo,  vntil  the  fun  be  fet. 
For  your  phyfitions  hate  expreffely  charg'd, 
In  perill  to  incurre  you  former  malady, 
That  I  fiiould  yet  abfeflt  me  from  your  bed : 
I  hope  this  reafon  ftands  for  my  excufe/ 

Beg.  I,  It  ftands  fo  that  I  may  hardly  tarry  fo  long: 
But  I  would  be  loth  to  fell  frito  my  dreames  againe:  I  wffl 
therefore  tarrie  in  defpight  df  the  flefli  and  the  blood. 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Meff.  Your  honors  players  hearing  your  amendment, 
Are  come  to  play  a  pieafant  comedie, 
For  fo  your  doftors  hold  it  verie  meete, 
Seeing  too  much  fadneffe  hath  congeai'd  your  blood, 
And  melancholly  is  the  nurfe  of  frenzie, 
Therefore  they  thought  it  good  you  heare  a  play, 
And  frame  your  mind  to  mirth  and  merriment, 
Which  barres  a  thoufand  harmes  and  lengthens  fife. 

Beg.  Marrie  I  will  let. them  play,  it  is  not  a  commontie,  a 
Chriflmas  gambold,  or  a  tumbling  tricke  ? 

Lady.  No  my  good  lord,  it  is  more  pleafing  flu  fie. 

Beg.  What  houfoold  ftttffc. 

Lady.  It  is  a  kind  of  hiftory. 

Beg.  Well,  we'i  fee'* : 

Com 
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Com  madam  wife  fit  by  my  fide, 

And  let  the  world  flip,  wee  (hall  nere  be  yonger. 

Fhurijb.    Enter  Lucentio,  and  bis  man  Triano. 

Luc.  Tranio,  fince  for  the  great  defire  I  had 
To  fee  faire  Padua,  nurferie  of  arts, 
I,  am  arriu'd  for  fruitful!  Lumbar  die > 
The  pkafaat  garden  of  great  Italy \ 
And  by  my  fathers  loue  and  leane  am  arm'd 
With  his  good  will,  and  thy  good  companie. 
My  truftie  feroant  well  approu'd  in  all, 
Heere  let  vs  breath,  and  haply  inftitute 
A  courfe  of  learning,  and  ingenious  ftudies. 
Pi/a  renowned  for  graue  citizens 
Gaue  me  my  being,  and  my  father  firft 
A  'merchant  of  great  trafficke  through  the  world  : 
Vincentio's  come  of  the  Bentiuolij, 
Viccentio's  fonne,  brought  vpin  Florence, 
It  ftiall  become  to  feme  all  hopes  conceiu'd 
To  decke  his  fortune  with  his  vertuous  deedes : 
And  therefore  Tranio,  for  the  time  I  ftudie, 
Vertue  and  that  part  of  philofophie 
Will  I  applie,  that  treates  of  happinefle, 
By  vertue  fpedally  to  be  atchieufd. 
Tell  me  thy  minde,  for  I  haue  Pi/a  left, 
And  am  to  Padua  come,  as  he  that  leaues 
A  (hallow  plafh,  to  plunge  him  in  the  deepen 
And  with  facietie  feekes  to  quench  his  thirft. 

Tra.  Mepardinato,  gentle  matter  mine: 
I  am  in  all  affefted  as  yourfelfe, 
Glad  that  you  thus  continue  your  refolue, 
To  fuck  the  fweets  of  fweete  philofophie. 
Onely  (good  matter)  while  we  do  admire 
This  vertue  and  this  morall  difciplinq, 
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J>fs  be  no  ftoickes,  nor  no  ftockes  I  pray, 
Or  fo  denote  to  Ariftotks  checkes 
As  Omd\  be  an  out-caft  qnite  abiurtt: 
Balke  Iogicke  with  acquaintance  that  you  haue, 
And  praAife  rhctoricke  in  your  common  talke, 
Muficke  and  poefie  vfe,  to  quicken  you, 
The  mathematickes  and  the  metaphyfickes 
Fall  to  them  as  you  fiade  your  ftomacke  ferues  you : 
No  profit  growes  where  is  no  pleafure  tane ; 
-In  bricfe  fir,  ftudie  what  you  moll  afTeft. 

Luc.  Gramerties  Tranio,  well  doft.  thou  aduife, 
.  If  Biondcllo  thou  wert  come  adore, 
We  could  at  once  put  vs  in  readinefie, 
And  take  a  lodging  fit  to  entertaine 
Such  friendes  (as  time)  in  Padua  (hall  beget. 
But  (lay  a  while,  what  companie  is  this  ? 

Tra .  Matter  fome  (hew  to  welcome  vs  to  towne. 

Enter  Baptifta  with  and  his  two  daughters,  Katerina  Bianca, 

Gremio  a  pantelowne,  Honeniiojifter  to  Bianca. 

Xucen  Tranio,  fiand  by. 

Bap.  Gentlemen  importune  me  no  farther, 
For  how  I  firmly  am  refolu'd  you  know  : 
That  is,  n6t  to  beftow  my  yongeft  daughter, 
Before  I  haue  a  hufband  for  the  elder  : 
If  other  of  you  both  Ioue  Katherina, 
Becaufe  I  kriow  you  well,  and  loue  you  well, 
Leaue  fhall  you  have  td  court  her  at  your  pleafure. 

Cre.  To  cart  her  rather.     She's  to  rough  for  meet 
There,  there  Hortenjio,  will  you  arty  wife  i 

Kate.  I  pray  you  fir,  is  it  your  will 
To  make  a  ftale  of  me  amongft  thefe  mates  ? 

fkr.  Mates  maid,  how  meane  you  that  ? 
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No  mates  for  you, 

Vnlefle  you  were  of  gentler  milder  taouUL 

Kate.  I  faith  fir,  you  ftall  newer  need  to  feare, 
I  wis  it  is  nothalfe  way  to  her  heart : 
But  if  it  were,  doubt  not,  her  cane  (houMfoe, 
To  combe  your  noddle  with  a  three-leggM  ftooje, 
And  paint  your  face,  and  vfe  you  like  a  fdole. 
Hor.  From  all  fuch  diuels,  good  Lord  deiioer  vs.       .     . 
Gre*  And  me  too,  good  Lord. 

Tra.  Hufht  mailer,  heeres  fome  good  paf&ne  toward;     . 
That  wendi  is  ftarke  mad,  or  wonderftril^rawarf, 

Lucen.  But  in  the  others  filence  do4  fee* 
Maids  milde  behauiour  and  fobriede. 
Peace  Tranio. 

Tra.  Well  faid  Mr.  trfum,  and  gaze  your  fill. 
Bap.  Gentlemen,  that  I  may  foone  make  good 
What  I  haue  faid  Bianca  get  you  in, 
.And  let  it  not  difpleafe  thee  good  Biancar 
For  I  .will  loue  theeuere  the  lefle  my  girle. 

Kate.sA  pretty  peate,  it  is  beft  put  finger  in  the  eye,  and 
(he  knew  why. 

Bian.  Sifter  content  jouia  my  difcontcnt. 
Sir,  to  your  pleafure  .humbly  I  fubfcribe : 
My  bookes  and, mftrumcuts  (hall  be.pny  con^papi^ 
On  them  to  looke,  and  pra&ife  by  my  felfe.  , 

Luc.  Harke  Tranio',  thou  maift  hesre  Jttintrua  fpeak. 
Hor.  Signior  Baptjfa,  will  you  be  fo  jttaqgs, 
Some  am  I  that  our  gocx)  will  effe&s 
Biancah  greefc. 

Gre.  Why  will  you  mow  her  vp 
(Signior  Baptijla)  for  thU  fiend  of  hell, 
And  make  her  beare  the  pennance  of  her -tongue* 

Bay.  Gentlemen  content  ye :  I  am  reftdu'd : 
Co  in  Bianca. 

And 
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'  ** " 

And  for  I  know  Ae  taketh  moft  delight 

In  muficke,  inftruments,  and  poetry, 

Schoolemaiters  will  I  keepe  within  my  houfe,. 

Fit  to  inftruft  her  youth.     If  you  Hortenfto9 

Or  fignior  Cranio  you  kno\y  any  fucb, 

Preferre  them  hither :  for.  to  cunning  men,    .  . 

I  will  be  very  kind  and  liberall, 

To  mine  owne  children,  in  good  bringing  ijp,  / 

And  fo  farewell :  Katherina  you  may  (lay, 

For  I  haue  more  to  commune  with  Bianca.  Exit. 

Kate.  Why  and  I  truft  I  may  go  too,  m^y  I  not  ? 
What  {hall  I  be  appointed  houres,  as  though 
(Belike)  I  knew  not  what  to  take, 
And  what  to  leaue  ?  Ha.  Exit. 

Gre.  You  may  go  to  ithe  diuels  dam :  .your,  gifts  are  fo  ' 
good  heere's  none  will  holde  you :  there  loue  is  net  fo  great 
Hortenfioy  but  we  may  blowe  our  nailes  together,  and  fail  It 
fairely  out.  Our  cakes  dough  on  both  fides.  Farewell :  yet 
for  the  loue  I  beare  my  fwtete  Bianca,  if  I  can  by  any  meanes 
light  on  a  fitt  man  to  teach*  her  that  whereia^hee  delights,  I 
will  wUh  him  to- her  father. 

Hor.  So  will  I  fignbur  Gremio:  but  a  word  .1 .  pray  i 
Though  the  nature  of  our  quarrell  yet  neuer  brook'd  parl$, 
know  now  vpon  aduice,  it  toucheth  vs  both  r  that  we  may 
yet  againe  haue  accede  to  x>ur  faire  miflris,  and  •  be  happie 
riuals  in  Bianca'*  loue,  to  labour  and  effett  •  one  thiqg 
fpecially. 

Gre.  Whafs  that. I  pray  ? 

Hor.  Marrie  fir  to  get  a  hifiband  for  her  filler. 

Gre.  A  hufband :  a  diuell. 

Hor.  I  fay  a  Imiband. 

Gre.  I  fay  a  diuell :  think'ft  thou  Hortenfio,  though  her 
father  be  verie  deb,  apy  man  is  fo  verie  a  fade  to  be  married 
to  hell? 

Hor 
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Hor.  Tufli  Gremio :  though  it  parte  your  patience  and 
mine  to  endure  her  lowd  alarums,  why  man  there  be  good 
fellowes  in  die  world,  and  a  man  could  light  on  them,  would 
'  take  her  with  all  faults,  and  mony  enough. 

Gre.  I  cannot  tell :  but  I  bad  as  lief  take  her  dowrie  with 
this  condition;  to  he  whipt  at  the  high  crofle  euerie  morn- 
ing. 

Hor.  Faith  (as  you  fay)  there's  finall  choice  in  rotten 
apples :  but  come,  fince  this  bar  in  lav  makes  vs  friends,  it 
.  flail  be  fo  farr  forth  friendly  maintain'd,  till  by  helping  Bap- 
ttftas  eldeft  daughter  to  a  hufband,  wee  fet  his  yongeft  free 
for  a  hufband,  and  then  have  too't  afrefti ;  fweete  Bianca, 
happy  man  be  his  dole  :  he  that  runnes  fafteft,  gets  the 
ring :  How  fay  you  fignior  Gremio  ? 

Gre.  I  am  agreed,  and  would  I  had  giuen  him  the  bed 

horfe  in  Padua  to  begin  his  woing  that  would  thoroughly 

woe  her,  wed  her,  and  bed  her,  and  ridde  the  houfe  of  her. 

Come  on. 

Exeunt  ambo.     Manet  Tranio  and  Lucentio. 

Tra.  I  pray  fir  tel  me,  is  it  poffible 
That  loue  ftiould  of -a  fodaine  take  fuch  hold. 

Luc.  Oh  Tranio  till  I  found  it  to  be  true, 
I  nener  thought  it  poffible  or  likely. 
Bat  fee,  while  idely  I  flood  looking  on, 
I  found  the  effeft  of  loue  in  idlenefle, 
And  now  in  plainefle  do  confefle  to  thee 
That  art  to  mee  as  fecret  and  as  deere 
As  Anna  to  the  queene  of  Carthage  was : 
Tranio  I  burne,  I  pine,  I  perifh  Tranio, 
If  I  atchueiue  not  this  yong  modeft  gyrle : 
Counfail  me  Tranio,  for  I  know  thou  can'ft. : 
AiEft  me  Tranio,  for  I  know  thou  wilt. 

Tra .  Mafter  it  is  no  time  to  chide  you  now, 
Affection  is  not  rated  from  the  heart : 
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If  loue  haue  touch'd  you,  naught  remaines  but  fo, 
Redme  te  captam  quam  queas  minimo. 

Luc.  Gramerdes  lad :  go  forward,  this  contents, 
The  reft  will  comfort,  for  thy  counfels  (bund. 

Tra.  Mafter,  you  took'd  fo  tangly  on  the  maide, 
Perhaps  you  mark'd  not  what's  the  pith  of  all. 

Luc.  Oh  yes,  I  faw  fweete  beautiein  her  face, 
Such  as  the  daughter  of  AgenorhaA* 
That  made  great  loue  to  humble  him  to  her  hand, 
When  with  his  knees  he  kift  the  Cretan  ftrond. 

Tra.  Saw  you  no  more  ?  mark'd  you  not  how  her  filler 
Began  to  fcold,  and  raife  vp  fuch  a  ftorme, 
That  mortal  eares  might  hardly  indure  the  din. 

Luc.  Tramo,  I  faw  her  corrall  lips  to  moue, 
And  with  her  breath  {he  did  perfume  the  ayre, 
Sacred  and  fweete  was  all  I  faw  in  her. 

Tra .  Nay,  then  'tis  time  to  ftirre  him  from  his  trance : 
I  pray  you  awake  fir :  if  you  loue  the  maide, 
Bend  thoughts  and  wits  to  atchieue  her.    Thus  it  Hands  t 
Her  elder  fifter  is  fo  curft  and  flirew'd, 
That  till  the  father  rid  his  hands  of  her, 
Mafter,  your  loue  muft  liue  a  maide  at  home. 
And  therefore  has  he  clofely  meu'd  her  vp, 
Becaufe  (he  will  not  be  annoy'd  with  fuiters. 

Luc.  Ah  Tram*,  what  a  cruell  fathers  he : 
But  art  thou  not  aduis'd,  he  tookc  fome  care 
To  get  her  cunning  fchoolemafters  to  inflruft  her. 

Tra.  I  marrie  am  I  fir,  and  now  'tis  plotted. 

Luc.  I  haue  it  Tranio. 

Tra.  Mafter,  for  my  hand, 
Both  our  inuentions  meet  and  iumpe  in  one. 

Luc.  Tell  me  thine  firft. 

Vol.  II.  C  Tra* 
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Tra.  Y6u  will  be  fchoole-toafter, 
And  vndertake  the  teaching  of  the  maid : 
That's  your  dcuice, 

Luc.  It  is  :  may  it  be  done  ? 

Tra.  Not  poffible:  for  who  (hall  beare  ydur  part, 
And  be  in  Padua  heere  Vinceniio's  Tonne, 
Keepe  houfe,  and  ply  his  booke,  welcome  hfc  friends, 
Vlfit  his  countriemen,  and  banquet  them  ? 

Luc.  Bq/ia,  content  thee  :  for  I  haue  it  full. 
Webaue  not  yet  bin  feehe  in  any  houfe, 
Nor  can  we  be  diftinguiuYd  by  our  faces, 
For  man  or  matter :  then  it  followes  thus  : 
Thou  (halt  be  matter,  Tranio  in  my  fted : 
Keepe  houfe,  and  port,  and  feruants  as  I  (faduld, 
1  will  fome  other  be,  fome  Florentine, 
Some  Neapolitan ,  or  meaner  man  of  Pi/a. 
lis  hatch'd,  and  (hall  be  foe  x  Tranio  at  once 
Vncafethee:  take  my  conlord  hat  and  doake, 
When  Biendello  comes,  he  waites  on  thee, 
But  I  will  charme  him  firft  to  keepe  his  tongue. 

Tra*  So  had  you  neede: 
In  breefe  fir,  fith  it  your  pleafure  is, 
And  I  am  tied  to  be  obedient, 
For  fo  your  father  charged  me  at  our  parting  ; 
Be  feruiceabk  to  my  fotme  (quoth  he) 
Although  I  thinke  'twas  in  another  fence, 
I  am  content  to  be  Lucentio, 
Becaufe  fo  well  I  loue  Lucentio. 

Luc.  Tranio  be  fo,  becaufe  Lucentio  loues, 
And  let  me  be  a  flaue,  t'achieue  that  maide, 
Whofe  fodaine  fight  hath  thral'd  my  wounded  eye. 
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Enter  Biondeflo. 
Heerc  comes  the  rogue.    Sirra,  where  haue  yoa  bin  ? 

Bion.  Where  haue  I  beene  ?  Nay  how  now,  where  are  Jtou? 
Matter  ha's  my  fellow  Trarao  ftolbe  yoitt  clothes,  or'  you 
ftolne  his,  or  both  ?  Pray  what's  the  newes  ? 

Luc.  Sirra  come  hither,  'tis  no  time  to  ieft, 
And  therefore  frame  your  mannero  to  the  time 
Your  fellow  Trardo  heere  to  feue  my  life, 
Puts  my  apparel],  aad  my  countenance  on, 
And  I  for  my  efcape  haie  put  on  his: 
For  in  a  quarrell  fince  I  came  aftore, 
I  kil'd  a  man,  tad  feare  I  was  defcried : 
Wiite  yon  oft  him,  I  charge  you,  as  becomes  z 
While  I  make  way  from  hence  to  faue  my  life : 
You  Tnderftand  me  ? 

Bion.  I  fir  ne'rea  whit. 

Luc.  And  not  a  iot  of  Treum  in  your  mouthy 
Tranto  is  chang'd  into  Lucent  io. 

Bion.  The  better  for  him,  would  I  were  £>  too* 

7ns.  So  could  I  'faith  boy,  to  haue  the  next  wilh  after, 
that  Lucentio  Indeede  had  Baj>tt/las  yongeft  daughter.  But 
firra  not  for  my  fake,  but  your  mailers.  I  aduife  you  vfe 
your  manners  difcrcetly  in  all  kinde  of  companies :  when  I 
am  alone,  why  then  I  am  Tramo  :  but  in  all  places  elfe,  you 
mailer  hucenti*. 

Luc.  Tranig  let's  go : 
One  thing  more  refts,  that  thyfdfe  execute, 
To  make  one  among  tliofe  wooers :  if  thou  alke  mec  why, 
fufficeth  t  my  reafons  are  bQth  good  and  waighty. 

Exam*    Tii  Pre/enters  about  fteakes.        • 
i  Man.  My  lord  you  nod,  yon  do  not  minde  the  play. 
Beg.  Yes  by  Saint  Anne  do  I,  a  good  matter  furely: 
<   nes  there  any  more  of  it  ?  , 

C  2  lady* 
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tody.  My  lord,  'tis  but  begrjn. 

Beg.  'Tis  a  vcrie  excellent  peece  of  worke,  madame  ladie : 
yould  'twere  done.  They  Jit  and  murke. 

Enter  Petmchio,  and  his  man  Grumk>. 

Petr.  Verona,  for  a  while  Itake  my  leaue,       *   • 
To  fee  my  friends  in  Padua  ;  but  of  all 
My  beft  beloued  and  approned  friend 
Hortenfio :.  and  I  trow  this  is  his  houfe : 
Heere  firra  Grumio,  knocke  I  fey. 

Gru.  Knocke  fir  ?  whdme  (hould  I  knock*  ^  ;I8  there  any 
man  has  rebus'd  your  worfhip  ? ' 

Petr.  Villaine  I  fay,  knocke  me  hieere  foundly*   * 

Gru.  Knocke  you  heere  fir  ?  Why  fir,  what  am  I  fir,  that 
I  (hould  knocke  you  heere  fir. 

Petr.  Villaine  I  fay,  knocke  me  at  this  gate, 
And  rap  me  well,  or  He  knocke  your  knaues  pate. 

Gru.  My  mr  is  growne  quarrdfame : 
I  (hould  knocke  you  firft, 
And  then  I  know  after  who  comes  by  the  worft. 

Petr.  Will  it  not  be  ? 
Faith  firrah,  and  you*l  not  knocke  lie  ring  it, 
He  trie  how  you  can  Sol,  Fa,  and  fing  it. 

He  rings  him  by  the  eares. 

Gru.  Helpe  miftris  helpe,  my  mafter  is  mad. 

Petr.  Now  knocke  when  I  bid  you  :  firrah  villaine. 

Enter  Horteafio. 

Hor.  How  now,  what's  the  matter  ?  my  old  friend  Grumio, 
and  my  good  friend  Petruchio  7  How  do  you  all  at  Verona? 

Petr.  Signior  Hortenfio  come  you  to  part  the  fray  ? 
Contutti  le  core  bene  trohatto,  may  I  (ay. 

Hor. 
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Hot.  AUa  noftra  cafa  bene  venuto  multo  honoratafigniorimo 
Petruchio. 
Rife  Grumio  rife,  we  will  compound  this  quarrell. 

Gru.  Nay  'tis  no  matter  (Ir,  what  he  leges  in  Latine*  If. 
this  be  not  a  lawfull  caiife  for  me  to  leaoe  his  feruice,.  looke 
you  fir:  he  bid  me  knocke  him,*  and*  rap.  htm  foundly  fir,, 
well,  was  it  fit  for  a  feruant  to  vfe  his  matter  fo,  being  per- 
haps (for  ought  I  (et)  two  and  thirty,  a  peepe  out  ?  Whome 
would  to  God  I  had  well  knockt  at  firft  then  had  not  Grumio 
come  by  the  worft. 

Petr.  A  fencelefle  villaine  :  good  Hortenfo, 
I  bad  the  rafcall  knocke  vpon  your  gate,     . 
And  could  not  get  him  for  my  heart  to  do  it. 

Gru.  Knocke  at  the  gate  ?  Oh  heauens :  fpake  you  not 
thefe  words  plaine  i  Sirra,  knocke  mee  heere :  rappe  me 
heere  :  knocke  me  well,  and  knocke  me  foundly  ?  And  come 
you  now  with  knocking  at  the  gate  ? 

Petr.  Sirra  begon,  or  talke  not  I  aduife  you. 

Nor.  Petruchio  patience,  I  am  Grumio's  pledge : 
Why  this  a  heauie  chance  twixt  him  and  you, 
Your  ancient  truftie  pleafant  feruant  Grumio :    ♦ 
And  tell  me  now  (fweete  friend)  what  happie  gale 
BJowes  you  to  Padna  heere,  from  old  Verona  ? 

Petr.  Such  wiade  as  fcatters  yong  men  through  the  world, 
To  Teeke  their  fortunes  farther  then  at  home, 
Where  fmall  experience  growes  but  in  a  few. 
Signior  ffortenfio,  thus  it  (lands  with  me, 
Antonio  my  father  is  deceaft, 
And  I  haue  thruft  myfelfe  into  this  maze, 
Happily  to  wine  and  thriue,  as  bed  I  may  : 
Crownes  in  my  purfe  I  haue,  and  goods  at  home, 
And  fo  am  come  abroad  to  fee  the  world. 

Nor.  Petruchio,  (hall  I  then  come  roundly  to  thee, 
Mid  wilh  thee  to  a  (hrew'd  ill-fauor'd  wife  ? 
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Thou'dft  thaoke  me  but  a  little  for  my  counfcll  s 
And  yet  He  promife  thee  (he  (hall  be  rich, 
And  verie  rich :  but  th'art  too  much  my  friend, 
And  lie  not  wiflx  tbee  to  her. 

P$tr.  Morton/So,  'twixt  fuch  friends  as  wee, 
Few  words  fufficc :  and  therefore,  if  thou  know 
One  rich  enough  to  be  Petrucbio's  wife : 
(At  Wealth  is  burthen  of  my  woing  dance) 
Be  (he  as  foule  as  was  Fhrentius  loue, 
As  old  as  Sibell,  and  as  curft  and  (hrow'd 
As  Socrates  Zentipps,  or  a  worfe : 
She  moues  me  not,  or  not  remoues  at  lead 
Affe&ions  edge  in  me*    Were  (he  as  rough 
As  are  the  fwelling  jtdriatkke  Teas. 
I  come  to  wiue  it  wealthily  in  Padua  : 
If  wealthily,  then  happily  in  Padua. 

Gnu  Nay  looke  you  fir,  he  tels  you  (lady  what  his  minde 
H :  why  giue  him  gold  enough,  and  marrie  him  to  a  puppet 
or  an  aglet  babie,  or  an  old  trot  with  ne're  a  tooth  in  her 
head,  though  (he  haue  as  many  difeafes  as  two  and  fiftie  horfes. 
Why  nothing  comes  amide,  fo  monie  comes  withalj. 

Hor.  Petrucbio,  fince  we  are  ftept  thus  farr  in, 
I  will  continue  that  I  broach'd  in  ieft, 
I  can  P  fit  rue  bio  helpe  thee  to  a  wife 
With  wealth  enough,  and  yong  and  beaotlous, 
Brought  vp  as  beft  becomes  a  gentlewoman. 
Her  only  fault  and  that  is  faults  enough, 
Is,  that  (he  is  intolerable  curft, 
And  (hrow'd  and  froward,  fo  beyond  all  meafure, 
That  were  my  ftate  farre  worfer  then  it  is, 
I  would  not  wed  her  for  a  mine  of  gold. 

Petr.  Hortenfio  peace  :  thou  know'ft  not  golds  efTeft, 
TcU  moe  her  fathers  name,  and  'tis  enough  : 

For 
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For  I  will  boord  her,  though  (he  chide  as  loud 
As  thunder,  when  th?  clouds  ux  aotumae  cracke. 

Hot.  Her  father  Bafti/la  Wml** 
An  affable  and  courteous  gentleman, 
Her  name  is  Katherina  Minola* 
Rcnown'd  in  Padua  for  her  folding  toqgpe. 

Par.  I  know  her  father,  though  I  fcipw  net  her, 
And  he  knew  my  deceafed  father  well : 
I  will  not  fleepe  Hortenfa  til  I  fee  her, 
And  therefore  let  me  be  thus  bold  with  you, 

To  giue  you  oner  at  this  firft  encounter, 
Vnlefle  you  will  accompanie  mee  thither. 

Gru.  1  pray  you  fir  let  him  go  while  the  humor  lafts- 

A  my  word,  and  (he  knew  him  as  well  as  I  do,  (he  would 

thinke  fcoldzng  would  do  little  good  vpou  him.    Sbee  may 

perhaps  call  him  halfe  a  fcore  knaues,  or  fo :  why  that's 

nothing  ;  and  he  begins  once,  hee'le  raile  in  his  rope  trickes, 

lie  tell  you  what  fir,  and  (he  ftaad  turn  but  a  litle,  he  will 

throw  a  figure  in  her  face,  and  fo  disfigure  hir  with  it,  that 

fhe  (hall  haue  no  more  des  to  fee  withali  then  a  cat :  yon 

know  him  not  fir. 

Hor.  Tarrie  Petruchio  I  muft  go  with  the?, 

Tor  in  Baptijias  keepe  my  treafure  is : 

He  hath  the  iewel  of  niy  life  in  hold, 

His  yongeft  daughter,  bcautifull  Bianca, 

And  her  with-holds  from  me.    Other  more 

Suters  to  her,  and  riuals  in  my  loue : 

Suppofing  it  a  thing  impoffibk, 

For  thofe  defe&s  I  haue  before  reheard, 

That  eucr  Katherina  wH  be  woo'd 

Therfore  this  order  hath  Bapttfla  tane, 

That  none  (hall  haue  accede  vnto  Bianca, 
Till  Katharine  the  curft,  haue  got  a  hufband. 

C4  Gnu 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


The  Taming  of  the  Shrew.  * 

Gru.  Ka therine  the  curft, 
A  title  for  a  maide,  of  all  titles  the  word. 

Hor.  Now  (hall  my  friend  Petruchio  do  me  grace, 
And  oiler  me  difguis'd  in  fober  robes, 
To  ol(T  Baptijia  as  a  fchoole-maiter. ' 
Well  feene  in  muficke,  to  inftrutt  Bianca, 
That  fo  I  may  by  this  deuice  at  leaft 
Haue  leaue  and  leifure  to  make  loue  to  her, 
And  vnfufpe&ed  court  her  by  her  felfe. 

Enter  Gremio  and  Lucentio  difguis'd. 

Gru.  Heme's  no  kdauerie.    See,  to  beguile  the  olde  folk.es, 
how  the  young  folkes  lay  their  heads  together.    Matter, 
mafter,  looke  about  you :  who  goes  there  ? 
.   Hor.  Peace  Grumio,  it  is  the  riuall  of  my  loue. 
Petruchio  ftand  by  a  while. 

Gru.  A  propper  (tripling,  and  an  amorous. 

Gremio.  Oh  very  well,  I  haue  perus'd  the  note  : 
Hearke  you  fir,  He  haue  them  verie  fairely  bound, 
All  bookes  of  loue,  fee  that  at  any  hand, 
And  fee  you  reade  no  other  leflures  to  her  : 
You  vnderftande  me.    Oner  and  befidc 
Signior  Bapliflas  liberalitie, 
He  mend  it  with  a  largefle.     Take  your  paper  too, 
And  let  me  haue  them  verie  well  perfum'd ; 
For  ihe  is  fweeter  then  perfume  itfelfe 
To  whom  they  go  to  :  what  will  you  reade  to  her. 

Luc.  What  ere  I  read  to  her,  He  pleade  for  you, 
As  for  my  patron,  ftand  you  fo  aflur'd, 
As  firmely  as  your  felfe  were  ftill  in  place, 
Yea  and  perhaps  with  more  fucceflefull  words 
Then  you  :  vnlefle  you  were  a  fcholler  fir. 

Gre.  Oh  this  learning,  what  a  thing  it  is. 
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Cru.  Oh  this  woodcocks,  what  an  afle  it  is. 

Petru.  Peace  firra. 

Jior.  Grumio  mum  :  God  faue  you  fignior  Crania. 

Cre.  And  you  are  wel  met,  fignior  Hortenfio. 
Trow  you  whither  I  am  going  ?  To  Bapiijla  Minob, 
I  promift  to  enquire  carefully 
Aboute  a  fcheokmafter  for  the  faire  Bianca, 
And  by  good  fortune  I  haue  lighted  well 
On  this  yong  man :  for  learning  and  behauiour 
Fit  for  her  turae,  well  read  in  poetrie 
And  other  bootes,  good  ones,  I  warrant  yee. 

Hor.  'Tis  well :  and  I  haue  met  a  gentleman 
Hath  promift  me  to  helpe  one  to  another, 
A  fine  mufitian  to  inftruft  our  miftris, 
So  fhaB  I  no  whit  be  behind  in  dutic, 
To  faire  Bianca,  fo  beloued  of  me. 

Cre.  Beloued  of  me,  and  that  my  deeds  (hall  prone. 

Gru.  And  that  his  bags  (hall  proue. 

Nor.  Cranio,  'tis  now  time  to  vent  our  loue, 
Liften  to  me,  and  if  you  fpeake  me  faire, 
lie  tell  you  newes  indifferent  good  for  either. 
Heere  is  a  gendeinan  whom  by  chance  I  met 
Vpon  agreement  from  vs  to  his  liking. 
Will  undertake  to  woo  curft  Katherine, 
Yea  and  to  marrie  her,  if  her  dowrie  pleafe. 

Cre.  So  (aid,  fo  done,  is  well : 
Hortenfio,  haue  you  told  him  all  her  faults  ? 

Petr*  I  know  flie  is  an  irkfome  brawling  fcold : 
If  that  be  all  matters,  I  heare  no  harme. 

Cre.  No,  xikyft  me  fo,  friend  ?  what  coiintreyman  ? 

Petr.  Borne  in  Verona,  old  Butonios  fonne : 
My  father  dead,  my  fortune  lines  for  me, 
And  I  do  hope  good  dayes  and  long,  to  fee. 
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Cre.  Oh  fir,  fuch  a  life  with  fnch  a  wife,  were  ftrange  r 
Bat  if  you  haae  ftomacke,  too't  a  Gods  name, 
You  (hall  haae  me  affifting  you  in  all. 
But  will  you  woo  this  wild-cat  ? 

Petr.  Willlliue? 

Cm.  Wil  he  woo  her  ?  I :  or  fle  hang  her. 

Petr.  Why  came  I  hither,  but  to  that  intent? 
Thinke  you,  a  little  dinne  can  daunt  mine  eares  ? 
Haue  I  not  in  my  time  heard  lyons  rore  ? 
Haue  I  not  heard  the  fea,  puft  vp  with  winder, 
Rage  like  an  angry  boare,  chafed  with  fweat  > 
Haue  I  not  heard  great  ordnance  in  the  field  i 
And  heauens  artillerie  thunder  in  the  fides  ? 
Haue  I  not  in  a  pitched  battcll  heard 
Loud  larums,  neighing  fleeds,  and  trumpets  ckngue  ? 
And  do  you  tell  me  of  a  womans  tongue  ? 
That  glues  not  halfe  fo  great  a  blow  to  heare, 
As  wil  a  chefle-nut  in  a  farmers  fire. 
Tufli,  tufti,  feare  boyes  with  bugs. 

Cru.  For  he  feares  none. 

Grcm.  Hortenfio  hearke : 
This  gentleman  is  happily  arriu'd ; 
My  minde  prefumes  for  his  owne  good,  and  yours. 

Hor.  I  promift  we  would  be  contributors, 
And  beare  his  charge  of  wooing  whatfoere. 

Cre.  And  fo  we  will,  prouided  that  he  win  her. 
Cm.  I  would  I  were  as  fure  of  a  good  dinner. 

Enter  Tranio  brsutf  and  Btondello. 
Tra.  Gentlemen  God  faue  you.    If  I  may  be  bold 
Tell  me  I  befeech  you  which  is  the  readieft  way 
To  the  houfe  of  lignior  Baptifta  Minola  ? 
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Burn.  He  ttat  ht'a  the  two  fair*  daughters:  iftbe  jm 
meane? 

Tra .  Euen  he  Biondelb. 

Cre.  Hearke  you  fir,  you  meant  not  her  to— — 

7nx.  Perhaps  him  and  her  fir,  what  haue  you  to  do  ? 

Petr.  Not  her  that  chides  fir,  at  any  hand  I  pray. 

Tra.  I  loue  no  chiders  fir :  Bmdelio,  let's  away. 

Luc.  Well  begun  Tramo. 

Hor.  Sir  a  word  ere  you  go : 
Are  you  a  (utcr  to  the  maid  you  talke  of,  yea  or  no  ? 

Tra .  And  I  be  fir,  is  it  any  offence  ? 

Cre.  No :  if  without  more  words  you  will  got  you  be»ce, 

Tra.  Why  fir,  I  pray  you  are  not  the  ftreets  as  free  for 
me,  as  for  you  } 

Cre.  But  fo  is.  not  (he. 

Tra.  For  what  reafon  I  befeech  you. 

Gre.  For  this  reafon  if  youl  kno* 
That  (he's  the  choice  loue  of  fignior  Cranio, 

Hor.  That  (be  is  the  chofen  of  fignior  Hortenfo. 

Tra.  Softly  my  matters :  if  you  be  gentlemen 
Do  me  this  right ;  heare  me  patience, 
Baptyia  is  a  noble  gentleman, 
To  whom  my  father  b  not  all  vnkncrtvne, 
And  were  his  daughter  fairer  then  (he  is, 
She  may  more  futors  haue,  and  me  for  one. 
Faire  Ladaes  daughter  had  a  thoufand  wooers. 
Then  well  one  more  may  faire  Bianca  haue ; 
And  fo  (he  (hall :  Lucentio  (hall  make  one, 
Though  Paris  came,  in  hope  to  fpecde  alone. 

Gre.  What,  this  gentleman  will  out-talke  vs  all. 

Luc.  Giue  him  head,  I  know  heel  proue  a  iado. 

Petr.  HortenfiO)  to  what  end  are  all  thefe  words  ? 

/for.  Sir,  let  me  be  fo  bold  as  a&e  you, 
3id  you  yet  eqejr  fee  Baptifias  daughter  ? 

Tra* 
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Tra.  No  fir,  but  heare  I  do  that  he  hath  two : 
The  one,  as  famous  for  a  fcolding  tongue, 
As  is  the  other,  for  beautious  modeilie , 

Petr.  Sir,  fir,  the  firft's  for  me,  let  her  go  by: 

Gre.  Yea  leaue  that  labour  to  great  Hercules  > 
And  let  it  be  more  then  AlcHes  twelue.  > 

Petr.  Sir  vnderftand  you.  this  of  me  (infooth) 
The  yongeft  daughter  whom  you  hearken  for, 
Her  father  keepes  from  all  accede  of  futors 
And  will  not  protnife  her  to  any  man, 
Vntil  the  elder  fitter  firft  be  wed. 
The  yongcr  then  is  free,  and  not  before. 

Tra,  If  it  be  fo  fir,  that  you  are  the  man 
Moft  fteed  vs  all,  and  me  amongft  the  reft  :' 
And  if  you  breake  the  ice,  and  do  this  feeke, 
Atchieue  the  elder,  fet  the  yonger  free, 
For  our  accede,  whofe  hap  (hall  be  to  haue  her, 
Wil  not  fo  gracelefie  be,  to  be  iograte. 

Jfor.  Sir  you  fay  wel,  and  well  you  do  conceiue, 
And  fince  you  do  profefle  to  be  a  futor, 
You  muft  as  we  do,  gratifie  this  gentleman, 
To  whom  we  all  reft  generally  beholding. 

Tra .  Sir,  I  (hall  not  be  flacke,  in  (igne  whereof, 
Pleafe  ye  we  may  contriue  this  afternoone, 
And  qnaffe  caroafes  to  our  miftrefle  health, 
And  do  as  aduerfaries  do  in  law, 
Striue  mightily,  but  eate  and  drinke  as  friends. 

Gru.  Bion.  Oh  excellent  motion :  fellowes  let's  be  gon. 

Her.  The  motions  good  indeed,  and  be  it  fo, 
Petruchio,  I  (hall  be  your  Been  venuto.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Katherina  and  fiianca. 
Burn.  Good  fifter  wrong  me  not,  nor  wrong  yourfelfe, 
To  make  a  bondmaide  and  a  flaue  of  mee, 
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That  I  difdiine :  but  for  thefe  other  goods, 
Vnbind  my  hands,  He  pull  them  offmyfelfe, 
Yea  all  my  rayment,  to  my  petticoate, 
Or  what  yea  will  commaund  me,  will  I  do, 
So  well  I  know  my  dutie  to  my  elders. 

Kate.  Of  all  thy  futors  heere  I  charge  tell 
Whom  thou  lou'ft  belt :  fee  thou  diiTemble  not. 

Bianca.  Beleene  me  fitter,  of  all  the  men  aline, 
I  neuer  yet  beheld  that  fpeciall  face, 
Which  I  could  fancie,  more  then  any  other. 

Kate.  Minion  thou  lyeft ;  It's  not  Hortenfio  t      ,     .    • 

Bian.  If  thou  affeft  him  filler  heere  I  fweare 
.  He  plead  for  you  myfelfe,  but  you  (hall  haue,  him. 

Kate.  Oh  then  belike  you  fancie  riches  more. 
You  will  haue  Cranio  to  keepe  you  feire. 

Bian.  Is  it  for  him  you  do  enuie  me  fo  ? 
Nay  then  you  ieft,  and  now  I  well  perceiue 
You  have  but  iefted  with  me  all  this  whiles 
I  pre  thee  filler  Kate  vaite  jny.  hands. 

Ka.  If  that  be  ieft,  then  all  the  reft  was  fo.       Strikes  her. 

Enter  Baptifta. 
Bap.  Why  how  now  dame,  whence  growes  this  infolencc  ? 
Bianca,  ftand  afide,  poore  gyrle  flie  weepes : 
Go  ply  the  needle,  meddle  not  with  her. 
For  fhame  thou  hilding  of  a  diuellifli  fpirit, 
Why  doft  thou  wrong  her,  that  did  nere  wrong  thee  i 
When  did  ftiee  croffe  thee  with  a  bitter  word  ? 
Kate.  Her  filence  flouts  me,  and  He  be  reueng'd. 

FBa  offer  Bianca. 
Bap.  What  in  my  figjtf  ?  Bianca  get  th*e  in.  .,  Exit. 

Kate.  What  will  y£u  not  fuffer  me :  nay  now  I  fee 
.  She  is  your  treafure,  flic  muft  haue  a  hufband, 

Imuft 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


The  Taming  of  the  ShrSw. 

I  muft  dance  barefoot  on  her  wedding  day, 
And  for  your  loue  to  her,  lead  apes  in  hell. 
Talke  not  to  me,  I  will  go  fit  and  weepe. 
Till  I  can  finde  octafion  of  reoenge. 

Bap.  Was  euer  gentleman  thus  greetfd  as  1 1 
But  who  comes  hcere. 

Enter  Grcmfas  Lucmtio,  intbehaUt  tfamtanenm,  Petru- 
chio  with  Tranio,  with  hu  toy  tearing  a  hit  and  books. 
Ore.  Good  morrow  neighbour  Bapttfia. 
Bap.  Good  morrow  neighbour  Grtmio:  God  fcue  you 

gentlemen. 

Petn  And  you  good  fit :  pray  haue  yoti  not  a  daughter 
cal'd  Katerma,  a*d  tertUOtos. 

Bap.  I  haue  a  daughter  fir,  cal'd  Kattrim* 

Cre.  You  are  to  bltMt,  go  to  it  orderly, 

Petr.  You  wrOflg  «e  fignior  Gremb,  gkie  me  lettie  t 
I  am  a  gentleman  <*f  Verma  fir, 
That  hearing  of  her  betutfe,  and  her  wit, 
Her  affitotluie  tnd  balhfuH  modeftie : 
Her  wondrous  qualities,  and  mild  behauiour, 
Am  bold  to  (hew  myfelfe  a  forward  gueft 
Within  jam  houfe,  to  make  mine  eie  the  Vitnefle 
Of  that  report,  which  I  (b  oft  haae  hoard, 
And  for  an  entrance  to  my  entertainment, 
I  do  prefent  you  with  a  man  of  mine 
Cuming  in  mnfieke,  and  the  mathematidtes, 
To  inftruft  her  fully  in  thofe  Sciences, 
Whereof  t  know  (he  is  net  ignorant, 
Accept  of  him,  or  elfe  you  do  me  wrong, 
IBs  name  is  litiot  borne  in  Mantua. 
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Bap.  Y'are  welcome  fir,  and  be  for  your  good  lake : 
Bat  for  my  daughter  Katerine,  this  I  know, 
She  is  not  for  your  turne  the  more  my  greife. 

Petr.  I  fee  f  ou  do  not  mean?  to  part  with  her. 
Or  elfe  you  like  not  of  my  con^panie. 

Bap.  Miftake  me  not,  I  fpeake-but  as  I  findcy 
Whence  are  you  fir  i  what  may  I  call  your  name. 

Petr.  Petruchio  is  my  naope  Ant  onio's  fonne, 
A  man  well  knowne  throughout  all  Italy. 

Bap.  I  know  him  well :  you  are  welcome  for  his  fake* 
Gre.  Sailing  your  tale  Petruchio,  I  pray  let  vs  that  ate 
poore  petitioners  fpeake  too?  Bacare,  you  are  meruaylons 
forward. 

Petr.  Oh,  pardon  me  flgnior  Grcnua,  I  would  faine  be 
doing. 

Gre.  I  doubt  it  not  fir.     But  you  will  curie 
Your  wooing  neighbors  :  this  is*  gulft 
Very  gratefull,  I  am  fure  of  it,  to  exprefle 
The  like  kindnefle  myfelfe,  thatliaue  beene 
More  kindely' beholding  to  you  then  any 
Freely  giue  vnto  this  yong  fcholler,  that  hath 
Beene  long  ftudying  at  Rhemee,  as  cuiming 
In  Greckc,  Latine,  and  other  languages, 
As  the  other  in  muficke  and  mathematickes : 
His  name  is  Cw/nbio  :  pray  you  accept  his  feiuice. 

Bap.  A  thoufand  thankes  fignior  Gremh: 
Welcome  good  Cantb.    But  gentle  fir, 
Methinke  you  walke  like  a  ftranger, 
May  I  be  fo  bold  to  know  the  caufe  of  your  camming  ? 

Tra.  Pardon  toe  fir,  the  boldnefle  is  mine  owne, 
That  being  a  ftranger  in  this  dttie  heere, 
Do  make  myfetfe  a  futor  to  your  daughter, 
Vnto  Bianca,  faire  and  vertuous : 
Nor  is  your  firme  refolue,  vnknowne  to  jnee, 
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In  thtf  preferment  of  the  eldeft  fitter. 

This  libertie  is  ail  that  I  fequeft, 

That  vpon  knowledge  of  my  parentage, 

I  may  haue  welcome  'monglt  the  reft  that  woo, 

And  towards  the  education  of  your  daughters : 

I  heere  bellow  a  fimple  inltrument, 

And  this  final!  packet  of  Cteeke  and  Latin*  bookes  % 

If  you  accept  them,  then  their  worth  is  great : 

Bap.  Lucentio  is  your  name  of  whence  I  pray.  •  - 

Tra.  Of  Pi/a  fir,  fonne  to  Vincentio. 

Bap.  A  mightie  man  o£Pifa  by  report, 
•  I  know  him  well :  you  are  verie  welcome  fir : 
Take  you  the  lute,  and  you  the  fet  of  bookes, 
You  (hall  go  fee  your  pupils  prcfently. 
Holla,  within. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Sirrah,  lead  thefe  gentlemen 

To  my  daughters,  and  tell  them  both 

Thefe  are  their  tutors,  bid  them  vfe  them  well, 

We  will  go  walke  a  little  in  the  orchard. 

And  then  to  dinner.:  you  are  palling  welcome, . 

And  fo  I  pray  you  ali  to  thinke  yourfdues. . 

Pet.  Siguior  Baptifta,  my  bufincffc  alkethhalte, 
And  euery  day  I  cannot  come  to  woo, 
You  knew  my  father  well,  and  in  him  me, 
Left  folie  heire  to  all  his  lands  and  goods, 
Which  I  haue  bettered  rather  than  decreaft, 
Then  tell  me,  if  I  get  your  daughters  Joue, 
What  dowrie  (hall  I  haue  with  her  to  wife. 

Bap.  After  my  death,  the  one  halfe  of  my  lands, 
And  in  pofleffion  twentie  thou&nd  crownes. 

Pet. 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


Thb  Taming  of  the  Shrew. 

Pet .  And  for  that  dowrie,  lie  adore  her  of 
Her  widdow-hood,  be  it  that  (he  fortune  me  ""* 

In  all  my  lands  and  leafes  whatfoeuer, 
Let  fpedalties  be  therefore  drawne  between  vs, 
That  couenants  may  be  kept  on  either  hand. 

Bap.  I,  when  the  fpeciall  thing  is  well  obtain 'd, 
That  is  her  loue :  for  that  is  all  in  all. 

Pet .  Why  that  is  nothing :  for  I  tell  yon  father, 
I  am  as  peremptorie  as  (he  proud  minded  : 
And  where  two  raging  fires  meete  together,  • 

They  do  confome  the  thing  that  feedes  their  furie. 
Though  litle  fire  growes  great  with  litle  winde, 
Yet  extreme  gufts  will  blow  out  fire  and  all : 
So  I  to  her,  and  fo  (he  yeelds  to  me, 
For  I  am  rough,  and  woo  not  like  a  babe. 

Bap.  Well  maift  thou  woo,  and  happie  be  thy  fpeed  ; 
But  be  thou  arm'd  for  (bme  vnhappie  words. 

Pet.  I  to  the  proofe,  as  mountaines  are  for  windes, 
That  (hakes  not,  though  they  blow  perpetually 

Enter  Hortenfio  'with  his  head  broke. 

Bap.  How  now  my  friend  why  doft  thou  looke  fo  pale  ? 

Hor.  For  feare  I  promife  you,  if  I  looke  pale. 

Bap.  What  will  my  daughter  proue  a  good  mufitian  i 

Hot.  I  thinke  (he'l  proue  a  fouldier, 
Iron  may  hold  with  her  but  neuer  lutes. 

Bap.  Why  then  thou  canft  not  breake  her  to  the  lute  i 

Hor.  Why  no  for  (he  hath  broke  the  lute  to  me  : 
I  did  but  tell  her  (he  miftooke  her  frets, 
And  bow'd  her  hand  to  teach  her  fingering, 
When  (with  a  moid  impatient  diuellifh  fpirit) 
Frets  call  you  thefe  ?  (quoth  flic)  He  fame  with  them  ? 
And  with  that  word  (he  ftroke  me  on  the  head, 

Vol.  n.  D  And 
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And  through  the  mftrument  my  pate  made  way, 

And  there  I  flood  -amazed  for  a  while, 

As  on  a  pillorie,  looking  through  the  lute, 

While  (he  did  call  me  rafcall,  fidkr, 

and  twangling  Iacke,  with  twentie  fuch  vilde  teahnes, 

As  had  (he  ftudied  to  mifnfe  me  fo. 

Pet.  Now  by  the  world,  it  is  a  luftie  wench, 
I  loue  her  ten  times  more  then  ere  I  did, 
Oh  how  I  long  to  haue  fome  chat  with  her. 

tap.  Well  go  with  me,  and  be  not  fo  cBfcomfited. 
Proceed  in  praftife  with  my  yongfer  daughter, 
She's  apt  to  learne,  and  thankefull  for  good  turnes : 
Signior  Petruchi*,  will  you  go  with  vs, 
Or  (hall  I  fend  my  daughter  Kate  to  you. 

Exit*    Manet  Petruchkx 
Pet .  \  pray  you  do,  He  attend  her  heere, 
And  woo  her  with  fome  fpirit  when  (he  comes, 
Say  that  (he  raile,  Why  then  lie  tell  her  plaine, 
She  fing$  as  fweetly  as  a  nightinghate : 
Say  that  (he  frowne,  Be  fay  (he  lookes  as  clear©. 
A$  morning  rofes  newly  wa(ht  with,  dew  : 
Say /he  be  mute,  and  will  not  fpeake  a  word, 
Then  lie  commend  her  Volubility, 
And  fay  (he  vttereth  piercing  eloquence  : 
If  (he  do  bid  me  packe,  He  giue  her  thankes, 
As  though,  fhe  bid  me  (lay  by  her  a  weeke : 
If  file  deriie  to  wed,  He  craue  the  day 
When  I  (hall  afke  the  banes,  and  when  be  married. 
But  heere  (he  comes,  aud  now  Petrucbio  fpeake. 

Enter  Katerint. 
Good  morrow  Kate,  for  thats  your  name  I  heare. 

Kate.  Well   haue  you   heard,   but  fome  thing  hard  rf 
hearing : 

They  call  me  Katerine,  that  do  talke  of  mc 
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Pet.  You  lye  in  faith,  for  you  arc  calTd  plaine  Kate, 
And  bony  Kate,  and  fom times  Kate  the  curft  i 
But  Kate,  the  prettkft  Kate  in  Chriftendam, 
Kate  of  Kate-hall,  my  fuper-daintic  %at+> 
For  dainties  are  all  Kates,  and  therefore  AW/, 
Take  this  of  me,  JKrf*  of  my  confolatiqu, 
Hearing  thy  mildoefle  prais'd  in  euery  tow&e, 
Thy  vermes  fpoke  of,,  and  thy  beautie  founded, 
Yet  not  fo  deeply  as  to  thee  belongs, 
Myfelfe  am  mou'd  to  wpo  thee  for  my  wife. 

Kate.  Mou'd  in  good  time,  let  him  that  mou'd  you  hither, 
Remoue  you  henc*  t  I  knew  you  at  the  firft 
You  were  a  moveable. 

Pet.  Why,  what's  a  moueable  ? 
•  Kate.  A  ,ioyn'd  (took. 

Pet.  Thou  haft  hit  it :  come  fit  on  me, 

Kate.  Aflfes  are  made  to  beare,  and  fo  are  you. 

Pet.  Women  are  made  to  beare,  and  fo  are  you 

Kate.  No  ftich  iade  as  you,  if  me  you  meane. 

Pet.  Alas  good  Kate,  I  tfill  not  burden  thee. 
For  knowing  thee  to  be  but  yong  and  light. 

Kate.  Too  light  for  fash  a  fwaine  as  you  to  catch, 
And  yet  asheauie  as  my  waight  Ihpuld  be. 

Pet.  Shold  be,  fliould :  buzzc. 

Kate.  Well  tane,  and  like  a  buzzard* 

Pet.  Oh  flow-wing'd  turtle  (hall  a  buzzard  take  thee? 

Kate.  I  for  a  turtle  as  he  takes  a  buzzard. 
*  Pet.  Come,  come  you  wafpe,  y'fkrth  you  are  too  angrie. 

Kate.  If  I  be  wafpifh,  beft  beware  my  fling. 

Pet.  My  remedy  is  then  to  plucke  it  out. 

Kate.  I,  if  the  foole  could  finde  it  where  it  lies. 

Pet.  Who  kstwes  not  where  a  wafpe  does  weare  his  ffing  ? 
In  his  taile. 

D  X  Kate. 
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Kate.  In  his  tongue  ? 

Pet.  Whofc  tongue. 

Kate.  Yours  if  yon  talke  of  taOes,  and  fo  farewell. 

Pet.  What  with  my  tongue  in  your  taile. 
Nay,  come  againe,  good  Kate,  I  am  a  gentleman. 

Kate.  That  He  trie.  Sheftrikes  him. 

Pet.  I  fweare  He  cuffc  you,  if  you  ftrike  againe. 

Kate.  So  may  you  loot  your  armes. 
If  you  ftrike  me,  you  are  no  gentleman, 
And  if  no  gentleman,  why  then  no  armes. 

Pet.  A  herald  Kate  ?  oh  put  me  in  thy  bookes. 

Kate.  What  is  your  creft,  a  coxcombe  ? 

Pet.  A  comblefle  cocke,  fo  Kate  will  be  my  hen. 

Kate.  No  cocke  of  mine  you  crow  too  like  a  crauen. 

Pet.  Nay  come  Kate  come :  you  muft  not  looke  fo  fowre* 

Kate.  It  is  my  faftiion  when  I  fee  a  crab. 

Pet.  Why  heere's  no  crab,  and  therefore  looke  not  fowre. 

Kate.  There  is,  there  is. 

Pet.  Then  fhew  it  mee. 

Kate.  Had  I  aglafle,  I  would. 

Pet.  What,  you  meane  my  face. 

Kate.  Well  ayra'd  of  fuch  a  youg  one. 

Pet.  Now  by  St.  George  I  am  too  yong  for  you. 

Kate.  Yet  you  are  wither'd. 

Pet.  'Tis  with  cares. 

Kate.  I  care  not. 

Pet.  Nay  heare  you  Kate.    In  (both  you  fcape  notfo. 

Kate.  I  chafe  you  if  I  tarrie.     Let  me  go. 

Pet.  No,  not  a  whit,  I  find  you  pafling  gentle: 
>Twas  told  me  you  were  rough,  and  coy,-  and  fallen, 
And  &ow  I  finde  report  a  very  lyar : 
•  For  thou  art  pleafant,  gamefome,  paffing  courteous, 
But  flow  in  fpeech  :  yet  fweete  as  fpring-timc  flowers. 
.  Thpu  canft  not  frownc,  thou  canft  not  looke  afconcc, 
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Nor  bite  the  lip,  as  angrie  wenches  wilJ, 
Nor  haft  thou  pleafure  to  be  crofle  in  talke : 
But  thou  with  mttdnefle  entertain'ft  thy  wooers, 
With  gentle  conference,  foft,  and  affable. 
Why  does  the  world  report  that  Kate  doth  Umpe  I 
Oh  fland'rous  world  :  Kate  like  the  hazle  twig 
Is  ftnught,  and  (lender,  and  as  browne  in  hne 
As  hazle  nuts,  and  Tweeter  then  the  kernels : 
Oh  let  me  fee  thee  walke,  thou  doit  not  halt. 

Kate.  Go  fbole,  and  whom  thou  keep'ft  command. 

Pet.  Did  ever  Dian  fo  become  a  groue 
As  Kate  this  chamber  with  her  princely  gate : 
Oh  be  thou  Dion,  and  let  her  be  Kate$ 
And  then  let  Kate  be  chaft,  and  Dian  fportfull. 

Kate.  Where  did  you  ftudie  all  this  goodly  fpeech  i 

Pet.  It  is  extempore,  from  my  mother  wit. 

Kate.  A  wittie  mother,  witleflc  clfe  her  fonne. 

Pet.  Am  I  not  wife  ? 

Kate.  Yes,  keepe  you  warme. 

Pet.  Marry  fo  I  meane  fweete  Katherine  in  thy  bed : 
And  therefore  fetting  all  this  chat  afide, 
Thus  in  plainc  termes :  your  father  hath  confented 
That  you  (haU  be  my  wife ;  your  dowrie  greed  on, 
And  will  you,  nill  you,  I  will  marry  you. 
Now  Katet  I  am  a  hufband  for  your  turne, 
For  by  this  light,  whereby  I  fee  thy  beauty, 
Thy  beauty  that  doth  make  me  like  thee  well, 
Thou  muft  be  married  to  no  man  but  me. 

£fffrr  Baptifta,  Gremio,  Tranio. 
For  I  am  he  am  borne  to  tame  you  Kate, 
And  bring  you  from  a  wilde  Kate  to  a  Kate 
Conformable  as  other  houAold  Kates : 
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Heere  comes  your  father,  neuer  make  <kmall, 
I  muft,  and  will  haue  Katbtrmt  to  my  wife. 

Ai/.  Now  iignior  Pttrpcbic,  how  fpeed   you  with  my 
daughter  ? 

/V*.  How  but  well  fir  f  how  but  weU  ? 
It  were  impoffifelc  I  fhould  fpeed  amtfle. 

Bap.  Why  how  now  daughter  Katharine,  io  your  dujaps  ? 
Kat.  Call  you  me  daughter  \  now  I  promife  you 
You  haue  Ihewd  a  tender  fatherly  regard, 
To  wifh  me  wed  to  one  halfe  lunaticke, 
A  mad-cap  ruffian  and  a  fwearing  lack*, 
That  thinkes  wkh  oathes  to  face  the  matter  out. 

Pet.  Father  'tis  thus,  yourfel/e  and  all  the  world 
That  talk'd  of  her,  haue  talk'd  amifle  of  her  : 
If  (he  be  curft,  it  is  for  policie, 
For  (hec's  not  froward,  but  model!  as  the  done 
Shee  is  not  hot,  but  temperate  as  the  morne, 
For  patience,  (he  will  proue  a  fecond  Grijfell, 
And  Roman  Lucrece  for  her  chaftitie : 
And  to  conclude,  we  haue  greed  fa  well  together, 
That  vpon  Sonday  is  the  wedding  day. 
Kate.  lie  fee  thee  hang'd  on  Sonday  firft. 
Cre.  Hark  Petruchfo,  (he  fayes  (hee'llfee  thee  hang'd  firft. 
Tra .  Is  this  your  fpeeding  ?  nay  then  god  night  our  part. 
Pet.  Be  patient  gentlemen,  I  choofe  her  for  myfelfe, 
If  (he  and  1  be  pleas'd,  what's  that  to  you  i 
»ris  bargain'd  twixt  vs  twaine  bring  alone, 
That  (he  (hall  dill  be  curft  in  companie. 
I  tell  you  'tis  incredible  to  belieue 
How  much  (he  loues  me :  oh  the  kjndeft  Rate, 
Shee  hung  about  my  necke,  and  kifle  on  kiffe 
Shee  vi'd  fo  faft,  protcftingoath  on  oath, 
That  in  a  twinke  (he  won  me  to  her  loue. 
Oh  you  are  nouices,  'tis  a  world  to  fee  t 
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How  tame  when  men  and  women  are  alone, 
A  meacocke  wretch  can  jnake  the  curfteft  flirew  t 
Gioe  me  thy  hand  Kate,  I  will  vnto  Venice 
To  bay  *pparell  'gainft  the  wedding  day : 
Prouide  the  fea#  father,  and  bid  the  guefts, 
I  will  be  fure  my  Katherine  (hall  be  fine. 

Bap.  I  know  not  what  to  fay,  but  giue  me  your  hands, 
God  (end  you  ioy  Petruchio,  'tis  a  match. 

Gre.  Tra.  Amen  fay  we,  we  will  be  witnefles. 
Pet.  Father  and  wife,  and  gentlemen  adieu, 
I  will  to  Venice,  Sonday  comes  apace, 
We  will  haue  rings,  and  things  and  fine  arrayr,  v 
And  kifle  me  Kate,  we  will  be  married  a  Sonday. 

Exit  Petruchio  and  Katherine* 
Gre.  Was  euer  match  dapt  vp  fo  fodainly  i 
Bap.  Faith  gentlemen  now  I  play  a  merchants  part,' 
And  venture  madly  on  a  defperate  mart. 

Tra. '  Twas  a  commodity  lay  fretting  by  you, 
'Twill  bring  you  gaine,  or  perifli  on  the  feas. 
Bap,  The  gaine  I  fceke,  is  quiet  me  the  match. 
Gre.  No  doubt  but  he  hath  got  a  quiet  catch, 
Bnt  now  Baptifta,  to  your  yonger  daughter, 
Now  is  the  day  we  long  haue  looked  for, 
I  am  your  neighbour,  and  was  futor  firfh 

Tra .  And  I  am  one  that  loue  Bianca  more 
Then  words  can  witnefle,  or  your  thoughts  can  guefle. 
Gre.  Yongling  thou  canft  not  loue  fo  deareas  I. 
Tra.  Gray-beard  thy  loue  doth  freeze. 
Gre.  But  thine  doth  frie, 
Skipper  ftand  backe,  'tis  age  that  nouriftieth. 
Tra.  But  youth  in  ladies  eyes  that  flouriflieth. 
Bap.  Content  you  gentlemen,  I  will  compound  this  ftrife 
Tis  deeds  mull  win  the  prize,  and  he  of  both 
That  can  aflure  my  daughter  greatcft  dower, 
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Shall  banc  my  Biancas  lone. 

Say  fignior  Gfetnio,  what  can  you  aflure  her  ? 

Gre.  Firft,  as  you  know,  my  houfc  within  the  city 
Is  richly  furnifhed  With  plate  and  gold, 
Bafons  and  ewers  to  lane  her  dainty  hands : 
My  hangings  all  of  Tirian  tapeftrie : 
In  iuory  coffers  I  haue  ftuft  my  crownes : 
In  cipres  chefls  my  arras  counterpoints, 
Coftly  apparell,  tents,  and  canopies, 
Fine  linnen,  Turky  cuftrions  boll  with  pearle, 
Vallens  of  Venice  gold,  in  needle  worke : 
Pewter  and  brafle,  and  all  things  that  belongs 
To  hpufe  or  houfe-keeping  :  then  at  my  far  roe' 
I  haue  a  hundred  milch-kine  to  the  pale, 
Six-fcore  fat  oxen  {landing  in  my  flails, 
And  all  things  anfwerable  to  this  portion. 
My  felfe  am  ftrooke  in  yeeres  I  mull  confefle, 
And  if  I  die  to-morrow  this  is  hers 
If  whiTft  I  liue  (he  will  be  only  mine. 

Tra.  That  only  came  well  in  :  fir,  lift  to  me^ 
I  am  my  fathers  heyre  and  onely  fonne, 
If  I  may  haue  your  daughter  to  my  wife, 
He  leaue  her  houfes  three  or  foure  as  good 
Within  rich  Pifa  walls,  as  any  one 
Old  fignior  Gremio  has  in  Padua, 
Befides  two  thoufand  duckets  by  the  yeere 
Of  fruitfull  land,  all  which  (hall  be  her  ioynter. 
What,  haue  I  pincht  you  fignior  Gremio? 

Gre.  Two  thoufand  duckets  by  the  yeere  of  land, 
My  land  amounts  not  to  fo  much  in  all : 
That  (he  lhall  haue,  befides  an  argofie 
That  now  is  lying  in  Marcellus  roade  : 
What,  haue  I  choakt  you  with  an  argofie 
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Tra.  Gremio,  'tis  knowne  my  father  hath  no  lefle 
Then  three  great  argofies,  befides  two  galliafles 
And  twelue  tite  gallies,  thefe  I  will  aflure  her, 
And  twice  as  much  what  ere  thou  offreft  next. 

Gre.  Nay,  I  haue  offered  all,  I  haue  no  more, 
And  (he  can  haue  no  more  then  all  I  haue, 
If  yon  like  me,  (he  (hall  haue  me  and  mine. 

Tra.  Why  then  the  maid  is  mine  from  all  the  world 
By  your  firme  promife,  Grmio  is  out-uied. 

Bap.  I  muft  confefle  your  offer  is  the  bed; 
And  let  your  father  make  her  the  aflurance. 
She  is  your  owne,  elfe  you  mud  pardon  me : 
If  you  (hould  die  before'him  wherc's  her  dower  ? 

Tra .  That's  but  a  cauill :  hee  is  olde,  I  yong. 

Gre.  And  may  not  yong  men  die  as  well  as  old  ? 

Bap.  Well  gentlemen,  I  am  thus  refolu'd, 
On  Sonday  next,  you  know, 
My  daughter  Katherine  is  to  be  married  : 
Now  on  the  Sonday  following  (hall  Bianca 
Be  bride  to  you,  if  you  make  this  aflurance : 
If  not  to  fignior  Gremio : 
And  fo  I  take  my  leaue,  and  thanke  you  both.  Exit. 

Gre.  Adieu  good  neighbour :  now  I  feare  thee  not: 
Sirra,  yong  gamefter,  your  father  were  a  foole 
To  giue  thee  all,  and  in  his  waining  age 
Set  foot  vnder  thy  table  :  tut,  a  toy, 
An  olde  Italian  foxe  is  not  fo  kinde  my  boy.  Exit. 

Tra.  A  vengeance  on  your  crafty  withered  hide, 
Yet  I  haue  fac'd  it  with  a  card  of  ten  : 
Tis  in  my  head  to  doe  my  mafter  good : 
I  fee  no  reafon  but  fuppos'd  Lucentio 
Muft  get  a  father,  caii'd  fuppos'd  Vincentio, 
And  that's  a  wonders :  father's  commonly 
Doe  get  their  children :  but  in  this  cafe  of  woing, 
A  childe  (hall  get.  a  (ire,  if  I  faile  not  of  my  cunning.     Exit. 
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Aftus  Tertia, 

Enter  Luccotro,  Hortentio,  and  Binned 

Luc.  Fidlcr  forbeare  you  grow  too  forward  fir, 
Haue  you  fo  (bone  forgot  the  entertainment 
Her  fitter  Katherine  weloom'd  yon  withaU. 

Hort.  But  wrangling  pedant  this  is 
The  patronefle  of  heauenly  harmony : 
Then  glue  me  leaue  to  hauc  prerogatiue, 
And  when  in  muficke  we  hane  fpent  an  houre 
Your  lefture  (hall  haue  leifure  for  as  much. 

Luc.  Prepoftetous  afle  that  neuer  read  fo  farre, 
To  know  the  caufe  why  muficke  was  ordain'd : 
Was  it  not  to  refrefh  the  mind  of  man 
After  his  ftudies,  or  his  vfuall  paine  ? 
Then  giue  me  leaue  to  read  philofophy 
And  while  I  paufe,  ferue  in  your  harmony. 

Hot  Sirra,  I  will  beare  thcfe  braues  of  thine. 

Bian.  Why  gentlemen,  you  do  me  double  wrong. 
To  ftriue  for  that  which  refteth  in  my  choice  : 
I  am  no  breeching  fcholler  in  the  fchooles, 
He  not  be  tied  to  houres,  jtor  pointed  times, 
But  learne  my  leffons  as  I  pleafe  myfclfe, 
And  to  cut  off  all  ftrife  heere  fit  we  downe, 
Take  you  the  inftrument,  play  you  the  whiles, 
His  lefture  will  be  done  ere  you  haue  tuntf. 

Hort .  You'll  leaue  his  lefture  when  I  am  in  tune  ? 

Luc.  That  will  be  neuer,  tunc  your  inffarumeat. 

Bian.  Where  left  we  laft  i 

Luc.  Heere  madam  :  Hie  ibat  fitnois,  hie  (ft  figcrid  teluf, 
Ucfteterat  priam  repa  ac^tm. 

Bian.  Confter  them. 

Luc* 
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Luc.  Hk  that,  as  I  told  you  before  Ststois,  I  am  Lucentb, 
tic  eft,  foane  vnto  Vincentio  of  Pifa,  Sigeria  tctiusy  diiguifed 
thus  to  get  your  loue,  hie  ftetwat%  and  that  Luccniio  that 
comes  a  wooing  Priami,  is  my  man  Trania,  rtgia,  bearing 
my  port,  celfa  finis  that  we  might  beguile  the  old  pantalownc. 

Hor.  Madam  my  instrument's  in  tune. 

Bian.  Let's  heare,  oh  fie  the  treble  iarrcs. 

Luc.  Spit  in  the  hole  man,  and  tune  againe.  * 

Bum .  Now  let  mee  fee  if  I  can  confter  it.  Hie  ibatfimois, 
I  know  you  not,  hie  eftjigeria  tettus,  I  truft  you  not,  hicfia- 
terat  priami  take  heede  he  heare  vs  not,  regia  prefume  not? 
eel/a  finis  difpaire  not. 

Har.  Madam,  'tis  now  in  tune. 

Luc .  All  but  the  bafe. 

Hon  The  bafe  is  right,  'tis  the  bafe  knaue  that  ferres, 

Luc.  How  fierie  and  forward  our  pedant  is, 
Now  for  my  life  the  knaue  doth  court  my  loue,  ' 
Pcdafiuk,  Be  watch  you  better  yet : 
In  time  I  may  belieue  yet  I  miftruft. 

Bian.  Miftruft  it  not,  for  fure  Maddes. 
Was  Aiax  cal'd  fo  from  his  grandfather. 

Hort.  I  muft  belcene  my  njafter,-elfe  I  promife  you> 
1  fhould  be  arguing  ftill  vpon  that  doubt, 
But  let  it  reft,  now  Litio  to  you  : 
Good  mafter  take  it  not  vnkindly  pray 
That  I  haue  been  thus  pleafant  with  you  both. 

Hort.  You  may  go  walke,  and  giue  me  leaue  a  while* 
My  leflbns  make  no  muficke  in  three  parts. 

Luc.  Are  you  fo  formall  fir,  well  I  muft  waite* 
And  watch  withall,  for  but  I  be  deceiu'd, 
Our  fine  mufitiqn  groweth  amorous. 

Hot.  Madam,  before  you  touch  the  inftrument, 
To  karne  the  order  of  my  fingering, 
I  muft  begin  with  rudiments  of  art,  '  '  " 
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To  teach  you  gamoth  in  a  briefer  fort, 

More  plea&nt,  pithy  and  effeftuall, 

Then  bath  beeae  taught  by  any  of  my  trade, 

And  there  it  is  in  writing  fairdy  drawne. 

.    Bian.  Why,  I  am  pail  my  gamonth  long  agoe. 

Hor.  Yet  read  the  gamonth  of  Hortentio. 

Bian.  Gamauth  I  am  the  ground  of  all  accord: 
Are,  to  plead  fforten/io's  paflion  : 
Beam,  Bianca  take  him  for  thy  lord 
Cfaut,  that  loocs  with  all  afieftion  : 
Djol  re,  one  diffe,  two  notes  haue  I, 
Ela  mi,  (how  pitty  or  I  die. 
Call  you  this  gamouth  ?  tut  I  like  it  not, 
Old  faihions  pleafe  me  belt,  I  am  not  fo  nice 
To  charge  true  rules  for  old  indentions. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Nicke.  Miftrefle  your  father  prayes  you  leaue  your  bookes, 
And  helpe  to  drefle  your  Mers  chamber  vp, 
You  know  to  morrow  is  the  wedding  day* 

Bun.  Farewell  fweete  matters  both,  I  mod  be  gon. 

Luc.  Faith  miftrefle  then  I  haue  no  caufe  to  (lay. 

Hor.  But  I  haue  Caufe  to  pry  into  this  pedant, 
Methinkes  he  lookes  as  though  he  was  in  loue  : 
Yet  if  thy  thoughts  Bianca  be  fo  humble 
To  caft  thy  wandring  eies  on  euery  ftale : 
Seize  thee  that  lift,  if  once  I  finde  thee  ranging, 
Hortenfio  will  be  quit  with  thee  by  changing.  Exit. 

Enter  Baptifta,  Gremio,  Tranio,  Katharine,  Bianca,  ant 

others,  attendants. 
Bap.  Signior  Lucentio,  this  is  the  pointed  day 
That  Katherine  and  Petruchio  (hould  be  married, 
And  yet  we  hcare  not  of  our  fonne  inlaw : 
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What  will  be  (aid,  what  mockery  will  it  be  ? 
To  want  the  bride-groome  when  the  prieft  attends 
To  fpeake  the  ceremoniail  rites  of  marriage  ? 
What  faies  Lucentio  to  this  fhame  of  ours  ? 

Kate.  No  fhame  but  mine :  I  muft  forfooth  be  forft 
To  giue  my  hand  oppos'd  againft  my  heart 
Vnto  a  mad-braine  rudefby  full  of  fpleene, 
Who  wooM  in  hafte,  and  meanes  to  wed  at  leifure 
I  told  you  I,  he  was  a  franticke  foole, 
Hiding  his  bitter  iefts  in  blunt  behauiour, 
And  to  be  noted  for  a  merry  man ; 
Hee'll  wooe  a  thoufcnd,  point  the  day  of  marriage, 
Make  friends,  innite,  and  proclaime  the  banes, 
Yet  neuer  meanes  to  wed  where  he  hath  woo'd : 
Now  muft  the  world  point  at  poore  Katbmnt, 
And  fay,  loe,  there  is  mad  Pttrucbio'svnk 
If  it  would  pleafe  him  come  and  marrie  her. 

Tra.  Patience  good  Katherine  and  Bapti/la  too, 
Vpoo  my  life  PetrucHo  meanes  but  well, 
What  euer  fortune  ftayes  him  from  his  word, 
Though  he  be  blunt,  I  knew  him  paiEng  wife, 
Though  he  be  merry,  yet  withall  he's  honeft. 

Kate.  Would  Katherine  had  neuer  fcen  though. 

Exit  wiping. 

Bap.  Go  girle,  I  cannot  blame  thee  now  to  weepe, 
For  fuch  an  iniurie  would  veze  a  veric  faint, 
Much  more  a  fhrew  of  impatient  humour. 

Enter  Biondello. 

Bion.  Mailer,  matter,  newes,  and  fuch  newes  as  you  neuer 
heard  of* 
Bap.  Is  it  new  and  old  too  ?  how  may  that  be  i 
Bion.  Why,  is  it  not  newes  to  heare  of  PttruMo's  com- 
king? 

Bap. 
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Bap.  Is  heroine? 

Bion.  Why  no  fir  i 

Bap.  What  then? 

Bion.  He  is  comrtung. 

Bap.  When  will  he  be  heere  ? 

Bion.  When  he  Hands  where  I  am>  and  fees  you  there* 

Tra .  But  fay,  what  to  thine  olde  newes  ? 

Bion.  Why  Petruchio  is  comming,  in  a  new  hat  aod  an 
olde  ierkin,  a  paire  of  old  breeches  thrice  turn'd ;  a  paire  of 
bootes  that  haue  been  candle-cafes,  one  buckfed,   another 
lae'd  :  an  old  rufty  fword  tane  out  of  the  towne  armory,  -with 
a  broken  bilt,  and  Ihapeleflc  i  with  two  broken  points :  his 
horfe  hip'd  with  an  olde  mothy  {addle,  and  ftirrops  of  no 
kindred  :  befidea  pofleft  with  the  glanders,  and  like  to  mole 
in  the  chine,  tnouWdd  with  the  Jampafle,  infe&ed  with  the 
fafhions,  full  of  wihdegalls,  fped  with  fpauins,  raied  with  the 
yellowes,  paft  cure  Of  the  fines,  ftarke  fpoyi'd  with  the  (tag- 
gers, begnawne  with  the  bots,  waid  in  the  backe,  and  fhool- 
der-fhotten,  neere  leg'd  before,  and  with  a  halfe-chcckt  bitte, 
and  a  headftall  .of  fheepes  leather,  which  being  reftrained  fid 
keepe  him  from  ftumbling,  hath,  been  often  burft,  and  now 
repaired  with  knots :  one  girth  fixe  times  peee'd,  and  a  wo- 
mans  crupper  of  veiore  which  bath  two  letters  for  her  name, 
feirdy  fet  down  in  fluds,  and  heere  and  there  peee'd  with 
packthreed. 

Bap.  Who  comes  with  him  i 

Bion.  Oh  fir,  hi*  lackey,  for  all  the  world  caparifon'd  like 
the  horfe  :  with  a  linnen  flock  on  one  leg,  and  a  kerfey  boot 
hofe  on  the  other,  gartred  with  a  red  and  blew  lift ;  an  dd 
hat,  and  the  htimor  of  fourty  fancies  prickt  in't  fat  a  feather : 
a  monfter,  a  very  monfter  in  apparell,  and  not  like  a  chriftkn 
foot-boy,  or  a  gentkmans  laclyr. 

Tra.  9Tis  fame  dd  humor  pricks  hint  to  this  fkfhioD,  yet 
oftentimes  he  goes  but  meane  appareTd. 

*  Baf. 
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Bap.  I  am  glad  he's  come,  howfeere  he  comes. 
Bion.  Why  fir,  he  comes  not. 
Bap.  Didft  thou  not  fey  he  comes  ? 
2?iwi.,Who,  that  PetrucUo  came  ? 
A#.  I,  that  PetrucUo  came. 

27/0*.  No  fir,  I  fay  his  horfe  comes  with  him  oft  his  backe. 
Bap.  Why  that's  all  one* 

Bkm.  Nay  by  &  &wy»  I  hold  yoti  a  penny,  &  horfe  and  a 
man  is  more  then  one,  and  yet  not  many* 

Enter  Petrnchio  and  Grumio. 

Pet.  Come  where  be  thefe  gallants  ?  who's  at  home  ? 

Bap.  Yon  are  welcome  fir. 

Pet.  And  yet  I  come  not  well. 

Bap.  And  yet  you  halt  not. 

Tra.  Not  fo  well  apparel'd  as  I  wilh  you  were. 

Pet.  Were  it  better  I  fliould  rufli  in  thus : 
But  where  is  Katef  where  is  my  loudy  bride  ? 
How  does  my  father  ?  gentles  me  thinkes  you  frowne, 
And  wherefore  gaze  this  goodly  company, 
As  if  they  few  fome  wondrous  monument, 
Some  commet,  or  vnufuall  prodigie : 

Bap.  Why  fir,  you  know  this  is  your  wedding  day : 
Firft  were  we  fad,  fearing  you  would  not  come, 
Now  fadder  that  you  come  fo  vnprouided  * 
Fie,  doff  this  habit,  (hame  to  your  eftate, 
An  eye-fore  to  our  folemne  fefttoall. 

Tra.  And  tell  vs  what  occafion  of  import 
Hath  all  fo  long  detam'd  you  from  your  wife, 
And  fent  you  hither  fo  vnlike  yourfelfe  ? 

Pet.  Tedious  it  were  to  tell,  and  harlh  to  heare, 
Sufficeth  I  amrcome  to  keepe  my  word, 
Though  in  fome  part  inforced  to  digrefle. 
Which  at  more  ldfure  I  will  fo  excufe, 
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As  you  (hall  well  be  fatisfied  withall. 

But  where  is  Kate  ?  I  flay  too  long  from  her, 

The  morning  weares,  'tis  time  we  were  at  church. 

Tra.  See  not  your  bride  in  thefe  vnreuerent  robes,. 
Goe  to  my  chamber,  put  on  clothes  of  mine* 

Pet.  Not  I,  bclkue  me,  thus  He  vifit  her. 

Bap.  But  thus  I  truft  you  will  not  marrie  her. 

Pctr.  Good  (both  euen  thus :  therefore  ha  done  with  words, 
To  me  (he's  married  not  vnto  my  clothes : 
Could  I  repaire  what  (he  will  weare  in  me, 
As  I  can  change  thefe  poor  accoutrements, 
'Twere  well  for  Kate,  and  better  for  myfelfe. 
But  what  a  foole  am  I  to  chat  with  you, 
When  I  (hould  bid  good  morrow  to  my  bride  ? 
And  feale  the  title  with  a  louely  kifle.  Exit. 

Tra.  He  hath  fome  meaning  in  his  mad  attire, 
We  will  perfwade  him  be  it  po/Dble, 
To  put  on  better  ere  he  go  to  church. 

Bap*  He  after  him,  and  fee  the  euent  of  this.  Exit. 

Tra.  But  fir,  loue  concerneth  vs  to  adde 
Her  fathers  liking,  which  to  bring  to  pafle 
As  before  imparted  to  your  worfliip, 
I  akn  to  get  a  man  what  ere  he  be, 
It  (kills  not  much,  weele  fit  him  to  our  turne, 
,And  he  (hall  be  V'mtentio  of  Pi/a, 
And  make  affurance  heere  in  Padua 
Of  greater  fummes  then  I  haue  promifed, 
So  (hall  you  quietly  enjoy  your  hope, 
And  marrie  fweete  Bianca  with  confent. 

Luc.  Were  it  not  that  my  fellow  fchoolmaftcr 
Doth  watch  Bianco* $  (teps  fo  narrowly  : 
'Twere  good  methinkcs  to  fteale  our  marriage, 

Which 
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Which  once  perform 'd,  let  all  the  world  fay  no, 
He  keepe  mine  owne  defpite  of  all  the  world. 

Tra .  That  by  degrees  wee  meane  to  looke  into, 
And  watch  our  vantage  in  this  bufinefle, 
Wee!  ouer-rcach  the  graybeard  G remit?, 
The  narrow  prying  father  Minola, 
The  quaint  mufitian,  amorous  Litio, 
All  for  my  matters  fake  Lucentio. 

Enter  Gremio. 
Signior  Cranio,  came  you  from  the  church  ? 

Gre.  As  willingly  as  ere  I  came  from  fchoole. 

Tra.  And  b  the  bride  and  bridegroom  comming  home  ? 

Gre.  A  bridegroome  fay  you  ?  'tis  a  groome  indeed, 
A  grumling  groome,  and  that, the  girle  fhall  finde. 

Tra.  Curftcr  then  the,  why  'tis  impoffible, 
%  Gre.  Why  he's  a  deuill,  a  deuill,  a  very  fiend. 

Tra.  Why  ihe's  a  deuil,  a  deuill,  the  deuills  damme* 

Gre.  Tut,  (he's  a  lambe,  a  doue,  a  foole  to  ^im : 
He  tell  you  fir  Lucentio  ;  when  the  pried 
Should  afke  if  Katherine  (hould  be  his  wife, 
I>  by  goggs  woones  quoth  he,  and  fwore  fo  loud, 
That  all  amaz'd,  the  prieft  let  fall  the  booke. 
And  as  he  ftoop'd  againe  to  take  it  vp, 
Thia  mad-brain'd  bridegroome  tookc  him  fuch  a  cuffe, 
That  down  fell  prieft  and  booke,  and  booke  and  prieft, 
Now  take  them  vp  quoth  he  if  any  lift. 

Tra .  What  faid  the  wench  when  he  rofe  againe  ? 

Gre.  Trembled  and  ftiooke  for  why  he  ftamp'd  and  fwore, 
as  if  the  vicar  ment  to  cozen  him :  but  after  many  ceremonies 
done,  he  calls  for  wine,  a  health  quoth  he,  as  if  he  had  been 
aboord  carowftng  to  his  mates  after  a  ftorme,  quaft  off  the 
mufcadell,  and  threw  the  fops  all  in  the  fextons  face :  hauing 
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no  other  rcafon  but  that  his  beard  grew  thinne  and  hungerly, 
and  feem'd  to  aflce  him  fops  as  he  was  drinking.  This  done, 
he  tooke  the  bride  about  the  neck  and  kift  her  lips  with  fuch 
a  clamorous  fmacke,  that  at  the  parting  all  the  church  did 
.eccho :  and  I  feeing  this,  came  thence  for  very  (hame,  and 
after  mee  I  know  the  root  is  comming,  fuch  a  mad  marriage 
neuer  was  before  :  harke,  harke  I  heare  the  minftrels,  play. 

Muftcke  playes* 

Enter  Petruchio,  Kate,  Bianca,  Hortenfio,  Baptifta. 

Petr.  Gentlemen  and  friends  I  thanke  you  for  your  pain*, 
I  know  you  thinke  to  dine  with  mee  to  day, 
And  haue  prepared  great  (lore  of  wedding  chcere, 
But  fo  it  is,  my  hafte  doth  call  mee  hence, 
And  therefore  heere  I  meane  to  take  my  leaue. 

Bap.  Is't  pofliWe  you  will  away  to  night  ? 

Pet.  I  miift  away  to  day  before  night  come, 
Make  it  no  wonder :  if  you  knew  my  bufinefle, 
You  would  intreate  me  rather  goe  then  (lay : 
And  honed  company,  I  thanke  you  all, 
That  haue  beheld  me  giue  away  myfelfc 
To  this  moll  patient,  fweete,  and  vertuous  wife, 
Dine  with  my  father,  drinke  a  health  to  mee, 
For  I  muft  hence,  and  farewell  to  you  all. 

Tra.  Let  vs  intreate  you  ftill  after  dinner. 

Pet.  It  may  not  be. 

Cru.  Let  me  intreate  you. 

Pet.  It  cannot  be. 

Kat.  Let  me  intreate  you. 

Pet.  I  am  content. 

Kat.  Are  you  content  to  ftay  ? 

Pet.  I  am  content  you  (hall  intreate  me  flay, 
But  yet  not  flay,  intreate  me  how  you  can. 
.  Kat.  Now  if  you  louc  me  flay. 

Pet. 
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Pet.  Grttmio,  myhorfe. 
'  Gru.  I  fir  they  be  ready,  the  oates  haue  eaten  the  horfes. 

Kat.  Nay  then, 
Doe  what  thou  canft,  I  will  not  goe  to  day, 
No,  nor  to-morrow,  not  till  I  plcafe  myfclfe, 
The  dore  is  open  fir,  there  lies  yoar  way, 
You  may  be  logging  whiles  your  bootes  are  greene : 
For  mee,  lie  not  be  gone  till  I  pleafe  myfelfe, 
*Tis  like  youll  prooe  a  iolly  furly  groome, 
That  take  it  on  you  at  the  firft  fo  roundly. 

Pet.  O  Kate  content  thee  prethee  be  not  angrie. 

Kate.  I  will  be  angry,  what  haft  thou  to  doe  i 
Father,  be  quiet,  he  (hall  ftay  my  leifure. 

Ore.  I  marrie  lir,  now  it  begins  to  worke. 

Kat.  Gentlemen,  forward  to  the  bridall  dinner, 
I  fee  a  woman  may  be  maide  a  foole 
If  (he  had  not  a  fpirit  to  refift. 

Pet.  They  (hall  go  forward  Kate  at  thy  command, 
Obey  the  bride  you  that  attend  on  her. 
Goe  to  the  fcaft,  reuefl  and  domineere, 
Carowfe  full  meafore  to  her  maiden- head, 
Be  madde  and  merry,  or  goe  hang  yourfelaes: 
But  far  my  bonny  Katet  (he  muft  with  me : 
Kay,  looke  not  big,  nor  ftampe,  nor  flare,  nor  fret, 
I  will  be  matter  of  what  is  mine  owne, 
Shee  is  my  goods,  my  chattels,  (he  is  my  houfe, 
My  houfhold-ftuffe,  my  field  my  barne, 
My  horfe,  my  oxe,  my  afle,  my  any  thing, 
And  heere  fhee  ftands,  touch  her  who  euer  dare, 
lie  bring  mine  aftion  on  the  proudeft  he 
That  flops  my  way  in  Padua  :  Crumk 
Draw  forth  thy  weapon,  wee  arc  befet  with  theeues, 
Refcue  thy  miftrefle  if  thou  be  a  man  : 
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Feare  not  fwcete  wench,  they  (hall  not  touch  thee  Kate, 
lie  buckler  thee  againft  a  million.  Exeunt  Pet.  Kat. 

Bap.  Nay,  let  them  goe,  a  couple  of  quiet  ones. 

Gre.  Went  they  not  quickly,  I  (hould  die  with  laughing. 

Tra.  Of  all  mad  matches  neuer  was  the  like. 

Luc.  Miftrefle,  what's  your  opinion  of  your  fitter  ? 

Bian,  That  being  mad  herfclfe,  (he's  madly  mated. 

Gre.  I  warrant  him  Pctruchio  is  Kated. 

Bap.  Neighbours  and  friends,    though  bride  and  bride- 
For  to  fupply  the  places  at  the  table,  (groom  wants 

You  know  there  wants  no  iunckets  at  the  feaft : 
Lacentio  you  (hall  fupply  the  bridegroomes  place, 
And  let  Bianca  take  her  fitters  roomc. 

Tra.  Shall  fweete  Bianca  praftife  how  to  bride  it  ? 

Bap.  She  4ha]l  Lucent io:  come  gentlemen  let's  goe. 

Exeunt. 

Enter  Grumio.  s 
Cru.  Fie  fie  on  all  tired  iades,  on  all  mad  matters,  and  all 
foule  waies :  was  euer  man  fo  beaten  ?  was  euer  man  fo  raicd  ? 
was  euer  man  fo  weary  ?  I  am  font  before  to  make  a  fire,  and 
they  are  comming  after  to  warme  them  t  now  were  not  I  a  litfc 
pot,  and  foone  hot;  my  very  lippes  might  freeze  to  my 
teeth,  my  tongue  to  the  roofe  of  my  mouth,  my  heart  in  my 
belly,  ere  I  (hould  come  by  a  fire  to  thaw  mee,  but  I  with 
blowing  the  fire  (hall  warme  myfelfe :  for  confidering  the 
weather,  a  taller  man  then  I  will  take  cold :  holla,  hoa 
Curtis. 

Enter  Curtis. 
Curt .  Who  is  thats  calls  fo  coldly  ? 
Gru.  A  piece  of  ice :  if  thou  doubt  it,  thou  maift  Aide 
from  my  (houlder  to  my  heele,  with  no  greater  a  run  but  my 
head  and  my  necke,    A  fire  good  Curtis. 

Cur. 
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Cur.  Is  my  raafter  and-  his  wife  comming  Grumio  ? 

Cru  Oh  I  Burt  is  I,  and  therefore  fire,  fire,  call  on  no  water- 

Cur.  Is  (he  fo  hot  a  (hrew  as  (he's  reported  ? 

Cru.  She  was  good  Curtis  before  this  froft :  but  thou 
know'ft  winter  tames  man,  woman,  and  beaft :  for  it  hath 
tam'd  my  olde  mafter,  and  my  new  miftris,  and  myfelfe  fellow 
Curtis. 

Cur.  Away  you  three  inch  foole ;  I  am  no  beaft. 

Gru.  Am  I  but  three  inches  ?  Why  thy  home  is  a  fool  and 

fo  long  am  I  at  the  lead.    But  wilt  thou  make  a  fire  or  (hall 

I  cocnplaine  on  thee  to  our  miftris,  whofe  hand  ((he  being 

'   now  at  hand)  thou  (halt  foone  feele,  to  thy  cold  comfort,  for 

being  flow  in  thy  hot  office. 

Cur.  I  pretheegood  Grumio,  tell  me,  how  goes  the  world? 

Cru.  A  cold  world  Curtis  in  euery  office  but  thine,  and 
therefore  fire :  doe  thy  dutie,  and  haue  thy  dutie,  for  my 
mafter  and  miftris  are  allmoft  frozen  to  death. 

Cur.  There's  fire  rcadie,  and  therefore  good  Grumio  the 
newes. 

Gru.  Why  Luke  boy,  ho  boy,  and  as  much  newes  as  thou 
wilt. 

Cur.  Come,  you  are  fofull  ofconicatdiing. 

Gru.  Why  therefore  fire,  for  I  haue  caught  extreme  cold. 
fc  Where's  the  cookc,  is  flipper  readie,  the  houfe  trim'd,  ruflxes 
ftrew'd,  cobwebs  fwept,  the  feruingmen  in  their  new  fuftion,  . 
the  white  (lockings,  and  euery  officer  his  wedding  garment 
on?  Be  the  laches  faire  within,  the  Gils  faire  without,  the 
carpets  laide,  and  euery  thing  in  order  ? 

Cur,  All  ready :  and  therefore  I  pray  thee  newes. 

Gru.  Firft  known  my  horfe  is  tired,  my  mafter  and  miftris 
fclne  out. 

Our,  How? 
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Cru.  Out  of  their  faddles  into  the  durt,  and  thereby  bangs 
d  tale. 

Cur.  Let's  ha't  good  Crumb. 

Cru.  Lend  thine  eare. 

Cur.  Heere. 

Cru.  Th^e. 

Cur.  This  'tis  to  feele  a  tale,  not  to  heare  atale. 

Cru.  And  therefore  'tis  cal'd  a  fenfible  tale  :  and  this  cuft 
Was  bat  to  knocke  at  your  eare,  and  befeech  liftning :  now  I 
begin  inprimis  we  came  downe  a  foule  hill,  my  mailer  riding 
bchiilde  my  miftris. 

Cur*  Both  of  one  horfe  ? 

Gru.  What's  that  to  thee  I 

Cur.  Why  a  horfe. 

Cru.  TcU  thou  the  tale:  but  hadft  thou  not  croft  me, 
thou  (houldft  haue  heard  how  her  horfe  fell,  and  (he  vnder 
her  horfe  :  thou  (houldft  haue  heard  in  how  miery  a  place, 
how  (he  was  bemoil'd,  how  he  left  her  with  the  horfe  vpoo 
her,  how  he  beate  me  becaufe  her  horfe  (tumbled,  how  (he 
waded  through  the  durt  to  plucke  him  off  me :  how  be 
fwore,  how  (he  praTd,  that  neuer  prai'd  before  :  how  I  cri- 
ed, how  the  horfes  ranne  away,  how  her  bridle  was  burft : 
how  I  loft  my  crupper,  with  many  thinges  of  worthy  memo, 
rie,  which  now  (hall  die  in  obliulon,  and  thou  returne  vnex- 
periene'd  to  the  graue. 

Cur.  By  this  reckning  he  more  (hrew  than  (he. 

Cru.  I,  and  that  thou  and  the  proudeft  of  you  all  (hall 
finde  when  he  comes  home.  But  what  talke  I  of  this  ?  Call 
forth  Nathaniel/,  Iofeph,  Nicholas,  Phillip,  Walter,  Suger/of 
and  the  reft  :  let  their  heads  bee  flickely  comb'd,  their  blew 
coats  bru(h'd,  and  their  garters  of  an  indifferent  knit,  let  them 
curtfie  with  their  left  legges,  and  not  prefume  to  rot/ch  t 
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haire  of  my  matters  horfe-taUe  till  they  kifle  their  hands. 
Are  they  all  readie  ? 

Cur.  They  are. 

Gru.  Call  them  forth. 

Cur.  Doe  you  heare  ho  i  you  muft  meete  my  maiflec  to 
countenance  my  miftris. 

Gru.  Why  (he  hath  a  face  of  her  owne. 

Cur.  Who  knowes  not  that  ? 

Cru.  Thou  it  feemes,  that  calls  for  company  to  counte- 
nance her. 

Cur.  I  call  them  forth  to  credit  her. 

Enter foure  orjituferuingmen. 

Cru.  WJiy  (be  comes  to  borrow  nothing  of  them. 

Nat.  Welcome  home  Grwnm. 

Phil.  How  now  Gritmio. 

Iof.  What  Grumio. 

Nick.  Fellow  Grwnm. 

Nat.  How  now  old  lad. 

Gru.  Welcome  you :  how  now  yon :  what  you  :  fellow 
yoa :  and  thus  much  for  greeting.  Now  my  fpruce  Compa- 
nions, is  all  readie,  and  all  things  neate  ? 

Nat.  All  things  is  readie,  how  neere  is  our  matter  ? 

Gru.  E'ne  at  hand,  alighted  by  this :  and  therefore  be  not — 
Cockes  paifion,  filence,  I  heere  my  matter. 

Enter  Petruchio  and  Kate. 

Pet.  Where  be  thefe  knaues  ?  what  no  man  at  doore 
To  hold  my  ftirrop,  nor  to  take  my  horfc  i 
Where  is  Nathaniell,  Gregory  f  Phillip* 

AUfcr.  Hccje,  beerefir,  heere  fir. 
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Pet.  Hcere  fir,  heere  fir,  hcere  fir,  heere  fir. 
You  logger-headed  and  vnpollifht  groomes  : 
What  ?  no  attendants  ?  no  regard  ?  no  dude  ? 
WKere  is  the  foolHh  knaue  I  fent  before  ? 

Gru.  Heere  fir,  as  foolilh  as  I  was  before. 

Pet.  You  pezant,  fwaine,  you  horfon  malt-horfe  drudg 
Did  I  not  bid  thee  meete  me  in  the  Parke, 
.And  bring  along  thefe  rafcall  knaues  with  thee  ? 

Gru.  Nathaniels  coat  fir  was  not  fully  made, 
And  Gabriels  pumpes,  were  all  vnpinkt  i'th  heele  : 
There  was  no  linke  to  colour  Peters  hat, 
And  Walters  dagger  was  not  come  from  (heathing: 
There  were  none  fine,  but  Adam,  Rafe  and  Gregorie, 
The  reft  were  ragged,  old,  and  beggerly, 
Yet  as  they  are,  heere  they  are  come  to  meete  you. 

Pet.  Go  rafcals,  go,  and  fetch  my  fupper  in.         Ex.fer. 
Where  is  the  life  that  late  I  led  ? 
Where  are  thofe  ?  Sit'downe  Kate, 
And  welcome.    Soud,  foud,  foud,  foud. 

Enter  feruants  withjiipper.' 

Why  when  I  fay  ?  Nay  good  fweete  Kate  be  merrie. 
Off  with  my  boots,  you  rogues:  you  villaines,  when  ? 

It  was  the  friar  of  orders  gray, 

As  he  forth  walked  on  his  way. 
Out  you  rogue,  you  plucke  my  foot  awrie, 
Take  that,  and  mend  the  plucking  of  the  other. 
Be  merrie  Kate :  fome  water  heere :  what  hoa. 

Enter  one  with  water. 

Where's  my  fpanid  Troths  ?  Sirra,  get  you  hence, 
And  bid  my  cozen  Ferdinand  come  hither  i 
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One  Kate  that  you  muft  kifle,  and  be  acquainted  with. 
Where  ire  my  flippers  ?  (hall  I  haue  fome  water  i 
Come  Kate  and  wafh,  and  welcome  heartily  : 
You  horfon  villaine,  will  you  let  it  fall? 

Kate.  Patience  1  pray  you,  'twas  a  fault  vnwiUiog. 

Pet.  A  horfon  beetle-headed  flap-ear'd  knaue : 
Come  Kate  fit  downe,  I  know  you  haue  a  ftomack, 
Will  you  giue  thapkes,  fweete  Kate,  or  elfe  fhalll  I 
What's  this,  mutton  ? 

i  Ser.  I. 

Pet.  Who  brought  it  ? 

Peter.  I. 

Pet.  'Tis  burnt,  and  fo  is  all  the  meat 
What  dogges  are  thefe  ?  where  is  the  rafcall  cooke  I 
How  durft  you  villaines  bring  it  from  the  drcflcr 
And  ferue  it  thus  to  me  that  loue  it  not  ? 
There,  take  it  to  you,  trenchers,  cups,  and  all : 
You  heedlefle  iolt-heads  and  vnmanner'd  flaues. 
What,  do  you  grumble  ?  He  be  with  you  ftraight. 

Kate.  I  pray  you  hufband  be  not  fo  difquiet, 
The  meat  was  well,  if  you  were  fo  contented. 

Pet.  I  tell  thee  Katey  'twas  burnt  and  dried  away,  * 
And  I  expreflefly  am  forbid  to  touch  it : 
For  it  engenders  choller,  planteth  anger, 
And  better  'twere  that  both  of  vs  did  faft, 
Since  of  ourfelues,  ourfelues  are  chollericke, 
Then  feede  it  with  fach  ouer-rofted  flefti : 
Be  patient,  to  morrow  't  fliall  be  mended, 
And  for  this  night  we'l  faft  for  companie. 
Come  I  will  bring  thee  to  thy  bridall  chamber.  Exeunt. 
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Enter  feruants  feveralfy. 
Nat.  Peter  didft  eucr  fee  the  like. 
Peter.  He  kills  her  in  her  owne  humor. 
Grumio,  Where  is  he  ? 

Enter  Curtis  afemant. 
Cur.  In  her  chamber,  making  a  fermoo  of  continencie  to 
her,  and  railes,  and  fweares,  and  rates,  that  (he  (poore 
foule)  knowes  not  which  way  to  (land,  to  looke,  to  fpeake, 
and  (its  as  one  new  rifen  from  a  dreame.  Away,  away,  for 
he  is  comming  hither/ 

Enter  Petruchio. 
Pet.  Thus  haue  I  politickely  begun  my  reigne, 
And  'tis  my  hope  to  end  fuccefiefully  : 
My  faulcon  now  is  (harpe,  and  paffing  emptie, 
And  till  (he  ftoope,  (he  muft  not  be  full  gorg'd, 
For  then  (he  neuer  lookes  vpon  her  lure, 
Another  way  I  haue  to  man  my  haggard, 
To  make  her  come,  and  know  her  keepers  call : 
That  is,  to  watch  her,  as  we  watch  thefe  kites, 
That  baite,  and  beate,  and  will  not  be  obedient : 
She  eate  no  meate  to  day,  nor  none  (hall  eate. 
Laft  night  (he  (lept  not,  nor  to  night  (he  (hall  not : 
As  with  the  meat,  fome  vndeferued  fault 
He  finde  about  the  making  of  the  bed, 
And  heere  lie  fling  the  pillow,  there  the  boulder, 
This  way  the  couerlet,  another  way  the  (heets  : 
I,  and  amid  this  hurly  I  intend, 
That  all  is  done  in  reuerendx:are  of  her, 
And  iu  conclufion,  (he  (hall  watch  all  night, 
And  if  (he  chance  to  nod,  lie  raile  and  brawle, 
And  with  the  clamour  keepe  her  Jlill  awake : 
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This  is  a  way  to  kill  a  wife  with  kindnefle, 

And  thus  He  curbe  her  mad  and  headftrong  humors 

He  that  knowes  better  how  to  tame  a  (hrew, 

Now  let  him  fpeake,  'tis  charitie  to  (hew.  Exit, 

Enter  Tranio  and  Hortenfio. 

Tra.  Is't-pofllblc  friend  Lifio,  that  miftris  Man/pa 
Doth  fantie  any  other  bat  tucentio, 
I  tell  yon  fir,  (he  beares  me  faire  in  hand. ' 

Luc.  Sir,  to  fatisfie  you  in  what  I  hane  faid, 
Stand  by,  and  marke  the  manner  of  his  teaching. 

Enter  Bianca* 

Hor.  Now  miftris  profit  you  iawhat  you  read  ? 

Bian.  What  matter  reade  you  firft,  refolue  me  that  ? 

Hon  I  read,  that  I  profefle  the  art  to  lone. 

Bian.  And  may  you  prouq  fir  mailer  of  your  art. 
v    Luc.  While  you  fweete  deere  proue  miftrefle  of  my  heart. 

Hot.  Quicke  proceeders  marry,  now  tell  me  I  pray, 
You  that  durft  fweare  that  your  miftris  Bianca 
Lou'd  me  in  the  world  fo  well  as  Lucentio. 

Tra.  Oh  defpightfull  loue,  vnconftant  womankind, 
I  tell  thee  Ufio  this  is  wonderfull. 

H*r.  Miftake  no  more,  I  om  not  Lifio, 
Nor  a  mufitian  as  I  feeme  to  bee, 
But  one  that  fcorne  to  liue  in  this  diiguUe, 
For  fuch  a  one  as  leaues  a  gentleman, 
And  makes  a  god  of  fuch  a  cullion, 
Know  fir,  that  I  am  call'd  Hortenfio. 

Tra.  Signior  Hortenfio,  I  haue  often  heard 
Of  your  intire  affeftion  to  Bianca, 
And  fince  mine  eyes  are  witnefle  of  her  lightnefle, 
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I  will  with  you,  if  you  be  fo  contented, 
Forfweare  Bianca,  and  her  loue  for  euer. 

Hor.  See  how  they  kifle  and  court :  fignior  Lucentio, 
Heerc  is  my  hand,  and  heere  I  firmly  vow, 
Neuer  to  woo  her  more,  but  do  forfweare  her 
As  one  vnworthy  ail  the  former  fauors 
That  I  haue  fondly  flatter'd  them  withall. 

Tra.  And  heere  I  take  the  like  vnfained  oath, 
Neuer  to  marrie  with  her,  though  (he  would  intreate, 
Re  on  her,  fee  how  beaftly  (he  doth  court  him* 

Hor.  Would  all  the  world  but  he  had  quite  forfworne 
For  me,  that  I  may  furely  keepe  mine  oath. 
I  will  be  married  to  a  wealthy  widdow, 
Ere  three  dayes  pafle,  which  hath  as  long  lou'd  me, 
As  I  haue  lou'd  this  proud  difdainfull  haggard, 
And  fo  farewell  fignior  Lucent io, 
Kindnefle  in  women,  not  their  beauteous  lookes 
Shall  win  my  loue,  and  fo  I  take  my  leaue, 
In  refolution,  as  I  fwore  before. 

Tra.  Miftris  Bianca,  blefle  you  with  fuch  grace, 
As  longeth  to  a  louers  blefled  cafe  ; 
Nay,  I  haue  tane  you  napping  gentle  loue, 
And  haue  forfworne  you  with  Hortcnjio. 

Bian.  Tranio  you  ieft,  but  haue  you  both  forfworne  me? 
Tra.  Miftris  we  haue. 
Luc.  Then  we  arc  rid  of  Lifio. 
Tra.  Tfaith  heel  haue  a  luftie  widdow  now, 
That  (hall  be  woo'd,  and  wedded  in  a  day. 
Bian.  God  giue  him  ioy. 
Tra.  I,  and  hee'l  tame  her. 
Bian.  He  fayes  fo  Tranio. 
Tra.  Faith  he  is  gon  vnto  the  taming  fchoole. 
Bian*  The  taming  fchoole :  what  is  there  fuch  a  place  ? 
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Tra.  I  miftris,  and  Pefruchio  is  the  mafter, 
That  teacheth  trickes  eleuen  and  twentie  long, 
To  tame  a  fhrew,  and  charme  her  chattering  tongue. 

Enter  Biondello. 

Bum.  Oh  mafler,  mailer  I  haue  watch  t  fo  long, 
That  I  am  dogge-wearie,  but  at  laft  I  fpied 
An-inticnt  angell  comming  downe  the  hill, 
Will  feme  the  turne. 

Tra.  What  is  he  Biondello  ? 

Bion.  Mailer,  amarcantant,  or  a  pedant, 
I  know  not  what,  but  formall  in  apparell, 
In  gate  and  countenance  furely  like  a  father. 

Luc*  And  what  of  him  Tranio  ? 

Tra.  If  he  be  credulous,  and  trufl  my  tale, 
lie  make  him  glad  to  feeme  Vincentio, 
And  giue  aflurance  to  Baptijia  Minola, 
As  if  he  were  the  right  Vincentio. 

Par.  Takfe  me  your  louc,  and  then  let  me  alope. 

Enter  a  Pedant. 

Ped.  God  fane  you  fir. 

Tra .  And  you  fir/  you  are  welcome, 
Trauaile  you  farre  on  or  are  you  at  the  farthefl  ? 

Ped.  Sir  at  the  farthefl  for  a  weeke  or  two, 
Bat  then  vp  farther,  and  as  farre  as  Rome, 
And  fo  to  Tripolie,  if  God  lend  me  life. 

Tra.  What  countreyman  I  pray  i 

Ped.  Of  Mantua. 

Tra.  Of  Mantua  fir,  marrie  God  forbid, 
And  come  to  Padua  carelefle  of  your  life. 

Ped.  My  life  fir  ?  how  I  pray  ?  for  that  goes  hard. 
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Tra.  Tis  death  for  any  one  in  Mantua 
To  come  to  Padua,  know  you  not  the  caofe  ? 
Yoar  (hips  are  (bud  at  Venice,  and  the  duke 
For  priuatequarrell  'twixt  your  duke  and  him, 
Hath  publifiVd  and  prodaim'd  it  openly : 
>Tis  maruaik,  but  that  you  are  but  newly  come, 
Tou  might  haue  heard  it  elfe  proclaimed  about. 

Ped.  Alas  fir,  it  is  worfc  for  me  then  fo, 
For  I  haue  bills  for  monie  by  exchange 
From  Florence  and  mult  heerc  deliucr  them. 

Tra .  Well  fir,  to  doe  you  courtefie, 
This  will  I  doe,  and  this  will  I  aduife  yon. 
Firft  tell  me,  haue  you  euer  beene  at  Pi/a  ? 

Ped.  I  fir,  in  Pi/a  haue  I  often  bin, 
Pi/a  renowned  for  graue  citizens. 

Tra .  Among  them  know  you  one  Vincentio  ? 

Ped.  I  know  him  not,  but  I  haue  heard  of  him: 
A  merchant  of  incomparable  wealth. 

Tra.  He  is  my  father  fir,  and  (both  to  fay, 
In  countenance  fomewhat  doth  refemble  you. 

Bion.  As  much  as  an  apple  doth  an  oyfter,  and  all  one. 

Tra .  To  faue  your  life  in  this  extremitie, 
This  fauor  will  I  doe  you  for  his  fake, 
And  thrnke  it  not  the  word  of  all  your  fortunes, 
That  you  are  like  to  Sir  Vincentio. 
His  name  and  credit  (hall  you  vndertake, 
And  in  my  houfe  you  (hall  be  friendly  lodg'd, 
Looke  that  you  take  vpon  you  as  you  (hould, 
You  vnderftand  me  fir  :  fo  (hall  you  (lay 
Till  you  haue  done  your  bufinefle  in  the  dtie : 
If  this  be  court'fie  fir,  accept  of  it. 

Ped.  Oh  fir  I  doe,  and  will  repute  you  ever 
The  patron  of  my  life  and  libertie. 

Tra. 
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Tra.  Then  goc  with  me,  to  make  the  matter  good, 
This  by  the  way  I  let  you  vnderftand, 
My  father  is  heere  look'd  for  euerie  day, 
To  pafle  aflurance  of  a  dowre  in  marriage 
Twixt  me,  and  one  Baptiftas  daughter  heere : 
In  all  thefe  circumftances  He  inftruft  you, 
Goe  with  me  to  doath  you  as  becomes  you.  Exeunt. 

A&us  Quartus.     Scoena  Prima. 
Enter  Eatherina  and  Grumio. 

Cru.  No,  no  forfootb  I  dare  not  for  my  life. 

Kat.  The  more  my  wrong,  the  more  his  fpite  appeares. 
What,  did  he  marrie  me  to  famifh  me  i 
Beggers  that  come  vnto  my  fathers  doore, 
Vpon  intreatie  liaue  a  prefent  almes, 
If  not,  elfewhere  they  mcete  with  charitie  : 
But  I,  who  neuer  knew  how  to  intreate, 
Nor  neuer  needed  that  I  fhould  intreate, 
Am  ftaru'd  for  meate,  giddie  for  lacke  of  fleepe : 
With  oathes  kept  waking,  and  with  brawling  fed, 
And  that  which  fpights  me  more  then  all  thefe  wants, 
He  does  it  vnder  name  of  perfect  loue : 
As  who  fhonld  fay  if  I  fhould  fleepe  or  eate, 
'Twere  deadly  ficknefle,  or  elfe  prefent  death. 
I  prethee  goe,  and  get  me  fome  repaft, 
I  care  not  what,  fo  it  be  wholfome  foode. 

Cru.  What  fay  you  to  a  neats  foote  i 

Kate.  'Tis  paf&ng  good,  I  prethee  let  me  haue  it. 

Cru.  I  feare  it  is  too  chollericke  a  meate,. 
How  fay  you  to  a  fet  tripe  finely  broyPd  ? 

Kate.  I  like  it  well,  good  Grumio  fetch  it  me. 

Cm. 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


The  Taming  of  the  Shrew. 

Gru.  I  cannot  tell,  I  fearc  'tis  chollericke. 
What  fay  you  to  a  peece  of  beefe  and  muftard  ? 

Kate.  A  difh  that  I  do  loue  to  feede  vpon. 

Gru.  I  but  tlje  muftard  is  too  hot  a  little. 

Kate.  Why  then  the  beefe,  and  let  the  muftard  reft. 

Gru.  Nay  then  I  will  not,  you  fhall  haue  the  muftard 
Or  elfe  you  get  no  beefe  of  Grumio. 

Kate.  Then  both  or  one,  or  any  thing  thou  wilt. 

Gru.  Why  then  the  muftard  without  the  beefe. 

Kate.  Go  get  thee  gone,  thou  falfe  deluding  flaue, 

Beats  him. 
That  feed'ft  me  with  the  verie  name  of  meate. 
Sorrow  on  thee,  and  all  the  packe  of  you 
That  triumph  thus  vpon  my  miferie : 
Go  get  thee  gone  I  fay. 

Enter  Petruchio,  and  Horten/io  uoitb  meate. 

Petr.  How  fares  my  Kate,  what  fweeting  all  a-mort  ? 

Hor.  Miftris,  what  cheere  ? 

Kate.  Faith  as  cold  as  can  be. 

Pet.  Plucke  vp  thy  fpirits,  looke  cheerefully  vpon  me. 
Heere  loue,'  thou  feeft  how  diligent  I  am, 
To  drefle  thy  meate  myfelfe,  and  bring  it  thee. 
I  am  fure  fweet  Kate,  this  kindnefle  merits  thankes. 
What,  not  a  word  ?  nay  then  thou  lou'ft  it  not  t 
And  all  my  paines  is  forted  to  no  proofe. 
Heere  take  away  this  difh. 

Kate.  I  pray  you  let  it  ftand. 

Pet.  The  pooreft  feruice  is  repaide  with  thankes, 
And  fo  (hall  mine  before  you  touch  the  meate. 

Kate.  I  thanke  you  fir. 

Hor.  Signior  Petruchio*  fie  you  are  to  blame  t 
Come  miftris  Kate,  He  beare  you  companie. 

Petr. 
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Pet.  Eate  it  vp  all  Hortenfio,  if  thou  loueft  mce : 
Much  good  do  it  vnto  thy  gentle  heart : 
Kate  eate  apace  ;  and  now  my  honie  loue, 
Will  we  return  vnto  thy  fathers  houfe, 
And  reuell  it  as  brauely  as  the  beft,  v 

With  filken  coats  and  caps,  and  golden  rings, 
With  ruffes  and  cufies,  and  fardingales,  and  thinges : 
With  fcarfes  and  fannes,  and  double  change  of  brau'ry, 
With  amber  bracelets,  beads,  and  all  this  knau'ry. 
What  haft  thou  din'd  ?  The  tailor  ftayes  thy  leafure, 
To  deck  thy  bodie  with  his  ruffling  treafure, 

Enter  Tailor. 

Come  tailor,  let  vs  fee  thefe  ornaments 

7 

■  Enter  Haberdafber. 

Lay  forth  the  gowne.    What  newes  with  you  fir  i 

Fel.  Heere  is  the  cap  your  worfhip  did  befpeake. 

Pet.  Why  this  was  moulded  on  a  porrenger, 
A  veluet  difti :  fie,  fie,  'tis  lewd  and  filthy, 
Why  'tis  a  cockle  or  a  wallnut-lheU, 
A  knack,  a  toy,  a  tricke,  a  babies  cap  6 
Away  with  it  come  let  me  haue  a  bigger. 

Kate   lie  haue  no  bigger,  this  doth  fit  the  time, 
And  gentlewomen  weare  fuch  caps  as  thefe. 

Pet.  When  you  are  gentle,  you  (hall  haue  one  too 
And  not  till  then. 

Hot.  That  will  not  be  in  hail. 

Kate.  Why  fir  I  truft  I  may  haue  leaue  to  fpeak 
And  fpeake  I  will.     I  am  no  childe,  no  babe, 
Your  betters  haue  indur'd  me  fay  my  minde 
And  if  you  cannot,  beft  you  flop  your  eares, 
*fy  tongue  will  tell  the  angerof  my  heart, 
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Or  elfe  my  heart  concealing  it  will  breake, 
And  rather  then  it  fliall,  I  will  be  free, 
Euen  to  the  vttermoft  as  I  pleafe  in  words. 

Pet.  Why  thou  faiefV  true,  it  is  a  paltrie  cap-, 
A  cuftard  coffen,  a  bauble,  a  filken  pie, 
I  loue  thee  well  in  that  thou  lik'ft  it  not. 

Kate.  Loue  me,  or  loue  me  not,  I  like  the  cap, 
And  it  I  will  haue,  or  I  will  haue  none. 

Pet.  Thy  gowne  why  I :  come  tailor  let  vs  fce*t. 
Oh  mercie  god,  what  malking  ftuffe  is  heere  ? 
Whats  this  ?  a  (keue  ?  'tis  like  a  demi-cannon, 
What,  vp  and  downe  caru'd  like  an  apple  tart  ? 
Heers  fnip,  and  nip,  and  cut,  and  flifh  and  flafh, 
Like  to  a  cenfor  in  a  barbers  (hoppe : 
Why  what  a  deuils  name  a  tailor  cal'lt  thou  this  ? 

Her.  I  fee  fliees  like  to  haue  neither  cap  nor  gowne. 

Tail.  You  bid  me  make  it  orderlie  and  well, 
According  to  the  fafhion,  and  the  thne. 

Pet.  Marrie  and  did  :  but  if  you  be  remembrpd, 
I  did  not  bid  you  marre  it  to  the  time. 
Goe  hop  me  oucr  euery  kennell  home, 
FoV  you  fhall  hop  without  my  cuftome  fir : 
He  none  of  it;  hence,  make  your  beft  of  it. 

Kate.  I  neuer  faw  abetter fafhion'd  gowne, 
More  queint,  more  pleafing,  nor  more  commendable : 
Belike  you  meane  to  make  a  puppet  of  me. 

Pet.  Why  true,  he  mcanes  to  make  a  puppet  of  thee.   • 

Tail.  She  faies  your  worfhip  meanes  to  make  a  puppet  of  her. 

Pet.  Oh  monftrous  arrogance  : 
Thou  lyeft,  thou  thrcd,  thou  thimble, 
Thou  yard  .three  quarters,  halfe  yard,  quarter,  naile, 
Thou  flea,  thou  nit,  thou  winter  cricket  thou  : 
Brau'd  in  mine  owne  houfe  with  a  flceine  of  thred : 
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Away  thou  Hgge,  thou  qiwnntie,  thou  remnant, 
Or  I  (hall  fo  be-mete  thee  with  thy  yard, 
As  thou  (halt  thinks  on  prating  wbiTft  thou  liu'ft : 
I  tell  thee  I,  that  thou  haft  marr'd  her  gowne. 

Tail.  Your  worfiiip  is  deccm'd,  the  gowne  is  made 
Iuft  as  my  mafter  had  direction  : 
Cnamo  gave  of der  how  it  fhould  be  done. 

Cru.  I  gaue  him  no  order,  I  gaue  him  the  ftnUe. 

Tail.  But  how  did  you  defire  it  ihoold  he  made  t 

Cru.  Marrie  fir  with  needle  and  thred. 

Tail.  Bat  did  you  not  requeft  to  bane  it  cut  I 

Cru.  Thou  haft  fae'd  many  things. 

Tail.  Ihaue. 

Cru.  Face  not  mee :  thou  baft  brau'd  many  men,  bfaue 
not  me ;  I  will  neither  bee  fae'd  nor  brau'd.  I  fay  vnto  thee, 
I  bid  thy  mafter  cut  out  the  gowne,  but  I  did  not  bid  him 
cut  it  to  pieces ;  eigo  thou  lieft. 

Tail.  Whyhcerek  the  note  of  the  fafluon  to  teftifle. 

Pet.  Read  a. 

Cru.  The  note  lies  in's  tbroate  if  he  fey  I  {aid  fo. 

Tail.  Iaprimis  a  loofe  bodied  gowne. 

Cru.  Mafter,  if  euer  I  faid  loofe-bodied  gowne,  fow  me  in 
the  fkirts  of  it,  and  beate  me  to  death  with  a  bottome  of 
browne  thred  t  I  faid  a  gowne. 

Pet.  Proceed* 

Tail.  With  a  fmall  compaft  (ape. 

Cru.  I  confefle  the  cape. 

Tail.  With  a  trunke  fleeue. 

Cru.  I  confeflTe  two  fleeucs. 

Tail.  The  fleeues  curioufly  cut. 

Pet.  I  there's  the  viilainie. 

Cru.  Error  i'th  btH  fir,  error  i'th  bill  ?  I  commanded  the 
fleeues  (hould  be  cut  out,  and  fow'd  rp  againe,  and  that  lie 
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prone  vpon  thee,  though  thy  little  finger  be  armed  in  a 
thimble. 

Tail  This  is  true  that  I  fay,  and  I  had  thee  in  place 
where,  thou  (houldft  know  it. 

Gru.l  am  for  thee  ftraight:  take  thou  the  bill,  giue  me 
thy  meate-yard,  and  fparc  not  me. 

Hon  God-a-mercy  Grumio,  then  he  (hall  haue  no  oddes. 

Pet.  Well  fir  in  breefe  the  gowne  is  not  for  me. 

Gru.  You  are  i'th  right  fir,  'tis  for  my  miftris. 

Pet.  Go  take  it  vp  vnto  thy  matters  vfe. 

Gru.  Villaine,  not  for  thy  life:  take  vp  my  mjftreflc  gowne 
for  thy  matters  vfe. 

Pet.  Why  fir  what's  your  conceit  in  that  ? 

Gru.  Oh  fir,  the  conceit  is  deeper  then  you  thinke  for : 
.Take  vp  my  miftris  gowne  to  his  matters  vfe. 
Oh  fie,  fie,  fie. 

Pet .  Hortcnjio,  fay  thou  wilt  fee  the  tailor  paide. 
Go  take  it  hence,  be  gone*  .and  fay  no  more. 

Hon  Tailor,  He  pay  thee  for  thy  gowne  to  morrow, 
Take  no  vnkindnefle  of  his  haftie  words  : 
Away  I  fay,  commend  me  to  thy  matter.  Exit.  Tail. 

Peti  Well  come  my  Kate,  we  will  vnto  your  fathers,. 
Euen  in  thefe  hoaeft  meanc  habiliments : 
Our  purfes  fliall  be  proud,  our  garments  poore  : 
For  'tis  the  minde  that  makes  the  bodie  rich. 
And  as  the  funne  breakes  through  the  darkett  clouds, 
So  honor  peereth  in  the  meaneft  habit. 
What  is  the  iay  more  precious  then  the  larke  ? 
Becaufe  his  feathers  are  more  beautifulL 
Or  is  the  adder  better  then  the  eele, 
Becaufe  his  painted  (kin  contents  the  eye. 
Oh  no  Kate  :  neither  art  thou  the  worfe 
For  this  poore  furniture,  and  meane  array. 
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If  thou  accounted!!  it  fliamej  lay  it  on  me, 
And  therefore  frolike,  we  will  hence  forthwith, 
To  feaft  and  fport  vs  at  thy  fathers  hoofe, 
Go  call  my  men,  and  let  vs  Araight  to  him, 
And  bring  our  horfes  vnto  Long-lane  end, 
There  will  we  mount,  and  thither  walke  on  foote, 
Let's  fee,  I  thinke  'tis  now  fome  feuen  a  clocke, 
And  well  may  we  come  there  by  dinner  time. 

Kate.  I  dare  aflure  you  fir,  'tis  almoft  two,  * 

And  'twill  be  fuf>per  time  ere  you  come  there. 

Pet.  It  (hall  be  feuen  ere  I  go  to  horfe  : 
fcooke  what  I  fpeake,  or  do,  or  thinke  to  doe, 
You  are  ftill  croffing  it,  firs  let 't  alone, 
I  will  not  goe  to  day,  and  ere  I  doe, 
.  It  (hall  be  what  a  clock  I  fay  it  is. 

Hor.  Why  fo  this  gallant  will  command  the  funne. 

Enter  Tranio,  and  the  Pedant  dreft  like  Vincentio. 

Tra.  Sirs,  this  is  the  houfe,  pleafe  it  you  that  I  call. 

Ped.  I  what  elfe,  and  but  I  be  deceiued, 
Signior  Baptifta  may  remember  me 
Neere  twentie  yeares  agoe  in  Genoa. 

Tra.  Where  wee  were  lodgers,  at  the  Pegafus, 
*Tis  well,  and  hold  your  owne  in  any  cafe 
With  fucb  aufteritie  as  longeth  to  a  father. 

Enter  Biondello. 
Ped.  I  warrant  you  :  but  fir  here  comes  your  boy, 
Twere  good  he  weere  fchool'd. 

Tra.  Feare  you  not  him :  firra  Biondello, 
Now  doe  your  dutie  throughlie  I  aduife  you  : 
Imagine  'twere  the  right  Vincentio. 
Bion.  Tut,  feare  not  me. 
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<* 
Tra   But  haft  thou  done  thy  errand  to  Baptifta. 

Bion.  I  told  him  that  your  ftther  was  at  Venice, 
And  that  you  look't  for  hirn  tiiis  day  in  Vadua. 

Tra.  Th'art  a  tall  fellow,,  hold  thee  that  to  drinke, 
Heere  comes  Baptijia  :  fet  your  countenance  fir. 

Enter  Baptifta  and  Lucentio :  Pedant  booted  and  bpre  headed. 

Tra.  Signior  Baptifta  you  are  happilie  met : 
Sir,  this  if  the  gentleman  1  told  you  of, 
I  pray  you  ftand  good  father  to  me  now, 
Giue  me  Bianca  for  my  patrimony, 

Ped.  Soft  fon  :  fir  by  your  leaue,  haumg  come  to  Padua 
To  gather  in  fomc  debts,  my  fon  Lucentio 
Made  me  acquainted  with  a  waightie  caufe 
Of  loue  betweene  your  daughter  and  himfelfe  : 
And  for  the  good  report  I  heare  of  you, 
And  for  the  loue  he  beareth  to  your  daughter, 
And  (hee  to  him  :  to  (lay  him  not  too  long, 
I  am  content  m  a  good  fathers  care.         » 
To  haue  him  matcht,  and  if  you  pleafe  to  like 
No  worfe  then  I  vpon  fome  agreement 
Me  (hall  you  finde  readie  and  willing 
With  one  confent  to  haue  her  fo  beftowed  : 
For  curious  I  cannot  be  with  you 
Signior  Baptifta,  of  whom  I  heare  fo  well. 

Bap.  Sir,  pardon  me  in  what  I  haue  to  fay, 
Your  plainnefle  and  your  (hortnefle  pleafe  me  well 
Right  true  it  is  your  fon  Lucentio  here 
Doth  loue  my  daughter,  and  (he  loueth  him 
Or  both  diflemble  deepely  their  affeftions  : 
And  therefore  if  you  fay  no  more  then  this, 
That  like  a  father  you  will  deale  with  him, 
And  pafle  my  daughter  a  fufficient  -dower, 
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The  match  is  made  and  all  is  done, 

Your  fonne  (hall  haue  my  daughter  with  content. 

Tra.  I  thanke  you  fir,  where  then  doe  you  know  beft 
We  be  affied  and  fuch  affurance  tane, 
As  (hall  with  either  parts  agreement  ftand. 

Bap.  Not  in  my  houfe  Lucentio  for  you  know 
Pitchers  haue  cares,  and  I  haue  manie  feruants, 
Befides  old  Cranio  is  harkniog  ftill, 
And  happilie  we  may  be  interrupted. 

Tra.  Then  at  my  lodging,  and  it  like  you, 
There  doth  my  father  lie  :  and  there  this  night 
Wede  pafle  the  bufinefle  pritiately  and  well : 
Send  for  your  daughter  by  your  feruant  here, 
My  boy  (hail  fetch  the  fcrhiefier  prefentlie, 
The  worft  is  this  that  arfo  (lender  waging, 
You  are  like  to  haue  a  thin  and  (lender  pittance. 

Bap.  It  likes  me  well : 
Cambio  hie  you  home  and  bid  Bianca  make  her  readie  ftraight  t 
And  if  you  will  tell  what  hath  hapned, 
Luccntios  father  is  arriued  in  Padua, 
And  how  (he's  like  to  be  Lucentios  wife. 

Biond.  I  pray  the  Gods  (he  may  with  all  my  heart.    Exit* 

Tra.  Dallie  not  with  the  Gods,  but  get  thee  gone. 

Enter  Peter. 

Signior  Baptifta  (hall  I  leade  the  way, 
Welcome,  one  mefle  is  like  to  be  your  cheere, 
Come  fir  we  will  better  it  in  Pi/a. 
Bap.  I  follow  you.  Exeunt, 
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Enter  Lucentio  and  Biondello. 

Bion.  Cambio. 

Lut.  What  faift  thou  Biondello. 

Blond.  You  faw  my  matter  winke  and  laugh  vpon  you  ? 

Luc.  Biondello,  what  of  that  ? 

JBiohd.  Faith  nothing  :  but  has  left  me  here  behinde  to  ex- 
pound the  meaning  or  morrall  of  his  fignes  and  tokens. 

Luc.  I  pray  thee  moralize  them. 

Biond.  Then  thus  :  Baptijta  is  fafe  talking  with  the  decern* 
ing  father  of  a  deceitfull  fonne. 

Luc.  And  what  of  him  ? 

Biond.  His  daughter  is  to  be  brought  by  you  to  the  fupper. 

Luc.  And  then. 

Bum.  The  old  prieft  at  Saint  Lukes  church  is  at  your  com 
mand  at  all  houres. 

Luc.  And  What  of  all  this. 

Bion.  I  cannot  tell,  expert  they  are  bulled  about  a  coun- 
terfeit affurance  :  take  you  affurance  of  her  cum  preuilegio  ad 
impremendumfolem,  to  th'  church  take  the  prieft,  clarke,  and 
fome  fufficient  honeft  witnefles  : 

If  this  bee  not  that  you  looke  for,  I  haue  no  more  to  fay, 
But  bid  Bianca  farewell  for  euer  and  a  day. 

Luc.  Hear'ft  thou  Biondello. 

Biond.  I  cannot  tarrie  :  I  knew  a  wench  married  in  an  after* 
noone  as  Ihe  went  to  the  garden  for  parfeely  to  ftuffe  a  rabit, 
and  fo  may  you  fir :  and  fo  adew  fir,  my  mafter  hath  ap- 
pointed me  to  goe  to  Saint  Lukes  to  bid  the  prieft  be  readie  to 
come  againft  you  come  with  your  appendix. 

Luc.  I  may  and  will,  if  (he  be  fo  contented : 
She  will  be  pleas'd,  then  wherefore  (hould  I  doubt : 
Hap  what  hap  may,  He  roundly  go  about  her : 
It  (hall  go  hard  if  Cambio  go  without  her.  Exitm 
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Enter  Petrucbio,  Kate,  Hortenfio. 

Petr.  Come  on  a  Gods  name,  once  more  towards  our  fa- 
thers: 
Good  lord  how  bright  and  goodly  fhines  the  moone. 

Kate.  The  moone,  the  fanne :  it  is  not  moone-light  now. 

Pet.  I  fay  it  is  the  moone  that  (bines  fo  bright. 

Kate.  1  know  it  is  the  funne  that  (bine  fo  bright. 

Pet.  Now  by  my  mothers  fonne,  and  that's  myfelfe, 
It  (hall  be  moone,  or  jftarre,  or  what  I  lift, 
Or  ere  I  iourney  to  your  fathers  houfe  : 
Goe  on,  and  fetch  our  horfes  backe  againe 
Euer  more  croft  and  croft,  nothing  but  croft. 

Hort.  Say  as  he  faies,  or  we  (hall  neuer  goe. 

Kate.  Forward  I  pray,  fince  we  haue  come  fo  farrf 
And  be  it  moone,  or  funne,  or  what  you  pleafe: 
And  if  you  pleafe  to  call  it  a  ru(h  candle : 
Henceforth  I  vowe  it  (hall  be  fo  for  me. 

Petr.  J  fay  it  is  the  moone. 

Kate.  I  know  it  is  the  moone. 

Petr.  Nay  then  you  lye  :  it  is  the  blefled  funne. 

Kate.  Then  God  be  bleft,  it  is  the  blefled  fun. 
Bnt  funne  it  is  riot,  when  you  fay  it  is  not. 
And  the  moone  changes  euen  as  your  minde : 
What  you  will  haue  it  nam'd,  tuen  that  it  is, 
And  fo  it  (hall  be  fo  for  /Catherine. 

Hort.  Petrucbio,  goe  thy  wayes,  the  field  is  won. 

Pet .  Well,  forward,  forward  thus  the  bowle  (hould  ran* 
And  not  vnluckily  againft  the  bias  : 
,  Bnt  foft :  company  is  comming  here. 

Enter  Vincentio. 

Good  morrow  gende  miftris,  where  away : 
Tell  me  fweete  Kate,  and  tell  me  truely  too, 
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Haft  thou  beheld  a  frelher  gentlewomaa  : 
Snch  warre  of  white  and  red  within  her  <cheekes : 
What  ftarrs  do  fpangle  heauen  with  fuch  beautie, 
As  thofe  two  eyes  become  that  heauenly  face  ? 
Faire  louely  maide,  once  more  good  day  xo  thee  : 
Sweete  Kate  embrace  her  for  her  beauties  lake. 

Hort.  A  will  make  the  man  mad  to  make  the  woman  of  him. 

JCate.  Yong  budding  virgin,  faire,  and  frefh,  and  fweete, 
Whether  away,  or  whether  is  thy  aboade  ? 
Happy  the  parents  of  fo  faire  a  childe ; 
Happier  the  man  whom  fauourable  ftars 
Alots  thee  for  his  lovely  bedfellow. 

Petr.  Why  how  now  Kate,  I  hope  thou  art  not  road, 
This  is  a  man  old,  wrinckled,  faded,  withered, 
And  not  a  maiden,  ais  thou  faift  he  is. 

Kate.  Pardon  old  father  my  miftaking  eyes, 
That  haue  bin  fo  bedazled  with  the  funne, 
That  euery  thing  I  look  on  feemeth  greene  : 
Now  I  perceiue  thou  art  a  reuerent  father  : 
Pardon  I  pray  thee  for  my  mad  miftaking. 

Petr.  Do  good  old  grandfire,  and  with  all  make  known 
Which  way  thou  trauelleft  if  along  with  vs, 
Wee  (hall  be  ioyfull  of  thy  company. 

Vin.  Faire  fir,  and  you  my  merry  miftris, 
That  with  your  ftrange  encounter  much  amafde  me : 
My  name  is  calPd  Vincentio,  my  dwelling  Pi/a, 
And  bound  I  am  to  Padua,  there  to  uifite 
A  fonne  of  mine,  which  long  I  haue  not  feene. 

Petr.  What  is  his  name  ? 
N  Vine.  Lucentio  gentle  fir. 

Petr.  Happily  met,  the  happier  for  thy  lonne : 
And  now  by  law,  as  well  as  reuerent  age, 
I  may  intitle  thee  my  louing  father, 
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The  filter  to  my  wife>  dfrc  gentlewoman, 
Thy  fonne  by  this  hat*  taarrfed  :  wonder  not. 
Nor  not  be  grieued,  (he  fe  of  good  etbsetne, 
Her  dowrie  wealthie,  and  of  worthie  birth ; 
Befide,  fo  qualified,  as  may  befeeme 
The  fpoofe  of  any  noble  gentlewoman : 
Let  me  imbrace  with  old  Vincentio, 
And  wander  we  to  fee  thy  honeft  fonne, 
Who  will  of  thy  arriuail  be  full  ioyoue. 

V'tn.  But  is  this  true,  or  is  it  elfe  your  pleafure, 
Like  pleafant  trauailors  to  breake  a  ieft 
Vpoii  die  companie  you  ouertake  ? 

Hort .  I  do  aflure  thee  father  fo  it  is. 

-Petr.  Come  goe  aloBg  and  fee  the  truth  hereof, 
For  otir  firft  merriment  hath  made  thee  iealoas.  Exeunt* 

Her.  Well  Petrucbio,  this  has  put  me  in  heart : 
Haue  to  my  widdow,  add  if  (he  froward, 
Then  haft  thou  taught  Hortenfio  to  J)e  vntoward.  J?*/*. 

Enter  Biondello,  Lucentio  and  Bianca,  Gremio  is  out  before* 

Blond.  Softly  and  fwiftiy  fir,  for  the  prieft  is  ready. 

hue.  I  flic  Biondello  \  but  they  may  chance  to  neede  thee  at 
home  therefore  leaue  vs.  .  "  Exit. 

Biond.  Nay  faith.  He  fee  the  church  a  your  backe, 
And  then  come  backe  to  my  miflris  as  foone  as  I  can* 

Gr'e.  I  maruaile  Cambio  comes  not  all  this  while. 

Enter  Petruchio,  Kate,  Vincentio,  Grumio  with  attendants. 

Pet.  Sir  heres  the  doore,  this  is  Lueentios  houfe, 
My  fathers  beares  more  toward  the  market-place, 
Thither  muft  I  and  heere  I  leaue  you  fir. 
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Vin.  You  (hall  not  choofc  but  drinke  before  you  go, 
I  thinke  I  (hall  command  your  welcome  here ; 
And  by  all  likelihood  fome  cheere  is  toward.  Knock. 

Crem.  They're  bufie  within,  you  were  beft  knocke  loWder. 
Pedant  lookes  out  of  the  window. 

Ped.  What's  he  that  knockes  as  he  would  beate  downe  the 
gate? 

Vin.  Is  fignior  Lucentio  within  fir  ?# 

Ped.  He's  within  fir,  but  not  to  be  fpoken  withall. 

Vin.  What  if  a  man  bring  him  a  hundred  potind  or  two  to 
make  merrie  withall. 

Ped.  Keepe  your  hundred  pounds  to  yourfelfe,  he  (hall 
neede  none  fo  long  as  I  liue. 

Petr.  Nay,  I  told  you  your  fonne  was  beloued  in  Padua  .- 
doe  you  heare  fir,  to  leaue  friuolous  circumftances,  I  pray 
you  tell  fignior  Lucentio  that  his  father  is  come  from  Pi/a,  and 
is  heere  at  the  doore  to  fpeake  with  him. 

Ped.  Thou  lieft  his  father  is  come  from  Padua,  and.  here 
looketh  out  of  the  window. 

Vin.  Art  thou  his  father  ? 

Ped.  I  fir,  fo  his  mother  fayes  if  I  may  beleeue  her. 

Petr.  Why  how  now  gentleman  t  why  this  is  flat  knaucrie 
to  take  vpon  you  another  mans  name. 

Ped.  Lay  hands  on  the  villaine,  I  beleeue  a  meanes  to  cozen 
fome  bodie  in  this  citie  vnder  my  countenance. 

Enter  Biondello. 
Bion.  I  haue  feene  them  in  the  church  together,  God  fend 
them  good  (hipping  :  but  who  is  heere  mine  old  matter  Vin- 
centio :  now  we  are  vndone  and  brought  to  nothing. 
Vin.  Come  hither  crackhempe. 
Bion.  I  hope  I  may  choofe  fir. 

Vin. 
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Vin.  Come  hither  you  rogue,  what  haue  you  forgot  mee  ? 

Biond.  Forgot  you,  no  fir :  I  could  not  forget  you,  for  I 
neuer  faw  you  before  in  all  my  life. 

Vine.  What,  you  notorious  villline,  didft  thou  neuer  fee 
thy  miftris  father,  Vincentio; 

Bion.  What  my  worfhipfull  old  matter  ?  yes  marrie  fir  fee 
where  he  lookes  out  of  the  window. 

Vtn.  Ift  fo  indeede.  He  beates  Biondello. 

Bim.  Helpe,  helpe,  helpe,  here's  a  mad  man  will  murder 
me. 
.    Pedan.  Helpe,  fonne,  helpe  fignior  Baptifta. 

Pet.  Prethec  Kate  let's  ftand  afldc  and  fee  the  end  of  this 
*  controuerfie. 

Enter  Pedant  withferuants,  Baptifta,  Tranio. 

Tra.  Sir  what  are  you  that  offer  to  beate  my  feruant  ? 

Vin.  What  am  I  fir :  nay  what  are  you  fir :  oh  immortall 
Gods :  oh  fine  villaine,  a  filken  doublet,  a  veluet  hofe,  a 
fcarlet  cloak  and  a  copataine  hat :  oh  I  am  vndone,  I  am  vn- 
dooe :  while  I  plaie  the  good  hufband  at  home,  my  fonne  and 
my  fenftnt  fpend  all  at  the  vniuerfitie. 

Tra.  How  now  what's  the  matter  ? 

Bap.  What  is  the  man  lunaticke  ? 

Tra.  Sir,  you  feeme  a  fober  ancient  gentleman  by  your 
habit  but  your  words,  (hew  you  a  mad  man :  why  fir,  what 
cernes  it  you,  if  I  weare  pearle  and  gold :  I  thanke  my  good 
iather,  I  am  able  to  maintaine  it. 

Vin.  Thy  father :  oh  villaine,  he  is  a  faile-maker  in  Ber- 
gamo. 

Bap.  You  miftake  fir,  you  miftake  fir,  praie  what  do  you 
think  is  his  name  ? 
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¥vu  Hia  name,  as  if  I  knew  not  his  name:  I  haue  brought 
him  vp  cucr  fine*  he  was  three  yeeres  old,  and  his.  name  is 
Tranio. 

Peal  A\«ier  away  mad  afle,  tjis  name  is  Lucentio,  and  he 
is  mine  onelie  fonne  and  heire  ta  the  lands  of  me  fignior  ^w« 

r/wc.  Lucentio,  oh  he  .hath  murdred  his  matter ;  lay  hold 
on  bins  I  charge  yon  in  the  dukes  name :  oh  my  fonne,  my 
fonne  t  tell  me  thou  villaine,  where  is  my  fonne  Lucentio  ? 

Tra.  Call  forth  an  officer :  carrie  this  mad  knaue  to  the 
iaile  :  father  Baptifa,  I  charge  you  fee  that  he  be-forth  com* 
miftg. 

Vin.  Carrie  me  to  the  iaile  ? 

Gre.  Staie  officer,  he  (hall  not  go  to  prifon. 

Bap.  Talke  not  fignior  G remit* :  I  fay  he  fhaH  goe  to  prifon. 

Gre.  Take  heede  fignior  Baptifta,  left  you  beconicatcht 
in  this  bufinefle :  I  dare  fweare  this  is  the  right  Vincentio* 

Ped.  Sweare  if  thou  dar'ft. 

Gre.  Naie,  I  dare  not  fweare  it* 

Tfan.  Then  thou  wert  beft  fay  that  I  am  not  Lucentio. 

Gre.  Yes  I  know  thee  to  be  fignior  lucentio. 

Bap.  Away  with  the  dotard,  to  the  iaile  with  him. 

Enter  Biondello,  Lucentio  tfiu/Biaaca*    - 
Vin.  Thus  ftrangers  may  be  haUd  and  abufd :  oh  mon- 
flrovs  Tillaine. 

Bion.  Oh  we  are  fpoil'd,  and  yonder  he  is,  denie  him,  for* 
fweare  him,  or  elfe  wee  are  all  vndone. 

Exit  Biondello,  Tranio  and  Pedant  as  fa/Fas  may  be* 
Luc.  Pardon  fttreete  father.  Kneele. 

Vm.  Lines  my  fweete  fonne  ? 
Bian.  Pardon  deere  father. 
Bap.  How  haft  thou  offended,  where  is  Lucentio  ? 
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Luc*  Heere's  Lucentio,  right  fonne  to  the  right  Vincentia, 
That  haue  by  marriage  made  thy  daughter  mine, 
While  counterfeit  fuppofes  bjeer'd  thine  eine. 

Gre.  Heere's  packing  with  a  witnefle  to  deceiue  vs  all. 

Vvn.  Where  is  that  damned  villaine  Tranio, 
That  fac'd  and  braued  me  in  this  matter  fo  ? 
•   Bap.  Why,  tdlme  is  not  this  my  Gambia? 

Bian.  Cambio  is  chang'd  into  Lucentio. 

Luc.  Loue  wrought  thefe  miracles.     Biancas  Ioue 
Made  me  exchange  my  ftate  with  Tranio, 
While  he  did  beare  my  countenance  in  the  towne, 
And  happilie  I  haue  arriued  at  the  laft 
Vnto  the  wiflied'hauen  of  my  blifle : 
What  Tranio  did,  myfelfe  enforft  him  to ; 
Then  pardon  him  fwcete  father  for  my  fake. 

Vin.  He  (lit  the  villaines  nofe  that  would  haue  lent  me  to 
the  iaile. 

Bap.  But  doe  you  heare  fir,  haue  you  married  my  daugh- 
ter without  aiking  my  good  will  ? 

Vin.  Feare  not  Baptifta,  wee  will  content  you,  go  to :  but 
I  will  in  to  be  rcueng'd  for  this  yillanie.  Exit. 

Bap.  And  I  to  found  the  depth  of  this  knauerie.         Exit. 

Luc.  Looke  not  pale  Bianca,  thy  rather  will  not  frowne. 

Exeunt. 

Gre.  My  cake  is  dough,  but  He  in  among  the  reft, 
Out  of  hope  of  all,  but  my  (hare  of  the  feaft. 

Kate.  Hufband  let's  follow,  to  fee  the  end  of  this  adoe. 

Petr.  Firft  kifle  me  Kate,  and  wee  will. 

Kate.  What  in  the  midft  of  the  ftreete  ? 

Petr.  What  art  thou  aiham'd  of  me  ? 

Kate.  No  fir,  God  forbid,  but  afliam'd  to  kifle. 

Petr.  Why  then  let's  home  againe :  come  firra  fet'9  away. 

Kate.  Nay,  I  will  giue  thee  a  kifle,  now  pray  loue  (lay. 

Pet. 
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Pet.  Is  not  this  well  ?  come  my  fweete  Kate. 
Better  once  then  neuer,  for  neuer  joo  late.  Exeutt 

Aftus  Quintus. 

Enter  Baptifta,,  Vlncentio,   Gremio,  the  Pedant,   Lucentb, 
and  Bianca,    Tranio,   Biondello,   Grumio,  and  widdovi 

the  feruingmen  with  Tranio  bringing  in  a  banquet. 
Luc.  At  laft,  though  long,  our  iarring  notes  agree* 
And  time  it  is  when  raging  warre  is  come, 
To  (mile  at  fcapes  and  perils  ouerblowne : 
My  faire  Bianca  bid  my  father  welcome, 
While  I  with  felfe  fame  kindnefle  welcome  thine : 
Brother  Petruchio,  filler  Katerina, 
And  thou  Hortenfio,  with  thy  loning  Widdow  : 
Feaft  with  the  beft,  and  welcome  to  my  houfe, 
My  banket  is  to  clofe  our  ftomakes  vp 
After  our  great  good  cheere :  pray  you  fit  downe, 
For  now  we  fit  to  chat  as  well  as  cate. 

Petr.  Nothing  but  fit  and  fit,  and  eate  and  eate. 

Bap.  Padua  affoords  this  kindnefle  fonne  Petruchio. 

Petr.  Padua  affords  nothing  but  what  is  kinde. 

Uor.  For  both  our  fakes  I  would  that  word  were  true. 

Petr.  Now  for  my  life  Hortenfio  feares  his  Widow. 

Wid.  Then  neuer  truft  me  if  I  be  affeard. 

Petr.  You  are  very  fenfible,  and  yet  you  mifle  my  fence: 
I  meane  Hortenfio  is  afearM  of  you. 

Wid.  He  that  is  giddie  thinkes  the  world  turns  round* 

Petr.  Roundly  replied. 

Kate.  Miftris  how  meane  you  that  ? 

Wid.  Thus  I  conceiue  by  him. 

Petr.  Conceiues  by  me,  how  likes  Hortenfio  that  ? 

Hor.  My  widdow  fayes,  thus  fhe  conceiues  her  tale. 

Petr. 
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Petr.  Veric  well  mended :  kiffc  him  for  that  good  wlddow. 

Kate.  He  that  is  giddic  thinkes  the  world  tprnes  round, 
I  pray  you  tell  me  what  you  meant  by  that. 

Wld.  Your  hufband  bong  troubled  with  a  {brew, 
Meafures  my  hufbands  forrow,  by  his  woe : 
And  now  you  know  my  meaning. 

Kate.  A  verie  meane  meaning. 

Wid.  Right.    I  meane  you.  * 

Kate.  And  I  am  meane  indeed,  refpeffing  you, 

Petr.  To  her  Kate* 

Hor.  To  bsxWiddow. 

Petr.  A  hundred  marks,  my  Kate  does  put  her  down* 

/for.  That's  my  office. 

Petr.  Spoke  like  an  officer :  ha  to  thee  lad. 

Drinkes  U  Hortenfiot 

Bap.  How  likes  Crenuq  thefe  quicke  witted  folkcs  i 

Cre.  Beleeue  me  fir,  they  but  together  well. 

Bian.  Head,  and  but  an  haftie  witted  bodies 
Would  fay  your  head  and  but  were  head  and  home. 

Vin*  I  miftris  bride,  hath  that  awakened  you  I 

Bian.  I,  but  not  frighted  me,  therefore  He  fleepe  againe. 

Petr.  Nay  that  you  (hall  not  fince  you  haue  begun ; 
Haue  at  you  for  a  better  ieft  or  too. 

Bian.  Am  I  your  bird,  I  meane  to  fliift  my  bufli, 
And  then  purfue  me  as  you  draw  my  bow. 
You  are  welcome  all.  Exit  Bianou 

Petr.  She  hath  preuented  me,  here  fignior  Tranio, 
This  bird  you  aim'd  at,  though  you  hit  her  nor, 
Therfore  a  health  to  all  that  (hot  and  mift. 

7W.  Oh  fir,  Lucentio  dipt  me  like  his  gray-hound, 
Which  runs  himfelfe,  and  catches  for  his  matter. 

Pet.  A  good  fwift  fimile,  but  fomething  curriih. 

Vol.  II.  G  Tra. 
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*    1T^,  'Tis  well  fir  that  yon  Hurited  for.  yourfelfe  i 
'TW  thonght  your  dcere  docs  hold  you  ^t  a  baye. 

B&p.  Oh,  oh  Petruchto,  Tranio  hits  jrou  now.  .. 

Zur.'  I  thanks  thee  for  that  gird  good  Tranio. 

Hon  Confefle,.  confefle,  •  hath  he  not  hit  you  here  I 

Petr.  A  has  a  litle  gald  me  I  confefle : 
And  as  the  left  did  glaunce  ajpay  from  me, 
JjTis  ten  to  one  it  maim'd  you  too  out  right* 

Bap.  Noar  ifl  good  fcdtede  fonne  Petrucbfo, 
I  thinke  thou  haft  the  verieft  {hrew  of  all, 

Petr.  Well  I  fay  no :  and  therefore  fir,  aflurance, 
LetYeach  cfee  lend  ynto  his  wife, 
And  he  whofe  wife  is  moft  obedient, 
To  come  at  firft  when  he  doth  fend  for  her, 
Shall  win  the  wager  which  we  will  propofe. 

Hor.  Content  what's  the  wager  ? 

Luc.  Twentie  crownes. 

Petr.  Twenty  crownes. 
lie  venture  fo  much  of  my  hawke  or  hound, 
But  twentie  times  fo  much  vpon  my  wife. 

Luc.  A  hundred  then. 

Her.  Content. 

Petr.  A  match  'tis  done. 

Hor.  Who  (hall  begin  ? 

Luc.  ThatwilH. 
Goe  Bhndclh,  bid  your  miftris  come  to  me. 

Biotu  I  goe.  Exit. 

Jiap.  Sonne  lie  be  you  halfe,  Bianca  comes. 

Luc.  lie  haue  nohalues :  He  beare  it  all  myfdfe. 


Enter  BiondeUo. 
How  now,  what  newes  i 


Bion. 
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Bion.  Sir,  my  miftris  fends  you  word 
That  (he  is  bufie,  and  fhee  cannot  come.. 

Petr.  How  ?  (he's  bufie  and  (hee  cannot  come :  is  that  au 
anfwere  ? 

Gre.  I,  and  a  kiade  one  too : 
Praie  God  fir  your  wife  fend  you  not  a  worfe. 

Petr.  I  hope  better. 

Hor.  Sirra  Biondello,  goe  and  intreate  my  wife  to  come  to 
mee  forthwith.  Exit  BioiL 

Pet.  Oh  ho^ntreate  her,  nay  then  (he  mud  needes  come. 

Hor.  I  am  affraid  fir,  doe  what  you  can 

Enter  Biondello. 

Yours  will  not  be  intreated :  now  where's  my  wife  ? 

Bion.  She  fayes  you  haue  fome  goodly  ieft  in  hand, 
She  will  not  come :  (he  bids  you  come  to  her* 

Petr.  Worfe  and  worfe,  {he  will  not  come : 
Oh  vild,  intolerable,  not  to  be  indur'd: 
Sirra  Crumio,  goe  to  your  miffris, 
Say  I  command  her  come  to  me.    *  Exit. 

Hor.  I  know  her  anfwere. 

Pet.  What? 

Hor.  She  will  not. 

Pet.  The  fouler  fortune  mine,  and  there  an  end* 

Enter  Katerina. 
Bap.  Now  by  my  hollidam  here  comes  Katerina. 
Kat.  What  is  your  will  fir,  that  you  fend  for  me  ? 
Petr.  Where  is  your  lifter,  and  Hortenftos  wife  I 
Kate.  They  fit  conferring  by  the  parler  fire. 
Petr.  Goe  fetch  them  hither,  if  they  denie  to  come, 
Swinge  me  them  foundly  forth  vnto  their  hu  (bands : 
A*vay  I  fay,  and  bring  them  hither  ftraight, 

G  2  Luc. 


[ 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


1 


The  Taming  of  the  Shrew. 

Luc.  Here  is  a  wonder,  if  you  talke  of  a  wonder. 

Hon  And  fo  it  is  :  I  wonder  what  it  boads. 

Petr.  Marrie  peace  it  boads,  and  loue,  and  quiet  life, 
An  awfull  rule,  and  right  fupremacie : 
And  to  be  fliort,  what  not,  that's  fweete  and  happie. 

Bap.  Now  faire  befall  thee  good  Petruchio ; 
The  wager  thou  haft  won,  and  I  will  adde 
Vnto  their  lodes  twentie  thoufand  crownes, 
Another  dowrie  to  another  daughter, 
For  (he Is  chang'd  as  (he  had  neuer  bin. 

Petr.  Nay,  I  will  win  my  wager  better  yet, 
And  (hew  more  figne  of  her  obedience, 
Her  new  built  vertue  and  obedience. 

,  Enter  Kate,  Bianca,  and  Widdow. 

See  where  (he  comes,  and  brings  your  froward  wiues 
As  prifoners  to  her  womanlie  perfwafion  : 
Katerine,  that  cap  of  yours  becomes  you  not, 
Off  with  that  bable,  throw  it  vnder  foote. 

Wid.  Lord  let  me  neuer  haue  a  caufe  to  figh, 
Till  I  be  brought  to  fuch  a  fillie  pafle. 

Bian.  Re  what  a  foolifli  dutie  call  you  this  ? 

Luc.  I  would  your  dutie  were  as  foolilh  too : 
The  wifdome  of  your  dutie  faire  Bianca, 
Hath  coft  me  Hue  hundred  crownes  fince  fupper  time. 

Bian.  The  more  foole  you  for  laying  on  my  dutie. 

Pet.  Katberine  I  charge  thee  tell  thefe  head-ftrong  women, 
What  dutie  they  doe  owe  their  lords  and  hufbands. 

IVid.  Come,  come,  your  mocking  :  we  will  haue  no  telling. 

Pet.  Come  on  I  fay,  and  firft  begin  with  her. 

Wid.  She  (hallnot. 

Pet.  I  fay  (he  (hall,  and  firft  begin  with  her. 

Kate.  He,  fie,  vnknit  that  threatning  vnkind  brow, 

And 
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And  dart  not  fcornefull  glances  from  thofe  eies, 

To  wound  thy  lord,  thy  king,  thy  gouernour. 

It  blots  thy  beautie,  as  frofts  doe  bite  the  meades, 

Confounds  thy  fame,  as  whirlewindes  (hake  faire  budds, 

And  in  no  fence  is  meete  or  amiable. 

A  woman  taou'd,  is  like  a  fountaine  troubled, 

Muddie,  ill  feeming  thicke,  bereft  of  beautie, 

And  while  it  is  fo,  none  fo  drie  or  thirftie 

Will  daigne  to  fip,  or  touch  one  drop  of  it. 

Thy  hufband  is  thy  lord,  thy  life,  thy  keeper, 

Thy  head,  thy  foueraigne :  one  that  cares  for  thee, 

And  for  thy  maintenance.    Commits  his  bodie 

To  painfull  labour,  both  by  fea  and  land  i 

To  watch  the  night  in  (tonnes,  the  day  in  cold, 

WhUft  thou  ly'ft  warme  at  home,  fecure  and  fafe, 

And  craues  no  other  tribute  at  thy  hands, 

But  loue,  fare  lookes,  and  true  obedience ; 

Too  litle  payment  for  fo  great  a  debt. 

Such  dutie  as  the  fubjeft  owes  the  prince, 

Euen  fuch  a  woman  oweth  to  her  hufband  : 

And  when  (he  is  froward,  peeuiih,  fulkn,  fower, 

And  not  obedient  to  his  honeft  will : 

What  is  (he  but  a  foule  contending  rebell, 

And  gracelefle  traitour  to  her  louing  lord  t 

I  am  a(ham9d  that  women  are  fo  fimple, 

To  offer  wane,  where  they  (hould  kneele  for  peace : 

Or  feeke  for  rule,  fupremacie,  ahdfway, 

When  they  are  bound  to  ferue,  loue,  and  obay. 

Why  are  our  bodies  foft,  and  weake,  and  fmooth, 

Vnapt  to  toyle,  and  trouble  in  the  world, 

But  that  our  foft  conditions  and  our  harts. 

Should  well  agree  with  our  externaU  parts  I 

G  3  Come, 
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Come,  come,  you  froward  and  vaable  wormes 

My  minde  hath  bin  as  bigge  as  one  of  yours, 

My  heart  as  great,  my  reafon  haplie  more, 

To  bandie  word  for  word,  and  frowne  for  frowne ; 

But  now  I  fee  our  launces  are  but  ftrawes : 

Our  ftrength  as  wcake,  our  weaknefle  paft  compare, 

That  feeming  to  be  moft,  which  we  indeed  leaft  are. 

Then  vale  your  ftoraackes,  for  it  is  no  boote, 

And  place  your  hands  below  your  hufbands  foote : 

la  token  of  which  dude,  if  he  pleafe, 

My  hand  is  readie  may  it  do  him  eafe. 

Pet.  Why  ther's  a  wench :  come  on,  and  kifle  me  Kate. 

Luc.  Well  go  thy  wayes  old  lad.  for  thou  fhalt  ha't. 

Yin.  Tis  a  good  hearing,  when  children  are  toward. 

Luc.  But  a  harfli  hearing,  when  women  are  froward. 

Pet.  Come  Kate,  wee!  to  bed, 
We  three  are  married,  but  you  two  are  fped. 
Twas  I  won  the  wager  though  you  hit  the  white. 
And  being  a  winner,  God  giue  you  good  Bight. 

Exit  Petruchio. 

Hor.  Now  go  thy  wayes  thou  haft  tam'd  a  curft  flirow. 

Luc.  'Us  a  wonder  by  your  leaue,  fhe  will  be  tam'd  fo. 


N        I        S. 
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M.  WILLIAM  SHAKE-SPEARE, 

His  H  I  S  T  O  R  Y,  of 

KING     LEAR. 

Enter  Kent,  Glocefter,  and  Baftard. 

Kent, 

1  Thought  the  king  had  more  afle&ed  the  duke  of  Albeney 
then  Cornewall. 
Clqft.  It  did  alwaies  feeme  fo  to  vs,  but  now  in  the 
dioifion  of  the  kingdomes,  it  appeares  not  which  of  the  dukes 
he  values  moft,  for  equalities  are  fo  weighed,  that  curiofity 
in  neither,  can  make  choije  of  eithers  moytie. 

Kent.  Is  not  this  your  fonne,  my  lord  ? 

Clqft.  His  breeding  fir  hath  beene  at  my  charge.  I  hane 
fo  often  bluflit  to  acknowledge  him,  that  now  I  am  braz'd  to  it* 

Kent.  I  cannot  conceiue  you. 

Clqft.  Sir,  this  young  fellowes  mother  could,  whereupon 
(he  grew  round  wombed,  and  had  indeed  fir  a  fonne  for  her 
cradle,  ere  (he  had  a  hufband  for  her  bed,  do  you  fmell  a  fault  i 

Kent.  I  cannot  wHh'the  fault  vndone,  the  iflue  of  it  being 
fo  proper. 

Clqft.  But  I  haue  fir  a  fonne  by  order  of  law,  fome  yearc 
elder  then  this,  who  yet  is  no  deerer  in  my  account,  thogh 
this  knaue  came  fomething  fawedy  into  the  world  before  he 
was  fent  for,  yet  was  his  mother  faire,  there  was  good  fport 
at  his  making,  and  the  whorefon  muft  be  acknowledged,  do 
you  know  this  noble  gentleman,  Edmund? 

Baft.  No  my  lord. 

Gloft. 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


The  History  of  King  Lear. 

Chft*  My  lord  of  Kent,  remember  him  heereafter  at  my 
honourable  friend. 

Baft,  My  feruices  to  your  lordfhip. 

Kent,  I  muft  loue  you,  and  fue  to  know  you  better. 

Baft .  Sir,  I  (hall  ftudy  deferuing. 

Ghji.  He  hath*  beene  out  nine  yeares,  kand  away  he  (hall 
again*  the  king  is  comming. 

Sound  afennet.    Enter  one  bearing  a  coronet,  then  Lear,  then 

the  dukes  of  Albany  and  Cornwall,  next  Gortorill,  Regan, 

Cordelia,  with  followers. 

Lear.  Attend  my  lords  of  France  and  Burgundy,  Glqfter* 

€hftm  I  (hall  my  liege. 

Lear.  Meane  time  we  will  exprefle  our  darker  purpofes, 
The  map  there ;  know  we  haue  diuided 
In  three  our  kingdome ;  and  tis  our  firft  intent, 
To  Ihake  all  cares  and  bufinefle  of  our  (late, 
Confirming  them  on  younger  yeares, 
The  two  great  princes,  France  and  Burgundy, 
Great  riuals  in  our  youngeft  daughters  loue, 
Long  in  our  court  haue  made  their  amorous  foiourne, 
And  here  are  to  be  anfwer'd ;  teU  me  my  daughters, 
Which  of  you  (hall  we  fay  doth  loue  vs  moft, 
Tl  at  we  our  largeft  bounty  may  extend, 
Where  merit  doth  moft  challenge  it : 
Comrill  our  eldeft  borne,  fpeake  firft. 

Con .  Sir,  I  do  loue  you  more  then  words  can  wield  the  matter 
Dearer  then  eye-fight,  fpace,  or  liberty, 
Beyond  what  can  be  valued  rich  or  rare, 
No  k-fle  then  life ;  with  grace,  health,  beauty,  honour, 
As  much  a  childe  ere  loued,  or  father  friend, 
A  loue  that  makes  breath  poore,  and  fpeech  vnable, 
Beyond  all  manner  of  fo  much  I  loue  you. 

Cor. 
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Cor.  What  .fliall  Cordelia  do,  lout  and  be  fileqt, 
Lrar.  Of  all  thefe  bounds,  eueo  from  this  line  £9  this, 
With  {hady  forrefts,  and  wide  fkimd  meads, 
We  make  thee  lady,  to  thine  aad  Atbaniet  iflue, 
Be  this  pcrpetuall.    What  faies  our  focond  daughter  ? 
Our  deereft  Regan,  wife  to  Cornwall,  l£eake, 

J&jj.  Sir  I  am  made  of  the  fetfe-fame  mettall  that  my  fitter  is 
And  prize  me  at  her  worth  in  lfey  true  heart, 
I  finde;  (he  names  my  vdy  deed  of  lout,  ofcdy  Afee  came  ihort. 
That  I  profefle  my  felfe  aa  enemy  to  all  other  ioyes. 
Which  the  moft  precious  fquarc  of  fence  pofleflfes,  *  * 

And  finde  I  am  alone  felicitate  in  your  deerc  highaefle  lop£* 
Cor.  Then  poore  Cordelia,  and  yet  not  fo,  finoe  I  am  fure 
My  loue's  more  richer  then  my  tongue* 

Lear.  To  thee  and  thine,  hereditary  euer 
Remaine  this  ample  third  of  our  faire  kiugdome, 
No  lefle.in  fp&ce,  validity,  and  pleafure, 
Then  that  confirmed  on  GonoriA ;  but  now  op?  ioy, 
Although  the  laft,  not  leafl  in  our  deere  loue, 
What  can  you  fey  to  win  a  third,  more  opul*qt 
Then  your  filters. 
Cor.  Nothing  my  lord. 

Lear.  How,  nothing  cam  Com*  of  nothing,  (peabe  agaite. 
Cor.  Vnhappy  that  I  am,  I  cannot  beaue  my  heart  into  mf 
mouth,  I  loue  your  maiefty  according  to  my  bond,  not  more 
nor  lefle, 

Lear.  Go  toq,  go  too,  mend  your  fpeetfi  a  little, 
Leaft  it  may  marre  yoqr  fortunes* 

Cor.  Good  my  lord, 
Tou  haue  begot  me,  bred  me,  loued  me, 
I  returne  thofe  duties  bapke  as  are  right  fit, 
Obey  you,  loue  you,  ^nd  moft  honour  you,  •",.  , 

Why  haue  my  fillers  hufbands,  if  they  fay  they  loue  you  all, 
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Haply  when  I  (hall  wed,  that  lord  whofe  hand 

Muft  take  my  plight,  (hall  carry  halfe  my  lone  with  Mm,  ' 

Halfe  my  care  and  duty,  fare  I  fhatl  neuer 

Marry  like  my  fitters,  to  lone  my  father  all. 

Lear.  Bat  goes  this  with  thy  heart  i 

Cor.  I  good  my  lord. 

Lear.  So  young  and  fo  vntender  ? 

Cor*  So  young  my  lord,  and  tine. 

Lear.  Well  let  it  be  fo,  thy  truth  then  be  thy  dower, 
For  by  the  facred  radience  of  the  fanne, 
The  miftrefle  of  Heccat,  and  the  might, 
By  all  the  operation  of  the  orbes, 
From  whom  we  do  exfift  and  ceafe  to  be, 
Heere  I  difdaime  all  my  paternall  care, 
Propinquity  and  property  of  blond, 
And  as  a  ftranger  to  my  heart  and  me, 
Hold  thee  from  this  for  euer,  the  barbarous  Scythian, 
Or  he  that  makes  his  generation 
Mefles  to  gorge  his  appetite, 
Shall  be  as  well  neighboured,  pittied  and  rekeued, 
As  thou  my  fome-time  daughter. 

Kent.  Good  my  liege*  (wrath 

Lear.  Peace  Kent,  come  not  betweene  the  dragon  and  his 
I  lou'd  her  mod,  and  thought  to  fet  my  reft 
On  her  kinde  nurfery,  hence  and  auoid  my  fight : 
So  be  my  graue  my  peace  as  heere  I  giue, 
Her  fathers  heart  from  her ;  call  France,  who  ftirres  ? 
Call  Burgundy,  Cornwall,  and  Albany, 
With  my  two  daughters  dower  digeft  this  third, 
Let  pride,  which  (he  cats  plainnefle,  marry  her : 
I  do  inueft  you  ioyntly  in  my  power, 
Preheminence,  and  all  the  large  effefts 
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That  troope  with  maiefty,  our  felfe  by  monthly  ooorfe 

With  referuation  of  an  hundred  knights, 

By  yon  to  be  fuftain'd,  fhall  our  abode 

Make  with  you  by  due  turnes,  onely  we  ftill  retaioe 

The  name  and  all  the  additions  to  a  king, 

The  fway,  reuenue,  execution  of  the  reft, 

Beloued  fonnes  be  yours,  which  to  confirmc, 

This  coronet  port  betwixt  you. 

Kent*  Royal  Lear, 
Whom  I  haue  euer  honor'd  as  my  king, 
Loued  as  my  father,  as  my  matter  followed, 
As  my  great  patron  thought  on  in  my  praiers. 

Lear.  The  bow  is  bent  and  drawne,  make  from  die  (haft* 

Kent.  Let  it  fall  rather, 
Though  the  forke  inuade  the  region  of  my  heart, 
Be  Kent  vnmannerly,  when  Lear  is  mad, 
What  wilt  thou  do  old  man,  think'ft  thou  that  duty 
Shall  haue  dread  to  fpeake,  when  power  to  flattery  bowes, 
To  plainnefle  honours  bound,  when  maiefty  ftoops  to  folly, 
Reuerfe  thy  doome,  and  in  thy  beft  confideration 
Check  this  hideous  rafhneffe,  anfwcr  my  life, 
My  iudgement,  thy  yongeft  daughter  does  not  loue  thee  lealt, 
Nor  are  thofe  empty  hearted,  whofe  low  found 
Reuerbs  no  hollownefle. 
*  Lear.  Kent,  on  thy  life  no  more.        •   • 

Kent.  My  life  I  neuer  held  but  as  a  pawne 
To  wage  againft  thy  enemies,  nor  feare  to  lofe  it, 
Thy  (afety  being  the  motiue. 

Lear.  Out  of  my  fight. 

Kent.  See  better  Lear,  and  let  me  (till  remaine 
The  true  blanke  of  thine  eie. 

Lear.  Now  by  yf/a/ib— 

Kent.  Now  by  dpollo,  king  thou  fwear'ft  thy  Gods  in  vaine. 

Lear* 
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Lear.  Vaflail,  recreant. 

Kent.  Do,  kill  thy  phyfition, 
And  the  fee  bellow  vpon  the  foule  difeafe, 
Reuoke  thy  doome,  or  whilft  I  can  vent  clamovr 
From  my  throat,  He  tell  the*  thou  doft  euill. 

Lear.  Heare  me,  on  thy  allegiance  hear e  me ; 
Since  thou  haft  fought  to  make  vs  breake  oar  tow, 
Which  we  diirft  neucr  yet ;  and  with  ftraied  pride. 
To  come  betweene  our  fentence  and  our  power, 
Which,  nor  our  nature,  nor  our  place  can  be&re, 
Our  potency  make  good,  take  thy  reward, 
Foure  dayes  we*  do  aHot  thee  for  prouifion, 
To  (hield  thee  from  difeafes  of  the  world, 
And  on  the  fift  to  turne  thy  hated  backe 
Vpon  our  kingdom? ;  if  on  the  tenth  day  following, 
Thy  banHht.trunke  be  found  in  our  dominions, 
The  moment  is  thy  death,  away. 
By  Iupiter  this  ftiall  not  be  reuokt. 

Kent.  Why  fare  thee  well  king,  lince  thou  wilt  appears, 
Friendftiip  Hues  hence,  and  banifhment  is  here ; 
The  gods  to  thfetr  protection  take  the  maid, 
That  rightly  tfiinkes,  and  hath  moft  iuftly  faid, 
And  your  large  fpeedies  may  your  deeds  approue, 
That  good  effetts  may  fpring  from  words  of  loue  c 
Thus  Kent,  O  princes,  bids  you  all  adew, 
Hee'l  fliape  his  old  courfe  in  a  country  new. 

Enter  France  and  Burgundy  with  Gloceftcr. 
Clo.  Heer's  France  and  Burgundy,  my  noble  lord* 
Lear.  My  lord  or  Burgundy,  we  firft  addrefle  towards  youf 
Who  with  a  king  hath  riuald  for  our  daughter, 
What  in  the  lead  will  you  require  in  prefent 
Dower  with  her,  or  ceafe  your  queft  of  loue  I 
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Burg.  Roiall  maiefty,  I  craue  no  more  then  what  . 
Your  highneffe  offered,  nor  will  you  tender  lefle  ? 

Lear.  Right  noble  Burgundy,  when  the  was  deare  to  v% 
We  did  hold  her  fo,  but  now  her  price  is  fallen ; 
Sir,  there  (he  ftands,  if  ought  within  that  little 
Seeming  fubftance,  or  all  of  it  with  our  difpleafune  peec'ft, 
And  nothing  elfc  may  fitly  like  your  grace, 
Shee's  there,  and  (he  is  yours* 
Burg.  I  know  no  anfwer. 

Lear.  Sir,  will  you  with  thofe  infirmities  (he  owes, 
Vnfriended,  new  adopted  to  our  hate, 
Couered  with  our  curie,  and  ftranger'd  with  our  oath, 
Take  her  or  leaue  her. 

Burg.  Pardon  me  royall  fir,  ele&ion  makes  not  rp, 
O9  fuch  conditions. 

Lear.  Then  leaue  her  fir,  for  by  the  power  that  made  me, 
I  tell  you  all  her  wealth.    For  you  great  king, 
I  would  not  from  your  loue  make  fuch  a  ftray, 
To  match  you  where  I  hate,   therefore  befeech  you, 
To  auert  your  liking  a  more  worthier  way, 
Then  on  a  wretch  whom  nature  is  a/ham'd 
Almoft  to  acknowledge  hers. 

Fra.  This  is  moft  ftrange,  that  (he  that  euen  but  now 
Was  your  bed  obieft,  the  argument  of  your  praife, 
Balme  of  your  age,  moft  beft,  moft  deereft, 
Should  in  this  trice  of  time  commit  a  thing 
So  monftrous,  to  difinantle  fo  many  foulds  of  fauour, 
Sure  her  offence  muft  be  of  fuch  vnnaturall  degree, 
That  monfters  it,*  or  you  for  voucht  affeftions 
Falne  into  taint,  which  to  beleeue  of  her 
Muft  be  a  faith  that  reafon  without  miracle  , 

Coqld  neuer  pjWnt  in  me. 

Corl 
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Cord.  I  yet  befeech  your  maiefty, 
If  for  I  want  that  glib  and  oily  art, 
To  fpeakc  and  purpofe  not,  fince  what  I  well  intend,  ' 
Be  4<>'t  before  I  fpeake,  that  you  may  know 
It  is  no  vicious  blot,  murder,  or  foulenefle, 
No  vndeane  action  or  dishonoured  ftep 
That  hath  depriu'd  me  of  your  grace  and  fauour, 
But  eucn  for  want  of  that,  for  which  I  am  rich, 
A  ftill  foliciting  eye,  and  fuch  a  tongue, 
As  I  am  glad  I  haue  hot,  though  not  to  haue  it, 
Hath  loft  me  in  your  liking. 

Lear.  Go  to,  goe  to,  better  thou  hadft  not  been  borne, 
Then  not  to  haue  pleas'd  me  better. 

Fran.  Is  it  no  more  but  this,  a  tardinefle  in  nature, 
That  often  leaues  the  hiftory  vnfpoke  that  it  intends  to  do, 
My  lord  of  Burgundy,  what  fay  you  to  the  lady  ?  \ 

Lone  is  not  lone  when  it  is  mingled  with  refpefts  that  (lands        ' 
Aloofe  from  the  entire  point,  will  you  haue  her  t 
She  is  her  felfe  and  dower. 

Burg.  Royall  Lear,  giue  but  that  portion 
Which  yourfdfe  propos'd,  and  here  I  take 
Cerdelia  by  the  hand,  dutchefle  of  Burgundy. 

Lear.  Nothing,  I  haue  fworne. 

Burg.  I  am  forry  then  you  haue  fo  loft  a  father, 
That  you  muft  lofe  a  hufband. 

Cord.  Peace  be  with  Burgundy,  fince  that  refpcc*c9 
Of  fortune  are  his  loue,  I  fhall  not  be  his  wife. 

Fran.  Faireft  Cordelia*  that  art  moft  rich  being  poore. 
Mod  choife  forfaken,  and  moft  loued  defpis'd. 
Thee  and  thy  venues  heere  I  feize  vpon, 
Be  it  lawfull  I  take  vp  what's  caft  away. 
Gods,  Gods !  tis  ftrange,  that  from  their  cold'ft  neglect, 
My  loue  (hould  kindle  to  enflam'd  refpecl, 
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Thy  dowrelefle  daughter  king,  thrownc  to  thy  chance, 
Is  queene  of  vs,  of  oars,  and  our  faire  France : 
Not  all  the  dukes  in  watrifli  Burgundy, 
Shall  buy  this  vnpriz'd  precious  maid  of  me. 
Bid  them  farwell  Cordelia,  though  vnkinde 
Thou  lofeft  heere,  a  better  where  to  finde. 

Lear.  Thou  haft  her  France,  let  her  be  thine, 
For  we  haue  no  foch  daughter,  nor  {hall  euer  fee  , 

That  face  of  hers  againe,  therefore  be  gone, 
Without  our  .grace,  our  loue,   our  benizon :   come  noble 
Burgundy.  Exit  Lear  and  Burgundy. 

Fran.  Bid  farwell  to  your  fillers. 

Cord.  The  iewels  of  our  father, 
With  wafht  eyes  Cordelia  leaues  you,  I  know  you  what  you  are. 
And  like  a  fitter  am  moft  loth  to  call  your  faults 
As  they  are  named,  vfe  well  our  father, 
To  your  profefled  bofomes  I  commit  him, , 
£ut  yet  alafle,  flood  I  within  his  grace, 
I  would  preferre  him  to  a  better  place ; 
So  farwell  to  you  both. 

Gcnorill.  Prefcribe  not  vs  our  duties. 

Regan.  Let  your  ftudy  be  to  content  your  lord, 
Who  hath  receiu'd  you  at  fortunes  almes, 
You  haue  obedience  fcanted, 
And  well  are  worth  the  worth  that  you  haue  wanted. 

Cord.  Time  (hall  vnfold  what  pleated  cunning  hides,   ' 
Who  couers  faults,  at  laft  Ihame  them  derides  : 
Well  may  you  profper. 

Fran.  Come  faire  Cordelia.  *  Exit  France  and  Cord. 

Con.  Sifter,  it  is  not  a  little  I  haue  to  fay, 
Of  what  moft  neerely  appertaines  to  vs  both, 
I  thinkc  our  father  will  hence  to  night. 

Vol.  IL  H  Reg. 


i 


■ 


1 


The  History  of  Kmo  Lear. 


Reg.  That's  rooft  certaine,  and  with  you,  next  month 
with  vs. 

Gen.  You  fee  bow  full  of  changes  his  age  is,  the  obferwa- 
tion  we  haue  made  of  it  hath  not  bcene  little ;  he  alwaies  loved 
onr  fitter  moft,  and  with  what  poore  lodgement  hee  hath  now 
caft  her  off,  appeares  too  grofie. 

Reg.  Tis  the  infirmity  of  his  age,  yet  he  hath  ener  hut 
flenderly  knowne  himfelfe. 

Qono.  The  beft  and  founded  of  his  time  hath  bin  but  rafli, 
then  muft  we  looke  to  receiue  fro  bis  age,  not  'alone  the 
imperfection  of  long  ingrafted  condition,  but-  therwithal  vo- 
ruly  waiwardnes,  that  infirme  and  chokrtcke  yeares  bring 
with  them. 

Reg.  Such  vnconftant  flars  are  we  like  to  haue  from  Mo, 
as  this  of  Kents  banifhment. 

Cono.  There  is  further  complement  of  leaue  taking  between 
France  and  him,  pray  lets  hit  together,  if  our  father  cary 
authority  with  fuch  difpofitions  as  he  beares,  this  laft  fur- 
render  of  his  will  but  ofiend  vs. 

Regan.  We  (hall  further  thinke  on*t. 

Con.  We  muft  do  fomething,  and  it'll  heare.         Exeunt. 

Enter  B&ttzrdfilus. 

Baft.  Thou  nature  art  my  goddefle,  to  thy  law  my  feruiccs 
are  bound,  wherefore  fhould  I  ftand  hi  the  plague  of  cuftome, 
and  permit  the  curiofity  of  nations  to  depriue  me,  for  that  I 
am  fome  12.  or  14.  moone-ftiines  lag  of  a  brother:  why 
baftftrd  ?  wherefore  bafe,  when  my  dementions  are  as  weB 
compact,  my  minde  as  generous,  and  my  (hape  as  true  as  ho* 
neft  madams  iflue,  why  brand  they  vs  with  bafe,  bafc 
baftardy  ?  who  in  the  lufty  ftealth  of  nature,  take  more  com- 
position and  fierce  quality,  then  doth  within  a  ftale  dull  lied 
bed,  goe  to  the  creating  of  i  whole  tribe  of  fops  got  tweene 
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fteepe  and  wake ;  well  the  legitimate  Edgar,  I  muft  haue  your 
land,  our  fathers  loue  is  to  the  baftard  Edmund,  as  to  the  le- 
gitimate: well  my  legitimate,  if  this  letter  fpeed,  and  my  in- 
uention  thriue,  Edmund  the  bafe  (hall  tooth'legitimate :  I 
grow,  I  profper,  now  gods  ftartd  vp  for  baftards* 

inter  Gfccefter. 

Gloft.  Kent  banifht  thus,  and  France  in  choller  parted,  ami 
the  king  gone  to  night,  fubfcrib'd  his  power,  confined  to  ex- 
hibition, all  this  done  vpon  the  gad ;  Edmmd>  how  now, 
what  newes  i 

Baft.  So  pleafe  yonr  lordftrip,  none. 

Gloft.  Why  fo  earncftly  fecke  yon  to  put  rp  that  letter? 

Baft.  I  know  no  newes,  my  lord. 

Gk.  What  paper  were  you  reading  I 

Baft.  Nothing  my  lord* 

Ghft.  No,  what  needs  then  that  terrible  difpatch  of  it  Info 
yonr  pocket,  the  quality  of  nothing  had  not  fuch  need  tor  hide 
itfelfe,  lets  fee,  come  if  it  be  nothing  I  (hal  not  need  fped- 
tacles. 

.  Baft .  I  befeech  you  fir  pardon!  me,  it  is  a  letter  from  my 
brother,  that  I  haue  not  all  ore  read,  for  fo  much  as  1  haue 
perofed,  I  finde  it  not  fit  for  your  liking. 

Ghft.  Giue  me  the  letter  fir. 

Baft.  I  (hall  offend,  either  to  detatne  or  giue  It,  the  con- 
tents as  in  part  I  vnderftaad  them>  are  too  blame. 

Glo.  Lets  fee,  lets  fee. 

Baft.  I  hope  for  my  brother*  ittftificatidn*  he  wrote  this 
but  as  an  eflay,  or  tafte  of  my  vertue.  Aleittir* 

Gloft.  This  policy  of  age  makes  the  world  bitter  ti>  tfte  bdft 
of  our  times,  ksepes  our  fortunes  from  vs  till  our  oldnefle 
cannot  rdlKh  them,  I  begin  to  finde  an  idle  and  fond  bondage 
i«  the  oppreflloi>o£  aged  tyranny*  who  fwaiesnot  as  it  hath. 
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power,  but  as  it  is  differed,  come  to  xnee,  that  of  this  I  tnsj 
fpeake  more ;  if  our  father  would  fleepc  till  I  wakt  him,  yea 
{hould  enioy  halfe  his  reuenew  for  euer,  and  liue  the  beloucd 
of  your  brother  Edgar. 

Hum,  confpiracy,  flept  till  I  wakt  him,  you  (hould  enioy 
halfe  his  reuenew :  my  fonne  Edgar,  had  he  a  hand  to  write 
this,  a  hart  and  braine  to  breed  it  in  ?  when  dune  this  to 
you,  who  brought  it  ? 

Bqft.  It  was  not  brought  me  my  lord,  there's  the  cunning 
of  it,  I  found  it  throwne  in  at  the  cafement  of  my  clofet. 

Gloft.  You  know  the  carrafter  to  be  your  brothers  i 

Baft.  If  the  matter  were  good,  my  lord,  I  durft  fweare  it 
were  his,  but  in  refpeft  of  that,  I  would  faine  thinke  it  woe 
not. 

Glojl.  Is  it  his  ? 

Baft.  It  is  his  hand  my  lord,  but  I  hope  his  heart  is  not  in 
the  contents. 

Gloft.  Hath  he  neuer  heeretofore  founded  you  in  this  bufi- 
neffle? 

Baft.  Neuer  my  lord,  but  I  haue  often  heard  him  maintaine 
it  to  be  fit,  that  fonnes  at  perfit  age,  and  fathers  declining, 
his  father  (hould  be  as  ward  to  the  fonne,  and  the  (bone 
mannage  the  reuenew. 

Gloft.  O  villaine,  villaine,  his  very  opinion  in  the  letter, 
abhorrid  villaine,  vonaturall  detefted  bruitifli  villaine,  worfe 
then  bruitifli,  go  fir  feeke  him ;  I,  apprehend  him,  abhoniin- 
able  villaine,  where  is  he? 

Baft.  I  do  not  well  know  my  lord,  if  it  (hall  plgafe  you  to 
fufpend  your  indignation  againft  my  brother,  till  you  can  de- 
riue  from  him  better  teftimony  of  this  intent,  you  fhal  runne 
a  certaine  jcctarfe,  where  if  you  violently  proceed  againft  him, 
miftaking  his  purpofe,  it  would  make  a  great  gap  in  your 
owne  honour,  and  (hake  in  peeces  the  heart  of  bis  obedient*, 
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I  dare  pawne  downe  my  life  for  him,  hee  hath  wrote  this  to ' 
feele  my  afftftion  to  your  honour,  and  to  no  further  pretence, 
of  danger. 

Cbft.  Thinke  you  fo  ? 

Baft.  If  your  honour  iudge  it  meete,  I  will  place  you 
where  yop  (hall  heare  vs  conferre  of  this,  and  by  an  aurigular 
afliirance  haue  your  fatisfa&ion,  and  that  without  any  further 
delay  then  this  very  cuening. 

Glqft.  He  cannot  be  fuch  a  monfter. 
Baft*  Nor  is  not  fure. 

Gloft.  To  his  father,  that  fo  tenderly  and  entirely  loues 
him :  heauen  and  earth  !  Edmund  feeke  him  out,  winde  me 
into  him,  I  pray  you  frame  your  bufines  after  your  owne 
wifedome,  I  wold  vnftate  myfelfe  to  be  in  a  dup  refolution. 

Baft.  I  (hall  feeke  him  fir  prefeatly,  conuey  the  bufineflc  as 
I  fhall  fee  meanes,  and  acquaint  you  withall. 

G/o.  Thefe  late  eclipfes  in  the  funne  and  moone,  portend  no 
good  to  vs,  though  the  wifedome  of  nature  can  reafon  thus 
and  thus,  yet  nature  findes  itfelfe  fcourg'd  by  the  fequent  ef- 
fects, loue  cooles,  friendftiip  fals  off,  brothers  diuide,  in  ci- 
ties mutinies,  in  countries  difcords,  pallaces  treafon,  the  bond 
crackt  betweene  fonne  and  father ;  finde  out  this  villaine, 
Edmund  it  (hall  lofe  thee  nothing,  do  it  carefully ;  and  the 
noble  and  true  hearted  Kent  bani(ht,  his  offence  honeft ; 
ftrange,  ftrange ! 

Baft.  This  is  the  excellent  foppery  of  the  world,  that 
when  we  are  ficke  in  fortune,  often  the  furfet  of  our  owne 
behauiour,  we  make  guilty  of  our  difafters,  the  funne,  the 
moone,  and  the  ftars,  as  if  we  were  villaines  by  ueceffity, 
fooles  by  heauenly  compulfion,  knaues,  theeucs,  and  tre- 
cherers  by  fpirituall  predominance,  drunkards,  liars,  and 
adulterers  by  an  enforc'ft  obedience  of  planitary  influence, 
f  td  all  that  we  are  euill  in,  by  a  diuine  thrulting  on,  an  ad- 
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dJrabk  euafioa  of  whore -mailer  man,  to  lay  his  goatffh  <fif- 
poimop  to  due  charge  of  ftaxs :  my  father  compounded  wttfc 
rfly  mother  vnder  the  Dragons  taile,  and  my  natinity  was  voder 
Vrfa  motor,  fo  that  it  followes  I  am  rough  and  lecherous; 
fot,  I  fiiodd  bane  beene  that  I  am,  had  the  maidenleft  ftarre 
ok  the  firmament  twiackled  on  my  baftardy ;  Edgar, 

Enter  Edgar. 

and  out  he  comes  like  the  cataftrophe  of  the  old  comedy, 
mine  is  villanous  melancholy,  with  a  figh  like  them  of  Bed* 
lam ;  O  thefe  ecclipfes  do  portend  thefe  diuifions. 

Edgar.  Haw  now  brother  Edmund,  what  ferious  contem- 
plation are  you  in  ? 

Baft.  I  am  thinking  brother  of  a  prediftion  I  tead  this  other 
day,  what  (hould  follow  thefe  ecclipfes. 

Edg.  Doe  you  bufie  your  felfe  about  that  i 

Baft.  I  promife  you  the  efiefts  he  writ  of,  fucceed  vnhap- 
pily,  as  of  vnnaturalnefle  betweene  the  childe  and  the  parent, 
death,  dearth,  diflblutions  of  ancient  armies,  diuifions  in 
ftate,  menaces  and  malediftions  againft  king  and  nobles,  need- 
lefle  diffidences,  banUhment  of  friends,  diffipation  of  cohorts, 
nuptiall  breaches,  and  I  know  not  what. 

Edg.  How  long  haue  you  bin  in  a  feftary  aftronomicall  ? 

Baft.  Come,  come,  when  faw  you  my  father  laft  ? 

Edg.  Why  the  night  gone  by. 

Baft.  Spake  you  with  him  i 

Edg.  Two  houres  together. 

Baft.  Parted  you  in  good  tearmesf  found  you  no  difplea- 
fure  in  him  by  word  or  countenance  i 

Edg.  None  at  all. 

Baft.  Bethinke  yourfelfe  wherein  you  may  haue  offended 
Jum,  and  at  my  entreaty,  fhrbcare  his  pretence,  till  fome 
little  time  hath  qualified  the  heatc  of  his  difpleafiire,  which 
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at  tht*  iiUbtnt  fi>  n<geth  id  him,  that  with  the  mifchUfe  tf 
yoor  pcrfoa  it  wotild  fcatfe  allay. 

Efe.  Some  frillaine  hath  done  toe  wrong* 

ityf.  That's  my  fcare  brother,  I  adtiife  you  to  die  beft, 
goe  arm'd,  I  am  do  honeft  man  if  there  be  any  good  meaning 
towards  you,  I  hane  told  you  what  I  ba*e  feen  and  hdard* 
fcvt  faintly*  nothing  like  the  imagfe  add  horrbt  of  it  j  pray 
fon  away. 

Bdg.  Shall  I  heart  from  you  anon  i  Sxit  Edg*. 

&#*  I  do  fcrue  70U  *n  ***  bofineflfe : 
A  crtdulous  father,  and  a  brother  noble, 
Whofe  nature  is  fo  farre  from  doing  harmes, 
That  he  fufpefts  none,  da  whofc  foolifh  honefty 
My  praftifes  ride  cafie,  I  fee  the  bufidejfe 
Let  me  if  not  by  birth,  haue  lands  by  wit, 
All  With  me's  mcete,  that  I  can  fafhion  fit.  Exit, 

Enter  Gonorill  and  a  Gentleman. 

Gin.  Did  my  father  itrike  my  gentleman  for  chiding  of  his 
foole? 

Gent.  Ye9  madam. 

Gon.  By  day  and  night  he  wrongs  me* 
Enery  houre  he  flaihes  into  one  grofle  dime  or  other, 
That  fets  Vs  all  at  od*  tie  not  endure  it ; 
His  knights  grow  riotous,  and  himfelfe  vpbraids  vs 
CM  coery  tri6e  when  he  retur nes  from  hunting, 
I  will  *)t  f^oakc  With  Mm,  fay  lamficke. 
If  ybii  come  flacke  of  former  femices, 
Yarn  fhall  do  well,  die  fault  of  if  He  anfwer. 

Genu  Hee's  comming  madam,  I  heare  him. 

Gon.  Put  on  what  weary  negligence  you  pfcrfe,  yon  and 
yoor  feUow-fcrttantv  I(fc  hafeettt  cofte  in  queftion,  if  he  dif- 
like  it,  let  him  to  our  fitter,  whofe  minde  and  mine  I  know  in 
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that  are  one,  not  to  be  ouer-rulde ;  idle  olde  man  that  flill 
would  manage  thofe  authorities  that  he  hath  giueu  away,  no* 
by  my  life  olde  fooles  are  babes  againe,  and  muft  be  vfed 
with  checkes  as  flatteries,  when  they  are  feene  abus'd,  re* 
member  what  I  tell  you. 

Cent.  Very  well,  madam. 

Cqju  And  let  his  knights  haue  colder  lookes  among  you, 
what  growes  of  it  no  matter,  aduife  your  fellowes  fo,  I  would 
breed  from  hence  occifions,  and  I  /hall,  that  I  may  fpeak^ 
He  write  ftraight  to  my  lifter  to  hold  my  very  courfe ;  goc 
prepare  for  dinner.  Exit. 

Enter  Kent. 

Ken.  If  but  as  well  I  other  accents  borrow,  that  can  taj 
fpeech  defufe,  my  good  intent  may  carry  through  it  felfe  to 
that  ful  iflue  for  which  I  raiz'd  my  likenefle ;  now  baniAt 
Kentt  if  thou  canft  ferue  wherfc  thou  doft  ftand  condemn'd, 
thy  mafter  whom  thou  loueft,  (hall  finde  the  full  of  labour. 

.    Enter  Lear. 

Lear.  Let  me  not  ftay  a  iot  for  dinner,  goe  get  it  ready: 
how  now,  what  art  thou  ? 
Kent .  A  man  fir. 
Lear.  What  doft  thou  profefle  i  what'wouldft  thou  with 

VS  ?  v    ' 

Kent.  I  doe  profefle  to  bee  no  lefle  then  I  fceine,  to  ferae 
him  truely  that  wil  put  me  in  truft,  to  kroe  him  that  is  ho* 
neft,  to  conuerfe  with  him  that  is  wife  and  flies  little,  to 
feare  iudgement,  to  fight  when  I  cannot  chufe,  and  to  eate 
Hofifli. 

tear.  What  art  thou  i 

Kent.  A  very  honeft  hearted  fellow,  and  as  poore  as  the 

king. 
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Imt.  If -thou  be  as  poore  for  a  fabied,  as  he  is  for  a  king, 
thou  art  poore  enough,  what  wouldft  thou? 

Kent.  Seruice. 

Lear.  Who  wouldft  thou  feme  ? 

Kent.  You. 

Lear*  Doft  thou  know  me  feltow  ? 

Kent.  No  fir,  but  you  haue  that  in  your  countenance, 
which  I  would  faine  call  matter. 

Lear.  What's  that? 

Kent.  Authority. 

Lear.  What  feruices  canft  thou  do  ? 

Kent.  I  can  keepe  honeft  counfaile,  ride,  run,  marre  a  cu- 
rious tale  in  telling  it,  and  deliuer  a  plaine  meflage  bluntly, 
that  which  ordinary  men  are  fit  for,  I  am  qualified  in,  and 
the  bed  of  me,  is  diligence. 

Lear.  How  old  art  thou  ? 

Kent.  Not  fo  young  to  loue  a  woman  for  finging,  nor  fo 
old  to  dote  on  her  for  any  thing,  I  haue  yeares  on  my  backe 
forty  eight. 

Lear.  Follow  me,  thou  fhalt  feme  me,  if  I  like  thee  no 
worfe  after  dinner,  I  will  not  part  from  thee  yet ;  dinner  ho, 
dinner,  where's  my  knaue  my  foole,.  goe  you  and  call  my 
foole  hether,  you  firra,  where's  my  daughter  ? 

Enter  Steward. 

Steward.  Sopleafeyou, 

Lear.  What  faies  the  fellow  there  ?  call  the  clat-pole 
backe,  where's  my  foole  ?  ho,  I  thinke  the  world's  afleepe, 
how  now,  where's  that  mungrell  i 

Kent.  He  faies  my  lord,  your  daughter  is  not  well  * 
Lear.  Why  came  not  the  flaue  backe  to  me  when  I  call'd 
him?  ' 

Servant. 
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Strunnt.  Sir,  be  anfwered  me  in  the  roufcdeft  manner,  hec 
would  not. 

Lear.  He  would  not  ? 

Seruant.  My  lord,  I  know  not  what  the  matter  is,  but  to 
my  iudgement,  your  highncfle  is  not  entertain'd  with  that  ce- 
remonious affeftion  as  y&u  were  wont,  there's  a  great  abate 
meat  appeares  as  well  in  the  generall  dependants,  as  in  the 
duke  himfelfe  alfo,  and  your  daughter. 

Lear.  Ha,  faift  thou  fo  ? 

Seruant.  I  befeech  you  pardon  me  my  lord,  if  I  be  mif* 
taken,  for  my  duty  cannot  be  filent,  when  I  thinke  your 
highnelfe  b  wrong'd. 

Lea *%  Thou  but  remembreft  me  of  mine  owne  conception, 
I  haue  perceiued  a  moft  faint  negleft  of  late,  which  I  hade 
rather  blamed  as  mine  owne  iealous  curiofity,  then  as  a  very 
pretence  and  purport  of  vnkindiies ;  I  will  look  further  into 
It,  but  whet's  this  foole  ?  I  haue  not  feene  him  this  twodaies. 

Seruant*  Since  my  young  ladies  going  into  France  fir,  the 
foole  hath  much  pined  away. 

Liar.  No  more  of  that,  I  haue  noted  it,  gde  you  and  teO 
toy  daughter,  I  would  fpeake  with  her,  go  you  call  hither 
my  foole ;  O  you  fir,  you  fir,  come  you  hither,  who  am  I 

fir? 

Stew.  My  ladies  father. 

Lear.  My  ladies  father,  my  lords  knaue,  you  whorefon 
dog,  you  (hue,  you  curre. 

Stfw.  I  am  none  of  this  my  lord,  I  befeech  yon  pardon  me, 

Lear.  Do  you  bandy  lookes  with  me  you  rafcaU  i 

Stew.  He  not  be  ftrucke  my  lord, 

Kent.  Nor  tript  neither,  you  bafe  football  plaier. 

Lear.  1  ttake  thee  fellow,  thou  fcru'ft  me,  and  ile  loue 
thee.  c 

Kent. 
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Kent.  Come  fir,  ile  teach  yon  dkfereaces,  away,  away,  if 
yon  will  meafure  your  lubbers  length  againe,  tarry,  but 
away,  you  haue  wifedome. 

Lear.  Now  friendly  knaue  I  thank*  thee,  there's  eanusft  of 
thyferuice. 

Enter  Foole. 

Toole.  Let  me  hire  him  too,  here's  my  coxcombe. 

Lear.  How  now  my  pretty  knaue,  how  doft  thou  i 

Foole.  Sirra,  yon  were  beft  take  my  coxcombe. 

Kent.  Why  foole  ? 

Foole.  Why  for  taking  ones  part  that's  out  of  fauour,  nay 
and  thou  canft  not  fmile  as  the  winde  fits,  thou't  catch  colde 
fhortly,  there  take  my  coxcombe;  why  this  fellow  hath 
banifht  two  of  his  daughters,  and  done  the  third  a  Nefling 
againfl  his  will,  if  thou  follow  him,  thou  muft  needs  weare 
my  coxcombe,  how  now  nunckle,  would  I.  had  two  cox- 
combes,  and  two  daughters. 

Lear.  Why  my  boy  \    • 

Foole.  If  I  gaue  them  any  liuing,,  ide  keepe  my  coxcombe 
my  felfe,  thercs  mine,  beg  another  of  thy  daughters. 

Lear.  Take  heed  firra,  the  whip. 

Foole.  Truth  is,  a  dog  that  muft  to  kennell,  he  muft  bee 
whipt  out,  when  lady  oth'e  brach  may  ftand  by  the  fire  and 
ftinke. 

Lear.  A  peftilent  gull  to  me. 

Foole.  Sirra,  ile  teach  thee  a  fpeech. 

Lear.  Do. 

Foole.  Marke  it  vnckle;  haue  more  then  thou  (heweft, 
fpeake  lefle  then  thou  knoweft,  lend  lefle  then  thou  oweft, 
ride  more  then  thou  goeft,  learne  more  then  thou  troweft, 
fet  lefle  then  thou  throweft,  leaue  thy  drink  and  thy  whore, 
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md  keepe  in  a  doore,  and  thou  (halt  haue  more,  then  two 
tens  to  a  (core. 

Lear.  This  is  nothing  fdole. 

Foole.  Then  like  the  breath  of  an  vnfeed  lawyer,  you  gaue 
me  nothing  for  it ;  ean  you  make  no  vfe  of  nothing  vncle  ? 

Lear.  Why  no  boy,  nothing  can  be  made  out  of  nothing. 

Took.  Prethce  tell  him,  fo  much  the  rent  of  his  land  comes 
tb,  he  will  not  beleeue  a  foole. 

Lean  A  bitter  foole. 

Foole.  Doft  thou  know  the  difference  my  boy,  betweene  a 
bitter  foole,  and  a  fweete  foole. 

Lear.  No  lad,  teach  me. 

Ftole.  That  lord  that  counfaild  thee  to  giue  away  thy  land, 
Come  place  him  heere  by  me,  do  thou,  for  him  (land, 
The  fweete  and  bitter  foole  will  prefently  appeare, 
The  one  in  modey  here,  the  other  found  out  there. 

Lear.  Doft  thou  call  me  foole  boy  ? 

Foole.  Al  thy  other  tides  thou  haft  giaen  away,  that  thou 
waft  borne  with. 

Kent.  This  is  not  altogether  foole  my  lord. 

Foole.  No  faith,  lords  and  great  men  will  not  let  me,  if- 1 
had  a  monopolie  out,  they  would  haue  part  on*t,  and  lodes 
too,  they  will  not  let  me  haue  all  foole  to  my  felfe,  thei'l  be 
fo  arc  I  ling ;  giue  me  an  egge  nunckle.,  and  ile  giue  thee  two 
crowoes. 

Lear.  What  two  crownes  (hall  they  be  ? 

Foole.  Why  after  I  haue  cut  the  egge  in  the  middle  and 
cate  vp  the  meate,  the  two  crownes  of  the  egge :  when  thou 
cloneft  thy  crowne  in  the  middle,  and  gaueft  away  both  parts, 
thou  boreft  thy  afleon  thy  back  ore  the  dirt,  thou  hadft  litdc 
wit  in  thy  bald  crowne,  when  thou  gaueft  thy  golden  one 
away  ;  if  I  fpeak  like  my  felfe  in  this,  let  him  be  whipt  that 
firfl  findes  it  fo. 

Fooles 
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Fooles  had  nere  lefle  wit  in  a  yeare, 
For  wife  men  are  growne  foppifh, 
They  know  not  how  their  wits  do  weare, 
Their  manners  are  fo  api(h. 

Lear.  When  were  you  wont  to  be  fo  full  of  fongs  firra  ? 

Foole.  I  haue  vfed  it  nuncle,  euer  fince  thou  mad'ft  thy 
daughters  thy  mother,  for  when  thou  gaueft  them  the  rod, 
and  putft  downe  thine  owne  breeches,  then  they  for  fudden 
ioy  did  weep,  and  I  for  forrow  fung,  that  fuch  a  king  fhould 
play  bo-pcepe9  and  goe  the  fooles  among :  prethee  nunckle 
keepe  a  fchoole-mafter  that  can  teach  thy  foole  to  lie,  1  would 
faine  learne  to  lie. 

Lear.  If  you  lie,  weel  haue  you  whipt. 

Foole.  I  maruell  what  kin  thou  and  thy  daughters  are, 
they'l  haue  me  whipt  for  fpeaking  true,  thou  wilt  haue  mee 
whipt  for  lying,  and  fometime  I  am  whipt  for  holding  my 
peace,  I  had  rather  be  any  kinde  of  thinge  then  a  foole,  and 
yet  I  would  not  bee  thee  nunckle,  thou  haft  pared  thy  wit  a 
both  fides,  and  left  nothing  in  the  middle ;  heere  comes  one 
of  the  parings. 

Enter  GonorilL 

Lear.  How  now  daughter,  what  makes  that  frontlet  oo, 
Me-thinkes  you  are  too  much  alate  i'th  frowne. 

Fpok.  Thou  waft  a  pretty  fellow  when  thou  hadft  no  neede 
to  care  for  her  frowne,  thou,  thou  art  an  O  without  a  figure, 
I  am  better  then  thou  art  now,  I  am  a  foole,  thou  art  no- 
thing; yes  forfooth  I  will  hold  my  tongue,  fo  your  face  bids 
ae>  though  you  (ay  nothing. 
Mum,  mum,  he  that  keeps  neither  cruft  nor  crum, 
Weary  of  all,  /hall  want  fome.    That's  a  (heald  pefcod. 
.   Con.    Not  oncly   fir    this,   your  all-licenc'd    foole,   but 
/other  of  your  infolent  retinue  do  hourely  carpe  and  quarrel!, 
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breaking  foorth  in  rankc  and  (not  to  be  endured  riots)  fir,.  I 
had  thought  by  making  this  well  knowne  vnto  youv  to  haue 
found  a  fafe  redrefle,  bot  now  grow  fearefuli  by  what  your 
felfe  too  late  haue  fpoke  and  done,  that  70a  protect  this 
courfe,  and  pat  on  bj  your  allowance,  which  if  yoafhoald, 
the  fault  would  not  fcape  confute,  nor  the  redreflTe  flcepe, 
which  ra  the  tender  of  a  wholefome  weal,  might  in  their 
working  do  you  that  offence,  that  elfie  were  ihame,  that  then 
neceffity  muft  caH  dWcneete  proceedings. 

F6ok.  For  you  trow  nuncle,  the  hedge-fparrow  fed  tiro 
cookoMT  fo  long,  that  it  had  it  head  bit  off  beit  young,  fo 
outwent  the  candle,  and  we  were  left  darkling. 
Lear.  Are  you  our  daughter. 

GonorilL  Come  fir,  I  would  you  would-  make  vie  of  that 
good  wifedome  whereof  I  know  you  are  fraught,  and  put 
away  thefe  drfpofirions,  that  of  late  transforme  you  from  what 
you  rightly*  are.  / 

Fbol*.  May  not  an  afleknow  when  the  cart  drawes  the  horfc# 
whoop  Ag* 1  louethee. 

Lear.  Doth  any  here  know  me  ?  why  this  is  not  Lear;  doth 
Lear  walke  thus  ?  fpeake  thus  ?  where  are  his  cies,  either  his 
notion,  weaknefle,  or  his  difcernings  are  lethergy,  fleeping  or 
waking*;  ha !  Aire  tb  not  fo,  who' is  it  that  can  tell  me  who 
I  am  ?  Lean  fhadow  \  I  would  learne  that,  for  by  the  market 
of  foueraignty,  knowledge,  and  reafon,  I  (hould  be  falfe  per- 
IWftded  I  had  daughters. 
F6ok.  Which  they,  will  make  an  obedient  father. 
Le>.  Your  name  faire  gentlewoman  ? 
Con.  Come  fir,  this  admiration  is  much  of  the  ikuourof 
other  your  new  pranfces;  I  do  befecch  you  vnderftaod  my  pur* 
pofes  aright,  as  you  are  old  and  reuerend,  you  (hould  be 
wife,  heere  doe  you  keep  one  hundred  knights  and  (quires, 
men  fo  dUbrdered,  fo  deboyft  and  bold,  that  this  our  court 
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infe&ed  with  their  manners,  fliewcs  like  a  riotous  I&114  epi* 
curifme  and  loft  make  more  like  a  tauerne  or  bpothell,  then  ^ 
great  pallace,  the  flume  it  fdfo  doth  fpeake  for  infant  remedy, 
bee  thou  defired  by  her,  that  elfe  will  take  the  thing  flie  begs, 
a  little  to  difquantky  your  trains,  and  the  remainder  that  lhall 
ftill  depend,  to  be  fuch  men  as  may  befort  your  age,  and  know 
themfelues  and  you. 

Lear.  Darknefle  and  diuels!  (addle  my  hories,  call  my 
traine  together,  degenerate  baftard,  lie  not  trouble  thee ;  yet 
haue  I  left  a  daughter. 

Cou.  You  ftrike  my  people,  and  your'  difordered  rabble, 
make  feruants  of  their  betters. 

Enter  Duke. 

Lear.  We  that  too  late  repent's  vs;  O  fir,  are  you  come  ? 
Is  it  your  will  that  we  prepare  any  horfes,  ingratitude  !  thou 
marble-hearted  fiend,  more  hideous  when  thou  iheweft  thofc 
in  a  childe,  then  the  fea-mohfter,  detefted  kite,  thou  leflea 
my  traine  and  men  of  choife  and  rareft  parts,  that  all  particu- 
lars of  duty  know,  and  in  the  moft  exaft  regard,  fupport  the 
worihippes  of  their  name,  O  moft  fmall  fault,  how  vgly  didft 
'  thou  in  Cordelia  (hew,  that  like  an  engine  wrencht  my  frame 
of  nature  from  the  fixt  plate,-  drew  from  my  heart  all  louC, 
and  added  to  the  gall;  5  Lear,  Lear!  beate  at  this  gate  that 
let  thy  folly  in,  and  thy  deare  Judgment  out,  goe,  goe,  my 
people? 

Duke.  My  lord,  I  am  guildefle"  as  I  am  ignorant. 

Lear.  It  may  be  fo  my  lord,  harke  nature,  heare  deere 
goddefle,  fufpend  thy  purpofe,  if  thou  didft  intend  to  make 
this  creture  fruitefull,  into  her  wombe  conuey  fterillty,  dry  vp 
in  her  the  organs  of  encreafe,  and  from  her  derogate  body 
neuer  fpring  a  babe  to  honor  her ;  if  (be  muft  teem,  create 
her  childe  of  fpleen,  that  it  may  liue  and  be  a  thourt  difue- 

tur'd 
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tur'd  torment  to  her,  let  it  ftampe  wrinckles  in  her  brow  of 
youth,  with  accent  teares,  fret  channels  in  her  cheekes,  turne 
all  her  mothers  paines  and  benefits  to  laughter  and  contempt, 
that  fliee  may  feele,  how  (harper  then  a  ferpents  tooth  it  is, 
to  haue  a  thfcnkleflechilde,  goe,  goe,  my  people  ? 

Duke.  Now  gods  that  we  adore,  whereof  comes  this  i 

Con.  Neuer  afflift  your  felfe  to  know  the  caufe,  but  let  his 
difpofition  haue  that  fcope  that  dotage  giues  it. 

Lear.  What,  fifty  of  my  followers  at  a  clap,  within  a 
fortnight  ? 

Duke. '  What  is  the  matter  fir  ? 

Lear.  He  tell  thee,  life  and  death  I  I  am  a(ham'd  that  thos 
haft  power  to  (hake  my  manhood  thus,  that  thefe  hot  teares 
that  breake  from  me  perforce,  (hould  make  the  worft  blafb 
and  fogs  vpon  the  vntender  woundings  of  a  fathers  curfe,  pe* 
rufe  euery  fence  about  the  olde  fond  eies,  be-weepe  this  caufe 
againe,  ile  plucke  you  out,  and  you  call  with  the  waters  that 
you  make  to  temper  clay,  yea,  is  it  come  to  this  ?  yet  haue  1 
left  a  daughter,  whom  I  am  fure  is  kindc  and  comfortable, 
when  (he  (hall  heare  this  of  thee,  with  her  nailes  (heel  fkjf 
thy  woluifli  vifage,  thou  (halt  finde  that  ile  refume  the  (hape, 
which  thou  doeft  thinke  I  haue  call  off  for  euer,  thou  (halt  I 
warrant  thee.  Exit 

Con.  Do  you  marke  that  my  lord  ? 

Duke.  I  cannot  be  fo  partiall  Conorill  to  the  great  loue  I 
beare  you. 

Con.  Gome  fir,  no  more;  you,  more  knaue  then  foole, 
after  your  mafter. 

Foole.  Nuncle  Lear9  nuncle  Lear,  tarry  and  take  the  foole 
with  a  fox  when  one  has  caught  her,  and  fuch  a  daughter, 
fhould  fure  to  the  daughter,  if  my  cap  would  buy  a  halter,  fo 
the  foole  followes  after. 

Con.  What  Ofwald,  ho.      * 

Ofujald. 
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OfiuaH.  Heere  madam. 

Con.  What,  baue  you  writ  this  letter  to  my  fitter  ? 

Ofw.  Yes  madam. 

Cm.  Take  you  fome  company,  and  away  to  horfe,  informe 
her  full  of  my  particular  feares,  and  thereto  adde  fnch  reafons 
of  your  owne,  as  may  compaft  it  more;  get  yon  gone,  and 
after  yonr  rerarne—— now  my  lord,  this  miHie  gentlenefle 
and  conrfe  of  yours  though  I  diflike  not,  yet  mder  pardon 
yVu-e  much  more  alapt  want  of  wifedome,  then  pratfe  for 
harmfull  mildnefle. 

Duke.  How  farre  your  cies  may  pierce  I  cannot  tell, 
Striuing  to  better  ought,  we  marre  what's  well. 

6m.  Nay  then— 

Duke.  Well,  well,  the  euent.  Exit. 

Enter  Lear,  Kent,  and  Toole. 

Lear.  Go  you  before  to  Glocefter  with  thefe  letters,  acquaint 
my  daughter  no  further  with  any  thing  you  know,  then 
comes  from  her  demand  out  of  the  letter,  if  your  diligence  be 
net  fpeedie,  I  (hall  be  there  before  you. 

Kent.  I  will  not  fleepe  my  lord,  till  I  haue  deliuered  your 
letter.  Exit. 

Fooie.  If  a  mans  braines  were  in  his  heeles,  wert  not  in 
danger  of  kybes  ? 

Lear*  I  boy. 

Foole.  Then  I  prethce  be  merry,  thy  wit  (hall  nere  go  flip- 
(hod» 

Lear.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Fcole.  Shalt  fee  thy  other  daughter  will  vfe  thee  kindly,  for 
though  (he  is  as  like  this,  as  a  crabbe  is  like  an  apple,  yet  I 
con,  what  I  can  tell. 

Lear.  Why  what  canft  thou  tell  my  boy  ? 
Vol.  II.  I  Foole- 
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Toole.  Shee'l  tafte  as  like  this,  as  a  crab  doth  to  a  crab ;  thou 
canft  acA  tell  Xvhy  ones  nofefUnds  In  the  middle  of  his  face  ? 
Lear.  No. 

,   ftoiSr.  Why  to  keep  his  cyes^on  cither  fide  his  Hofe,  that 
what  a  man  cannot  finell  out,  he  mfcy  fpy  into. 

/>/fr.  I  did  her  wrong  1 

F#le>  Canft  tell  how  an  oyfler  makes  his  flicll, 

Z*4A   NOw       ; 

,  /<wfc.  Nor  Incythef ;  but  I  can  teU  why  a  fiiayle  has  a  houfe. 

Lear.  Why? 

Toole.  Why  to  put  his  head  m,  not  to  give  k  away  ynto 
his  daughter,  and  leaue  his  hornes-withont  a  cafe. 

Lear.  I  will  forget  my  nature,  fo  kinde  a  father  ;  bee  nay 
Jiorfes  ready? 

Toole.  Thy  afles  are  gone  about  them ;  the  reafon  why  tic 
fenen  ftarres  are  no  more  then  feuen,  is  a  pretty  reafon. 

Lear*  Becaufe  they  are  not  eight. 

Took.  Yes,  thou  wouldft  make  a  good  foole. 

Lear.  To tak't  againe  perforce ;  monfter,  ingratitude! 

Toole.  If  thou  wert  my  foole  nunckle,  Ide  haue  thee  beaten 
for  being  olde  before  thy  time. 

Lear.  How's  that  ? 

Toole.  Thou  (houldft  notiaue  beene  $lde,  before  thou  hadft 
beene  wife. 

Lear.  O  let  me  not  be  mad  fweete  heauen  I  I  wpuld  not 
» bee  mad,  keepe  me  in  temper,  I  would  not  bee  mad ;  are  the 
horfes  ready  ? 

Seruant.  Ready  my  lord. 

Lear.  Come  boy.  .  Exit. 

Toole.  She  that  is  maid  now,  and  laughs  at  my  departure, 
Shall  not  be  a  maid  long,  except  things  be  cut  (hortdr. 

Exit. 
Enter 
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Enter  Baftard,  and  Cuxtn  «**ter  him. 

Baft.  Saue  the*  &ra*. 

,  Coram.  And  you  fix;  1  haue  beene  With  your  father,  and 
ghien  Wm  notice,  that  the  duke  of  Cornwall  and  his  dtttcfadfr 
will  be  here  with  him  to  night. 

Baft.  How  comes  that  ? 

Cttnz/f.  Nay  I  know  not,  yon  bane  heard  of  the  newes 
abroad,  I  meane  the  whifperd  one*  for  there  are  yet  bat  ease* 
bsfltag  arguments. 

Baft.  Not,  I  pray  you  what  ^re  they  ? 

Guran.  Y«ji  may  then  id  time,  fere  yoo  well  fir.       'Exit. 

Baft,  The'  duke  be  hace  to  night  t  the  better  beft,  this 
WOWS  ic  felfe  perforce  into  my  bufioeflfe,  my  father  bath  fet 
guard  to  take  my  brdther,  and  I  have  one  thing  of  a  qucfie 
qscAkm,:  which 

Zntcr  Edgar, 

ifcuftaflce  breefenefle  and  fortune  help ;  brother  a  word,  dif-, 
cend  brother  I  fey,  my  father  watches,  O  flie  this  place,  in- 
telligence is  giuen  where  yon  are  hid,  you  haue  now  the  good 
aduantage  of  the  night, .  haue  you  not  fpoken  againit  the  duke, 
of  Cornwall  ought,  hee's  coming  hether  now  in  the  night, 
it'll  hafte,  and  Regan  with  him,  haue  you  nothing  (aide  vpon 

his  party  agaipft  the  duke  QHAlbaneyf  aduife  your 

Edg.  I  am  fure  on't  not  a  word. 
t  Baftard.  I  heare  ay  father  comming,  pardon  me  in  crau- 
ing,  I  muft  draw  my  fword  vpon  you,  feeme  to  defende  your 
felfe,  now  quit  you  well,  yeeld,  come  before  my  father, 
light  heere,  heere,  flie  brother  flie,  torches,  torches,  fo  far- 
well;  fome  bloud  drawne  oh  me  would  beget  opinion  of  my 
more  fierce  endeuor,  I  haue  feene  drunkards  do  more  then 
this  in  fport ;  father,  father,  ftop,  flop,  no  helpe  ? 

1 2  Enter 
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Enter  Glocefter. 

Glqft.  Now  Edmund,  where's  the  villaine  ? 
I  Baft*  Heere  flood  he  in  the  darke,  his  ftiarpe  fword  out, 
warbling  of  wicked  charmes,  coniuring  the  moone  to  ftand 
his  aufpicious  miftris. 

Gloft.  But  where  is  he  ?  ... 

.  Baft.  Looke  fir,  I  bleed* 
•Glqft.  Where  is  the  villaine,  Edmund? 

Baft.  Fled  this  way  fir,  when  by  no  meanes  he  could— 

Gloft.  Purfue  him,  go  after,  by  no  meanes,  what? 
.  Baft.  Perfwade  me  to  the  murder  of  your  lordflup,  but 
that  I  tolde  him  the  reuehgiue  Gods,  againft  paracides  did 
ail  their  thunders  bend,  fpoke  with  how  many  fould  and 
ftrong  a  bond  the  child  was  bound  to  the  father ;  fir,  in  a 
fine,  feeing  how  lothly  oppofite  I  flood  to  his  vnnaturall  pur* 
pofe,  with  fell  motion  with  his  prepared  fword,  he  charges 
home  my  vnprouided  body,  launch*  mine  arme ;  but  whea 
he  faw  my  beft  alarumd  fpirits  bold  in  the  quarrels  right, 
rbuzd  to  the  encounter,  or  whether  gafled  by  the  noife  I 
made,  but  fodainly  he  fled. 

Gloft.  Let  him  flie  farre,  not  in  this  land  (hall  he  remaine 
vncaught  and  found ;  difpatch,  the  noble  duke  my  mafter* 
ihy  worthy  arch  and  patron  comes  to  night,  by  his  authority 
I  will  proclaime  it,  that  he  which  findes  him  (hall  deferue  our 
thankes,  bringing  the  murderous  caytiffe  to  the  flake,  he  that 
conceales  him,  death. 

Baft.  When  I  diflwaded  him  from  his  intent,  and  found 
him  pight  to  do  it,  with  curft  fpeech  I  threatned  to  difconer 
him  ;  he  replied,  Thou  vnpofleffing  baftard,  doft  thou  tbinke. 
If  I  would  ftand  againft  thee,  could  the  repofure  of  any  truft, 
vertue,  or  worth  in  thee  make  thy  words  faith'd  ?  no  :  what 
I  (hould  deny,  as  this  I  would,  I,  thogh  thou  didft  produce 
my  very  character,  ide  turue  it  all  to  thy  fuggeftion,  plot,  and 

damned 
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damned  pretence,  and  thou  muft  make  a  dullard  of  the  world, 
if  they  not  thought  the  profits  of  my  death  were  pregnant  and 
potentiall  fpurres  to  make  thee  feeke  it. 

Gloft.  Strong  and  fattened  villaine,  wpuld  he  deny  his  let- 
ter i  I  ncuer  got  him :  harke,  the  dukes  trumpets,  I  know 
not  why  he  comes;  all  ports  ilebarre,  the  villaine  (hall  not 
fcape,  the  duke  muft  grant  me  that :  befides,  his  pi&ure  I  wil 
fend  far  and  neere,  that  all  the  kingdome  may  haue  note  of 
him,  and  of  my  land,  (loyall  and  naturall  boy)  ik  worke  the 
meanes  to  make  thee  capable. 

Enter  the  duke  gf  Cornwall. 

Corn.  How  now  my  noble 'friend,  fince  I  came  hether, 
which  I  can  call  but  now,  I  haue  heard  ftrange  newes. 

Reg.  If  it  be  true,  all  vengeance  comes  too  fhort  which 
can  purfuc  the  offender ;  how  doft  my  lord  ? 

Gloft.  Madam,  my  old  heart  is  crakt,  is  crakt. 

Reg.  What,  did  my  fathers  godfon  feeke  your  life?  he 
whom  my  father  named  your  Edgar  ? 

Cloft.  I  lady,  lady,  (hame  would  haue  it  hid. 

Reg.  Was  he  not  companion  with  the  ryotous  knights  that 
tends  vpon  my  father  t 

Gloft.  I  know  not  madam,  tis  too  bad,  too  bad. 
'  Baft.  Yes  madam,  he  was. 

Rig.  No  maruaile  then  though  he  were  ill  affefted, 
Tis  they  haue  put  him  on  the  old  mans  death, 

To  haue  thefe and  wafte  of  this  his  reuenues  ; 

I  haqe  this  prefent  euening  from  my  After 

Beene  well  inform 'd  of  them,  and  with  fuch  cautions, 

That  if  they  come  to  (biourne  at  my  houfe,  ile  not  be  there. 

Duke.  Nor  I,  allure  thee  Regan:  Edmund,  I  heard  that  you 
haue  fhewne  your  father  a  child-like  office, 
h  Twas  my  duty  fir. 

1 3  Gloft. 
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'  Glqfi.  He  did  bettfay  his  praftife,  acid  receiued 
This  hvrt  yon  fee,  ftriaiag  to  apprehend  him. 
Duke.  Is  he  purfued  ? 

Ghft.  I  my  good  lord. 

Duke,  tf  he  be  taken,  he  (hall  nefter  more  be  feard  of  doing 
harme,  make  your  owne  purpofe  how  in  my  ftrength  you 
pleaTe;  for  you  Edmund,  whofe  vertue  and  obedience  doth 
this  inftant  fo  much  commend  tt  felfe;  yon  fhaH  be  our*,  na- 
tures of  fuGh  deep  truft,  we  (hall  much  need,  yon  we  fcft 
fei2e  on. 

Baft.  I  (hall  ferue  you  truely,  how  euer  elfe. 

Ghft.  For  him  I  thanke  your  grace. 

Duke.  You  know  not  why  we  came  to  vifite  you  ? 

Regan.  Thus  out  of  feafon,  threatning  dark  ekfc  night, 
Occafions  noble  Glocefter  of  ibme  prize, 
Wherein  we  muft  haue  vfe  of  your  adulce, 
Our  father  he  hath  writ,  fo  hath  our  fifter, 
Of  defences,  which  I  bed  thought  it  fit, 
To  anfwer  from  our  hand,  the  feuerali  mefTengers 
From  hence  attend  difpatch,  our  good  old  friend, 
Lay  comforts  to  your  bofomc,  and  beftow  your  needfull  counfdl 
To  our  bufmefle,  which  craues  the  inftant  vfe.  Exit* 

Glo.  I  ferue  you  madam,  your  graces  are  light  welc6me. 

Enter  Kent  and  Steward. 

Steward.  Good  euen  to  thee  friend,  art  of  the  hoafe  i 

Kent.  I. 

Steward.  Where  may  we  fet  our horfes  i 

Kent.  In  the  mire. 

Stew.  Prethee  if  thou  loue  me,  teH  me. 

Kent.  I  loue  thee  not. 

Stew.  Why  then  I  care  not  for  thee. 

Kent* 
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.  Kmt.  If  I  }md  tbep  in  Liffimry  pinfold,  I  wquld  njj&e  tho; 
care  for  me. 

Stew.  Why  doft  thou  vfe  me  thus  ?  I  know  thee  not. 

Kent.  FeUow  I  know  thee. 

Stew.  What  doft  thou  kuow  me  for  ?    . 

Kent.  A  knaue,  a  rafcall,  an  eater  of  broken  meate9,  a  bafe, 
proud,  (hallow,  beggerly,  three  fhewted  hundred  pound, 
filthy  worfted-ftocken  knaue,  a  lilly  Huer'd  a£tion  taking 
knaue,  a  whorefon  glafle-gazing  faperfinicall  rogue,  one 
trunke  inheriting  flaue,  one  that  would'ft  be  a  baud  in  way 
of  good  feruice,  and  art  nothing  but  the  compofition  of  a 
knaue,  begger,  coward,  pander,  and  the  fonne  and  heire  of  a 
mungrell  bitch,  whom  I  will  beate  into  clamorous  whining, 
if  thou  deny  the  lead  Tillable  of  the  addition.   ' 

Stew.  What  a  monftrous  fellow  art  thou,  thus  to  rail*  09 
90c  that's  neither  knowae  of  thee,  nor  kaowes  thee. 

Kent.  WHat  a  brazen  fac'ft  varlet  art  theu,  to  deny  thou 
knoweft*  me,  is  k  two  daks  agoe  fince  I  beate  thee,  and  trip* 
vp  thy  heeles  before  the  king  ?  draw  you  rogue,  for  thoUgH 
it  be  night  the  moone  Ihlnes,  ile  make  a  fop  of  the  moone- 
fhine  a'  you,  draw  you  whorefon  citHyonfy  barber-munger, 
draw. 

Stew.'  Away ,  I  haue  nothing  to  do  with  thee. 

Kent.  Draw  you  rafoilt,  you  bring  tetters  agaioft  the  kin& 
and  take  vanity  the  puppets  part,  aflaiaft  the  royalty  of  her 
father,  draw  you  rogue,  or  tie  fo  carbonado  your  fhankes, 
draw  you  rafcall,  come  your  wayes. 

Stew.  Helpe,  ho,  murtfcer,  helpe. 

Kent.  Strike  you  flaue,  ftand  rogue,  ftand  you  neatc  flaue, 
(hike! 

Stew.  Helpe,  ho,  murther,  helpe. 

1 4  Enter 
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Enter  Edmund  with  his  rapier  drawne,  Glocefter,  the  Duke 
and  Dutcheffe. 

Baft.  How  now,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Ken.  With  you  goodman  boy,  and  you  pleafe  come,  ile 
fleaih  you,  come  on,  yong  matter. 

Glqft.  Weapons,  armes,  what's  the  matter  here  i 

Duke.  Keepe  peace  vpon  your  Hues,  he  dies  that  (hikes 
3gaine,  whgt's  the  mattet  ? 

Reg.  The  meffengers  from  our  fitter,  and  the  king. 
.  Duke.  What's  your  difference,  fpeake  ? 

Stew.  I  Hun  fcarfe  in  breath  my  lord. 

Kent.  No  maruaile  you  haue  (b  beftir'd  your  valour,  you 
cowardly  rafcall,  nature  difdaimes  in  thee,  a  taylor  made 
thee. 

Duke.  Thou  art  a  ttrange  fellow,  a  taylour  make  a  man. 

Kent.  I,  a  taylour  fir,  a  ftone-cutter,  or  a  painter  could 
not  haue  made  him  fo  ill,  though  he  had  bene  but  two 
boures  at  the  trade. 

Glqft.  Speake  yet,  how  grew  your  quarrell  ? 

Stew.  This  ancient  ruffian  fir,  whofe  life  I  haue  fpar'd  at 
fute  of  his  gray-beard. 

Kent.  Thou  whorefon  zed,  thou  vaneceflary  letter,  my 
lord  if  you  will  giue  me  leaue,  I  will  tread  this  vnboulted 
viliaiue  into  morter,  and  daube  the  wals  of  a  iaques  with  him ; 
fpare  my  gray-beard  you  wagtaile  i 

Duke.  Peace  fir,  you  beaftly  knaue  you  haue  no  reuerence. 

Kent.  Yes  fir,  but  anger  has  a  priuiledge. 

Duke.  Why  art  thou  angry  i 

Kent.  That  fuch  a  flaue  as  this  (hould  weare  a  fword, 
That  weares  no  honcfty,  fuch  fmiling  rogues  as  thefe, 
Like  rats  oft  bite  thofe  cords  in  twaine, 
Which  are  to  intrench,  to  inloofe  fmooth  euery  paifion 
That  in  the  natures  of  their  lords  rebel!, 

Bring 
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Bring  oile  to  ftir,  fnow  to  their  colder  moods, 
^cneag,  affirme,  and  turue  their  halcion  beakes 
With  euery  gale  and  vary  of  their  matters, 
Knowing  nought  like  daies  bat  following,  , 

A  plague  vpon  your  epelipticke  vifege, 
Smoile  you  my  fpeeches,  as  I  were  a  foole  i 
Goofc,  if  I  had  you  vpon  Sarum  plaine, 
Ide  fend  you  cackling  home  to  Cannula. 
Duke*  What,  art  thou  mad  olde  fellow? 
Glojl.  How  fell  you  out,  fay  that  ? 
Kent.  No  contraries  hold  more  antipathy, 
*ftien  I  and  fuch  a  knaue. 

Duke.  Why  doft  thou  call  htm  knaue,  what's  his  offence  ? 
Kent.  His  countenance  likes  me  not. 
Duke.  No  more  perchance  doth  mine,  or  his,  or  hers. 
Kent.  Sir,  'ds  my  occupation  to  be  plaine, 
I  haue  feene  better  faces  in  my  time, 
Than  (lands  on  any  (houlder  that  I  fee 
Before  me  at  this  inftant. 

I'  Duke.  This  is  a  fellow,  who  hauing  beene  praifd  . 
For  blontnefle,  doth  affcft  a  feucie  ruffines, 
And  conftraines  the  garb  quite  from  his  nature, 
He  cannot  flatter  he,  he  muft  be  plaine, 
He  muft  fpeake  truth*  and  they  will  take  it  fo, 
Jf  aot  hee's  plaine,  thefe  kinde  of  knaues  I  know, 
Which  in  this  plainnefle  harbour  more  craft, 
And  more  corrupter  ends,  then  twenty  filly  ducking 
Obferuants,  that  ftretch  their  dnties  nicely, 

Kent .  Sir  in  good  footh,  or  in  fincere  verity, 
Ifader  the  allowance  of  your  grand  afpeft. 
Whofe  influence  like  the  wreath  of  radient  fire 
In  flitkering  Pbabus  front. 
*    Duke.  What  meanft  thou  by  this  ? 

Kent . 
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Kent.  To  go  .but  of  my  dialogue  which  you  difcdmmefrf 
fo  much  ;  I  know  fuy  I  am  no  flattery  he  that  beguiid  youf 
in  a  plain  accent,  was  a  plaine  knaue,  which' for  my  part  I 
wil  not  be,  thogh  Iihotfid  win  your  difpfeafixre  to  entrate 

me  to  it. 

Duke.  What's  the  offence  you  gaue  him  > 

Stew.  I  neuer  gaue  him  any,  it  pleafd  the  king  his  matter 
Very  late  to  ftrike  at  me  vpon  his  mifconftru&ioo, 
When  he  coniuna'aiid  flattering  his  difpleafure 
Tript  me  behinde,  being  downe,  infulted,  raild, 
And  put  vpou  him  fuch  a  deale  of  man,  that 
'  That  worthied  him,  got  praifes  of  the  king, 
for'him  attempting  who  was  felfe  fubdued, 
And  in  the  flechuent  of  this  dread  exploit, 
Drew  on  me  heere  againe. 

Kent.  None  of  thefe  roges  and  cowards  btot  jfiax  is  their 

Duke.  Bring  foorth  the  ftockes  ho  I  (fool* 

You  ftubborne  mifcreant  knaue,  you  rareuerent  bragart, 
Wee'l  teach  you. 

Kent.  I  am  too  olde  to  learne,  call  not  your  ftockes  forme, 
I  ferae  the  king,  on  whofe  impioiments  I  was  fcnt  to  you, 
You  (hould  do  fmali  refpeft,  (hew  too  bold  malice 
Againft  the  grace  and  perfoa  of  my  mafter, 
Stopping  his  meflenger. 

Duke.  Fetch  foorth  the  ftockes ;  as  I  haue  life  and  honour, 
There  (hall  he  fit  till  Hoone* 

Reg.  Till  noone,  till  night  my  lord,  and  all  night  too. 

Kent .  Why  madam,  if  I  were  your  fathers  dog,  you  couH 
not  vfe  me  fo*.. 

Keg.  Sir,  being  his  knaue,  I  will. 

Duke.  This  is  a  fellow  of  the  fame  nature* 
Our  After  fpeakes  off,  come,  bring  away  the  ftockes. 

Gloft. 
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Ghfi.  Let  me  befeecH  yosar  grace  mot  to  fofo,   : 
His  fault  k  much,  and  thegood<kingtt3thaaet>< 
Will  checke  him  for't ;  your  purpofd  low  correftioa 
Is  fuch,  as  bafeft  and  tenmeft  wretches  for  pilfrings 
And  moft  common  trefpaflcs  arc  puriifht  with,  ;  \ 

The  king  muft  take  it  ill, . ihat  Jiee's  4b  jQightly  vabed ; ■ : 
In  his  meflenger,  (houtd  haue.  him  thus  reflrajnaL  » 

Duke.  lie  anfwer  that.  .     .  .*  •     .*  .  ; 4* 

Jfcf.  My  fifter  may  rtcciue  it  Amch  ifaare  wade,  * 
To  haue  her  gentleman  aimied,  aBaiil^ed  ,:    .-  ,  ,  i 

For  following  her  af&irefi,  put  U  his  legs* :     '  •  -r 

Come  my  lord,  away.  .  ^ArSf 

6/3^.  I  am  ferry  for  thee  friend,  tia  the  dakei  pieafiif$,(    v 
Whofe  difpofition  all  the /world  well1  kodmesr.  -„ 

Will  not  be  rubd  nor  flopt,  lie inxmtefdr  «bee.   ;  .  . 

Kent.  Pray  you  do  not  far,  I  bane  watcju^nd  trauaiid  hard, 
Some  time  I  (hall  fkepe  omt,  the  reft  lie  whittle, 
A  good  mans  fortune  stay  grow  out  at  heejev  .  ."> 

Giue'you  good  morrow*  • 

Ghfi,  The  duke's  too  blame  in  thi*  twill  be  HI  toofce. 

Exit. 
Kent.  Good  king,  that  muft  approve,  the  common  (kw, 
That  out  of  heaueos  benedi&Oii  comeft 
To  the  warme  fanne. 
Approach  thou  beacon  to  thiimder  globe, 
That  by  thy  comfortable  beames  I  may 
Perufe  this  letter,  nothing  almoft  fees  my  Wacke 
But  mftry,  I  know  tig  from  Cordelia, 
Who  hath  moft  fortunately  bene  informed 
Of  my  obfeored  ccmrfc,  a^d  (hall  findq  tme' 
From  this  enormious  ftate,  feeking  togwe 
Lodes  their  remedies,  all  weary  aod  ouejvqratcht,  ' 
Take  vantage  hcagy  tie*  nor  to  beteWt  ,.      .  . 

Thia 
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This  fliamefull  lodging ;  fortune  goodnight, 

Smile,  once  more  turne  thy  wheele,  Hejleepes. 

i 

Enter  Edgar. 

Edgat.  I  heare  my  felfe  proclaimed, 
And  by  die  happy  hollow  of  a  tree, 
Efcapt  the  hunt,  no  port  is  free,  no  place 
That  guard,  and  moft  vnufall  vigilence 
Doft  not  attend  my  taking  while  I  may  fcape, 
I  will  preferue.my  felfe,  and  am  bethought 
To  take  the  bafeft  and  moft  pooreft  fhape, 
That  euer  penury  in  contempt  of  man, 
Brought  neere  to  beaft;  my  face  ile  grime  With  filth, 
Blanket  my  loines,  dfe  all  my  haire  with  knots, 
And  with  presented  nakednes  out-face . 
The  winde,  and  perfecution  of  the  fkie, 
The  country  giues  me  proofe  and  prefident 
Of  Bedlam  beggers,  who  with  roring  voices, 
Strike  in  their  numb'd  and  mortified  bare  armes, 
Pins,  wooden  prickes,  nailcs,  fprigs  of  rofemary, 
And  with  this  horrible  obieft  from  low  feruice, 
Poore  pelting  villages,  (heep-coates,  and  milles, 
Sometime  with  lunaticke  bans,  (ometime  with  praiers 
Enforce  their  charity,  poore  Turfygood,  poore  Tom, 
That's  fomething  yet,  Edgar  I  nothing  am.  Exit. 

Enter  King,  and  a  Knight. 

Lear.  Tis  ftrange  that  they  (hould  fo  depart  from  hence, 
And  not  fend  backe  my  meflenger. 

Knight.  As  I  leara'd,  the  night  before  there  was 
No  purpofe  of  his  remoue. 

Kent.  Haile  to  thee  noWe  matter. 

Lear.  How,  mak'fttbou  this  Otame  thy  paftime  ? 
'<■  Foole. 
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Foole.  Ha,  ha,  looke,  he  weares  ere  well  garters, 
Horfcs  are  tide  by  the  heefes,  dogs  and  beares 
By  the  necke,  munkies  by  the  loines,  and  men 
By  the  legs,  when  a  man's  oner-lofty  at  legs, 
Then  he  weares  wooden  neather-flockes. 

Lear.  What's  he,  that  hath  fo  much  thy  place  miftooke  to 
fet  thee  here? 

Kent.  It  is  both  he  and  (he,  your  fonne  and  daughter. 

Lean  No. 

Kent.  Yes. 

Lear*  No  I  fay.  V. 

Kent.  I  fay  yea. 
1   Lear.  No,  no,  they  would  not. 

Kent.  Yes  they  haue. 

Lear.  By  Iupiter  I  fweare  no,  they  durft  not  do  It, 
They  would  not,  could  not  do  it,  tis  worfe  then  murder, 
To  do  vpon  refpeft  fuch  violent  out-rage, 
Refolue  me  with  all  modeft  hafte,  which  way 
Thon  maift  deferoe,  or  they  purpofc  this  vfage, 
Comming  from  vs. 

Kent .  My  lord,  when  at  their  home  * 
I  did  commend  yoor  highneflfe  letters  to  them, 
Ere  I  was  rifen  from  die  place  that  (hewed 
My  doty  kneeling,  came  there  a  recking  pofte, 
Stewd  in  his  hafte,  halfe  breathlefle,  panting  forth, 
From  Gonorill  his  miftris,  falntations, 
DeJiuered  letters  fpite  of  intermiffion, 
Which  prefently  they  read ;  on  whofe  contents 
They  fummond  vp  their  men,  ftraight  tooke  horfe, 
Commanded  me  to  follow,  and  attend  the  letfore 
Of  their  anfwer,  gaue  me  cold  lookes, 
And  meeting  faeere  the  other  meflenger, 
Whofe  welcome  I  pereeiu'd  had  poifemed  mine, 

Being 
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Being  the  veryffdk^  that  of  late  t; 
Difplaid  fo  fawc^.ajpJoftyour.highnqlR;,. 
Hauing  more  majithea  yrit  about  roc;  drew, 
He  raifed  the  ho^fe  ^itb  Idud  aad;QOwm,d  crie$, 
Your  fonne  and  daughter  found  this  trttprffc  worth 
ThUftaW  whfefi'Wreik  foflers. 

Iajt.  O  how  this  mother  fwels  vp  toward  my  hearty 

ffijierica  i>ajjfo  fowac  tbbu.diming  fbraowi  

Thy  element's  below,  where  is  this  daughter  i 

Kent.  With  the  earle  fir  within. 

Lear.  Follow  me  not,  ftay  there.  .-,--.. 

Knight.  Made  you  no  more  offence  then  what  you  fpeakeoft 

Kent.  No,  how  chance  tfac  king  comes  with  fo  AatH  * 
traine?  ...'... 

Foole.  If  thonhadftbeeoe  fee  in  thefioekes  for  that  qnefibn, 
thon  Jbadft  wdl  defened  it. 

Kent .  Why  foole  1  .    . 

Foole.  Wee'l  iet  tbte  to  fchoole  to  an  ant,  to  teach  the! 
ther's  no  laboring  in  the  wittier,  all  that  follow  their  oofefc 
are  led  by  their  eyes,  but  blinde  men,  and  there's  pot  a  noft 
among  a  hundred,  but  can  fbdl  him  that's  fliockiiig  ;  let  goe 
thy  hold  when  a  great  wheele  runs  downea  hill,  kail  it 
breake  thy  necke  with  following  it,  but  thergre&txwe  that 
goes  vp  the  hil,  let  him  draw  thee^  after,  when  a  wife,  rata 
giues  thee  better  counfell,  glue  mee  niioe  againe,  I  would 
haue  none  but  knaues  follow  it,  fines  a  foole  glues  it. 

That  fir  that  femes  for  gaine, 

And  follow  es  but  for  forme  ;  ... 

Willpacke  when  it  begins  to  rains 9 

And  leaue  thee  in  the  forme. 

But  I  will  tarry,  the  foole  will  fay, 

And  let' the  wife  man  fie  : 

The 
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The  knaue  turnesfiole  thai  rumu  away, 
The  foole  no  knaue  ferdy* 

Kent.  Where  learnt  you  this  foole  I.  . 
Foofe*  Not  in  the  ftockes. 

Enter  Lear  and  Glocefteiv 

Lear.  Deny  to  fpeake  with  me  ?  th'are  ficke,  th'are  weary, 
They  traueld  hard  to  night,  meat*  iuftice, 
I  the  images  of  reuolt  and  flying  off,   . 
Fetch  me  a  better  anfwer. 

Glojl.  My  deare  lord,  you  know  the  fiery  .qualify  of  the 
duke,  how  vnremoueable  and  fixt  he  is  in  his  owne  courfe. 

Lear.  Veangeance,  death,  plague,  confufion,  what  fiery 
quality ;  why  Chcefter,  Gkcefter,  ide  fpeake  with  .the  duke 
of  Cornewall,  and  his  wife. 

Gtoft.  I  my  good  lord*-  *  (father 

Lear.  The  king  would  fpeake  with  Cam-mil,  the  deare 
Would  with  his  daughter . fpeake*  commands  her  feruice, 
Fiery  duke,  tell  the  hpt  duke  that  Lcary  . 
No  but  not  yet,  may  be  beia  not  well,    . 
Infirmity  doth  ftill  aegleft  all  office,  where  to  our  health • 
Is  bound,  we  are  not  our  fellies,  whoa  nature  being  oppreft. 
Commands  the  minde  to  fuffer  with  the  body ;  ile  forbeare,  - 
And  am  fallen  out  with  my  more  headier  wHl, 
To  take  the  indifpofed  and  fickly  fit,  for  the  found  man. 
Death  on  my  ftate,  wherefore  Ihould  he  fit  here  ? 
This  a&e  perfwades  me,  that  this  remotion  of  the  duke  and  her 
Is  praftife,  onely  glue  me  my  feruant  foorth ; 
Tell  the  duke  and's  wife,.  Ile  fpeake  with  them 
Now  prefently,  bid  them  come  forth  and  heare  me,      ..  .    ; 
Or  at  their  chamber  doore  Ile  beate  the  drum,- 
Till  it  cry  fleepe  to*deaih. 

Ckfi. 
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Clofi .  I  would  banc  all  well  betwixt  you. 

Lear.  O  my  heart !  my  heart. 

Foole.  Cry  to  it  nunckle,  as  the  cockney  did  to  the  eeles, 
when  (he  pat  them  vp  fth  pafte  alrue,  {he  rapt  vm  ath  cox- 
combs with  a  fticke,  and  cryed  downe- wantons,  downe;  twa$ 
her  brother,  that  in  pure  kindnefle  to  his  horfe,  butterd  his 
hay. 

Enter  Duke  and  Regan., 

Lear.  Good  morrow  to  you  both, 

Duke.  Haile  to  your  grace. 

^Reg.  I  am  glad  to  fee  yonr  highnefle. 

Lear.  Regan,  I  thinke  you  are,  I  know  what  reafon 
I  haue  to  thinke  fo  :  if  thou  fhouldft  not  be  glad, 
1  would  diuorce  me  from  thy  mothers  toombe, 
Sepulchring  an  adulterefle,  yea,  are  you  free  ? 
"Seine  other  time  for  that,  belooed  Regan, 
Thy  fifter  is  naught,  *o  Regan  (he  hath  tied 
Sharpe  tooth'd  vnkindnefle,  like  a  vulture  heere. 
I  can  fcarfe  fpeake  to  thee,  thou't  not  beleene, 
Of  how  depriued  a  quality,  O  Regan. 

Reg.  I  pray  fir  take  patience,  I  haue  hope 
Ton  kite  know  how  to  value  her  defert, 
Then  (he  to  flacke  her  duty. 

Lear.  My  curies  on  her. 

Reg.  O  fir,  you  are  olde, 
Nature  on  you  ftands  on  tfye  very  verge  of  her  Confine, 
You  fliould  be  ruled  and  led  by  fome  difcretion, 
That  difcernes  your  ftate  better  then  you  your  felfe, 
Therefore  I  pray,  that  to  our  fifter  you  do  make  returne, 
Say  you  haue  wrongd  her  fir. 

Lear.  Aflce  her  forgiuenefle, 
Po  you  marke  how  this  becomes  the  houfc  i 

Deare 
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Deare  daughter,  I  confefle  that  I  am  old, 
Age  is  vnneceflary,,  od  my  knees  I  beg, 
Thaeyou'l  vouchfafe  me  rayment,  bed  and  food. 

Reg.  Good  fir  no  more,  thefe  are  vnfightly  tricks, 
Returne  you  to  my  filler. 

Lear.  No  Regan. 
She  hath  abated  me  of  halfe  my  traine,  ) 

Lookt  backe  vpon  me,  ftroke  me  with  her  tongue, 
Moft  ferpent-like  vpon  the  very  heart, 
All  the  ftor'd  vengeances  of  heauen  fall  on  her  ingratefull  top, 
Strike  her  young  bones,  you  taking  aires  with  lamnefle. 

Duke.  Fie,  lie  fir. 

Lear.  You  nimble  lightnings  dart  your  blinding  flames 
Into  her  fcornfull  eies,  infeft  her  beauty,  • 

You  fen  fuckt  fogs,  drawne  by  the  powerfull  funne, 
To  fall  and  blaft  her  pride. 
•     Reg.  O  the  bleft  gods,  fo  will  you  wifli  on  me, 
When  the  rafh  mood 

Lean  No  Regan,  thou  (halt  neuer  haue  my  curie, 
The  tender  hefted  nature  fhall  not  giue  thee  ore 
To  harflmes,  her  eies  are  fierce,  but  thine  do  comfort  and 

not  burn 
Tis  not  in  thee  to  grudge  my  pleafures,  to  cut  off  my  traine, 
To  bandy  hafty  words,  to  fcant  my  fizes, 
And  in  condufion,  to  oppofe  the  bolt 
Againft  my  comming  in,  thou  better  knoweft 
The  offices  of  nature,  bond  of  child-hood, 
Effe&sofcurtefie,  dues  of  gratitude, 
Thy  halfe  of  the  kingdome,  haft  thou  not  forgot 
Wherein  I  thee  endowed. 

Reg.  Good  fir  to  the  purpofe. 

Lear.  Who  put  my  man  i'th  flockes? 

Duke.  What  trumpets  that  ? 
Vol.  II.  K  Enter 
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Enter  Steward. 

Reg.  I  know't  my  lifters,  this  approues  her  letters, 
That  (he  would  foone  be  here,  h  your  lady  come  ? 

Lear.  This  is  a  flaue,  whofe  eafie  borrowed  pridp 
Dwels  in  the  fickle  grace  of  her  he  followes, 
Out  varlet,  from  my  fight. 

Duke*  What  memoes  your  grace? 

Enter  Gonorill. 

i 

i 

Con.  Who  ftrucke  my  feruant  ?  Regan,  I  haue  good  hope     j 
Thou  didft  know  ant.  j 

Lear.  Who  comes  here  >  Ohetfuefls!  , 
If  you  do  loue  olde  men,  if  you  fweet  fway  alow  J 

Obedience,  if  your  felues  are  old,  make  it  your  caufe>   .  ; 

Send  downe  and  take  my  part;  j 

Art  not  afham'd  to'looke  vpon  this  beard  ? 

0  Regan,  wilt  thou  take  her  by  the  ha&d? 
Con.  Why  not  by  the  hand  fir,  how  haue  I  o&nded  ? 

All's  not  offence  that  indifcKSida  fades, 
And  dotage  tearmes  fo. 

Lean  O  fides,  you  are  too  tough, 
Will  you  yet  hold  i  how  came  my  nteit  t*th  ftockes  * 

Duke.  I  fet  him  .there,  but  his  owoe  difgrdefs 
Deferu'd  much  leffe  aduancement* 

Lear.  You ;  did  you  I 

Reg.  I  pray  you  father  being  weake,  feeme  fo» 
If  till  the  expiration  of  your  moneth, 
You  will  returne  and  foiourne  with  my  fitter, 
Difmiffing  halfe  your  traine,  come  then  to  me, 

1  am  now  from  home,  and  out  of  that  prouifion 
Which  (hall  be  needfull  for  your  entertainment. 

Lear. 
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Lear.  Returne  to  her,  and  fifty  men  difiaift  i 
No,  rather  I  abjure  oil  roofes,  and  chufe 
To  wage  againft  the  enmity  of  the  ayre, 
To  be  a  comrade  with  the  wolfe  and  owle, 
Neceflities  (harpe  pinch,  returne  with  her  t 
Why  the  hot  blood  in  France,  that  dowerles 
Tooke  our  yongeft  borne,  I  could  as  well  be  brought 
To  knee  his  throne,  and  fquire«like  penfion  beg, 
To  keepe  bafe  life  afoote ;  returne  with  her  I 
Perfwade  me  rather  to  be  Qaue  and  fumpter 
To  this  detefted  groomc. 

Con.  At  your  choife  fir. 

Lear.  Now  I  prethee  daughter  do  not  make  me  mad. 
I  will  not  trouble  thee  my  childe,  farwell, 
Wee!  no  more  meete,  no  more  fee  one  another. 
But  yet  thou  art  my  flefli,  my  bloud,  my  daughter. 
Or  rather  a  difeafe  that  lies  within  my  fleft, 
Which  I  muft  needs  call  mine,  thou  art  a  byle, 
A  plague  fore,  an  imbofled  carbuncle  in  my 
Corrupted  bloud,  but  lie  not  chide  .thee, 
Let  flume  come  when  it  will,  I  do  not  call  it, 
I  do  not  bid  the  thunder^bearer  (hoote, 
Nor  tell  tales  of  thee  to  high  iudging  lone, 
Mend  when  thou  canft,  be  better  at  thy  leifure, 
I  can  be  patient,  I  can  ftay  with  Regan, 
I  ?nd  my  hundred  knights. 

Reg.  Not  altogether  fo  fir,  I  look*  not  for  you  yet, 
Nor  am  prouided  for  your  fit  welcome, 
CJiue  eare  to  my  filler,  for  thofe 
That  mingle  reafon  with  your  paflion, 
Muft  be  content  to  thinks  you  are  old,  and  fo, 
But  (he  knowes  what  flic  does. 

Lean  Is  this  well  fpokc©  now  ? 

K  2  Reg. 
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Reg.  I  dare  auouch  k  fir,  what  fifty  followers, 
Is  it  not  well  ?  what  fhould  you  need  of  more, 
Yea  or  fo  many,  fith  that  both  charge  and  danger     * 
Speakes  gainft  fo  great  a  number,  how  in  a  honfe 
Should  many  people  vnder  two  commands 
Hold  amity,  tis  hard,  almoft  impoffible. 

Con.  Why  might  not  you  my  lord,  receiue  attendance 
From  thofe  that  (he  cals  feruants,  or  from  mine  ? 

Reg.  Why  not  my  lord  ?  if  then  they  chancft  to  flacke  you, 
We  could  controle  them ;  if  you  will  come  to  me, 
(For  now  I  fpie  a  danger)  I  entreace  you 
To  bring  but  fiue  and  twenty,  to  no  more 
Will  I  giue  place  or  notice. 

Lear.  I  gaue  you  all. 

Reg.  And  in  good  time  you  gaue  it. 

Lear.  Made  you  iny  guardians,  my  depositaries, 
But  kfept  a  referuation  to  be  followed 
With  fuch  a  number,  what,  muft  I  come  to  you 
With  fiue  and  twenty,  Regan,  faid  you  fo? 

Reg.  And  fpeak't  againe  my  lord,  no  more  with  me. 

Lear.  Thofe  wicked  creatures  yet  do  feeme  well-fauourM 
When  others  are  more  wicked,  not  being  the  worft, 
Stands  in  fome  ranke  of  praife,  lie  go  with  thee, 
Thy  fifty  yet  doth  double  fiue  and  twenty^ 
And  thou  art  twice  her  loue. 

Con.  Heare  me  my  lord  ; 
What  need  you  fiue  and  twenty,  ten,  or  fiue, 
To  follow  in  a  houfe,  where  twice  fo  many 
Haue  a  command  to  tend  you  i 

Regan.  What  needs  one  ? 

Lear.  O  reafon  not  the  deed,  our  bafeft  beggers 
Are  in  the  pooreft  thing  fuperfiuous, 
Allow  not  nature  more  then  nature  needs, 

Mans 
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Mans  life's  as  cheap  as  beads ;  .thou  art  a  lady, 

If  onely  to  go  warme  were  gorgious, 

Why  nature  needs  not  what  thou  gorgious  weareft, 

Which  fcarfely  keepes  thee  warme,  but  for  truq  need,  ] 

Yon  heauens  giue  me  that  patience,  patience  I  need, 

You  fee  me  heere  (you  gods)  a  poore  old  fellow, 

As  full  of  greefe  as  age,  wretched  in  both, 

If  it  be  you  that  ftirres  thefe  daughters  hearts 

Againft  their  father,  foole  me  not  too  much, 

To  beare  it  lamely,  touch  me  with  noble  anger, 

0  let  not  womens  weapons,  water  drops 
Staioe  my  mans  cheekes,  no  you  vnnaturall  hags, 

1  will  haue  fuch  reuenges  on  you  both, 

That  all  the  world  (hall 1  will  do  fuch  things 

"What  they  are,  yet  I  know  not,  but  they  (hall  be 
The  terrors  of  the  earth  5  you  thinke  ile  weepe, 
No,  ile  not  weepe,  I  haue  full  caufe  of  weeping, 
But  this  heart  (hall  breake  in  a  thoufand  flowes 
Ere  ile  weepe ;  6  foole,  I  (hall  go  mad. 

Exeunt  Lear,  Glocefter,  Kent,  and  Foole. 

Duke.  Let  vs  withdraw,  twill  be  a  ftorme. 

Reg.  This  houfe  is  little,  the  old  man  and  his  people, 
Cannot  be  well  beftowed. 

Gon.  Tis  his  owne  blame  hath  put  himfelfe  from  reft, 
And  muft  needs  tafte  his  folly. 

Reg.  For  his  particular,  ile  receiue  him  gladly, 
But  not  one  follower. 

Duke.  So  I  am  purpofd,  where  is  my  lord  of  Glocefter  £ 

Enter  Glocefter. 

.  Reg.  Followed  the  old  man  forth,  he  is  return'd. 
Gb.  The  king  is  in  high  rage,  and  will  I  know  not  whether, 
Reg.  Tis  good  to  giue  him  way,  he  leads  himfelfe. 

K  3  Gen.  • 
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Gon.  My  lord,  ehtre&te  him  by  ho  meanes  to  ftay. 

Glo.  Alacke,  the  night  comes  on,'  and  the  bleake  windcs 
Dp  forely  rmTell,  for  many  miles  about  there's  not  a  bufti. 

Reg.  O  fir,  to  wilfull  men, 
The  iniurifes  that  they  themfetues  procure, 
Muft  be  their  fchoole-mafters,  fhut  vp  your  doores/ 
He  is  attended  with  a  defpefate  traine, 
And  what  they  may  incenfe  him  too,  being  apt, 
To  haue  his  eare  abufed,  wifedome  bids  fearc. 

Duke.  Shut  vp  your  doores  my  lord,  'tis  a  wilde  night, 
My  Regan  counfels  well,  come  out  ath  ftorme. 

Exeunt  omnes, 

Enter Kent  and  a  Gentleman  atfeueralldocres. 

Kent.  What's  heere  befide  foule  weather  ? 

Gent.  One  minded  like  the  weather,  moft  vnquietly. 

Kent.  I  know  you,  where's  the  king  ? 
.   Gent.  Contending  with  the  fretfull  element, 
Bids  the  winde  blow  the  earth  into  the  fea, 
Or  fwell  the  curled  waters  boue  the  maine, 
That  things  might  change  or  ceafe,  teares  his  white  haire, 
Which  the  impetuous  blafts  with  eielefle  rage 
Catch  in  their  fury,  and  make  nothing  of, 
Striues  in  his  little  world  of  man  to  out-fcorne, 
The  too  and  fro  confli&ing  winde  and  raine, 
This  night  wherein  the  cub-drawne  beare  would  couch. 
The  lyon,  and  the  belly  pinched  wolfe" 
Keepe  their  furre  dry,  vnbonneted  he  runnes, 
And  bids  what  will  Jake  ail. 

Kentf  But  who  b  with  him  ? 

Gent.  None  but  the  foole,  who  labours  to  out-ie£t 
"His  heart  ftrooke  iniuries. 

Kent. 
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Kent.  Sir  I  do  know  you, 
And  dare  vpon  the  warrant  of  my  arte, 
Commend,  a  deare  thing  to  you,  there  is  diuifion, 
Although  as  yet  the  face  of  it  be  couer'd 
With  mutuaH  cunning,  twixt  Albany  and  Cornwall. 
But  true  it  is,,  from  France  there  comes  a. power 
Into  this  fcatterd  kingdom,  who-already  wife  in  our  negligence 
Haue  fecret  fee  in  fome  of  our  bed  ports, 
And  are  at  point  to  (hew  their  open  banner, 
Now  to  you,  if  on  my  credite  you  dare  build  fo  farre, 
To  make  your  fpeed  to  Douer,  you  (hall  fiade 
Some  that  will  thanke  yqu,  making  iuft  report 
Of  how  vnnaturall  and  bemadding  forrow 
The  king  hath  caufe  to  plaine ; 
I  am  a  gendeman  of  blood  and  breeding, 
And  from  fome  knowledge  and  aflurancc, 
Offer  this  office  to  you. 

Cent .  I  will  talke  farther  with  you. 

Kent.  No  do  not, 
For  confirmation  that  I  much  more 
Then  my  outwaO,  open  this  purfe  and  take 
What  it  containes,  if  you  (hall  fee  Cordelia, 
As  doubt  not  but  you  (hall,  (hew  her  this  ring, 
And  (he  will  tell  you  who  your  fellpw  is, 
That  yet  you  do  not  know,  fie  on  this  ftormc, 
I  will  go  feeke  the  king. 

Cent.  Giue  me  your  hand,  haue  you  no  more  to  fay  ? 

Kent.  Few  words,  but  to  effeft  more  then  all  yet, 
That  when  we  haue  found  the  king, 
lie  this  way,  you  that,  he  that  firft  lights 
On  him,  hollow  the  other.  Exeunt. 

K  4  Enter 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


The  History'  of  Kino  Lear. 

Enter  Lear  and  Fodle. 

Lear.  Blow  winde  and  cracke  your  checkes,  rage,  blow 
Your  carterickes,  and  hircanbs  fpout  till  yoii  haue  drencht 
The  fteeples,  drownd  the  cockes,  you  fulpherous  and 
Thought  executing  fires,  vaunt-currers  to 
Oke-deauing  thunder-bolts,  fing  my  white  head, 
And  thou  all  fhaking  thunder,  finite  flat 
The  thicke  rotundity  of  the  world,  cracke  natures 
Mold,  all  germains  {pill  at  once  that  make 
IngratefuII  man. 

Foole.  O  nunckle,  Court  holy  water  in  a  dry  houfe 
Is  better  then  this  raine  water  out  a  doore, 
Good  nunckle  in,  and  afke  thy  daughters  blefling, 
Here's  a  night  pitties  neyther  wife  man  nor  foole. 

Lear.  Rumble  thy  belly  full,  fpit  fire,  fpout  raine, 
Nor  raine,  winde,  thunder,  fire,  are  my  daughters, 
I  talke  hot  you,  you  elements  with  vnkindnefle,. 
I  neuer  gaue  you  kingd'ome,  cald  you  children, 
You  owe  me  no  fubfeription ;  why  then  let  fall  your  horrible 
Pleafure,  here  I  ftand  your  flauc,  a  poore,  infirme,  weake,  and 
Defpifed  old  man,  but  yet  I  call  you  fer.uile 
Minifters,  that  haue  with  two  pernitious  daughters  ioyn'd 
Your  high  engendered  battell  gainft  a  head  fo  old  and  white 
As  this,  O  tis  foule. 

Foole.  He  that  has  a  houfe  to  put  his.  head  in,  has  a  good 
head-peece,  the  codpeece  that  will  houfe  before  the  head,  has 
any  the  head  and  he  fhall  lowfe,  fo  beggers  marry  many,  the 
man  that  makes  his  toe,  what  he  his  heart  fhould  make,  (hall 
haue  a  corne  cry  woe,  and  turne  his  fleepe  to  wake,  for  there 
was  neuer  yet  faire  woman,  but  the  made  mouthes  in  a  glafle. 

Lear.  No,  I  will  be  the  patterne  of  all  patience, 
I  will  fay  nothing. 

Enter 
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Enter  Kent. 

Kent.  Who's  there  ? 

Fook.  Marry  heere's  grace  and  a  codpis,  that's  a  wifemaa 
and  a  foole. 

Kent .  Alafle  fir,  fit  you  heere  ? 
Things  that  lone  night,  lone  not  fuch  nights  as  thefe ; 
The  wrathfull  Ikies  gallow,  the  very  wanderer  of  the 
Darke,  and  makes  them  keepe  their  canes, 
Since  I  was  man,  fuch  (heetes  of  fire, 
Such  burfts  of  horrid  thunder,  fuch  grones  of 
Roring  winde  and  raine,  I  nere  remember 
To  haue  heard,  mans  nature  cannot  carry 
Theaffliftion,  nor  the  force. 

Lear.  Let  the  great  gods  that  keepe  this  dreadfuil 
Thundring  ore  our  heads,  finde  out  their  enemies  now, 
Tremble  thou  wretch  that  haft  within  thee 
Vodivolged  crimes,  vnwhipt  of  iuftice, 
Hide  thee  thou  bloudy  hand,  thou  periur'd,  and 
Thou  fimular  man  of  vertue  that  art  inceftious, 
Caytiffe  in  pecccs  fhake,  that  vnder  couert 
And  conuenient  feeming,  haft  praftifed  on  man*  life, 
Ciofe  pent  vp  guilts,  riue  your  concealed  centers, 
And  cry  thefe  dreadfuil  fummoners  grace, 
I  am  a  man  more  find  againft  their  finning. 

Kent.  Akcke  bare  headed,  gracious  my  lord,  hard  by  here 
is  a  houell,  fome  friencMhtp  will  it  lend  you  gaanft  the  tern* 
peft,  repofe  you  there,  whilft  I  to  this  hard  houfe,  more  hard 
then  is  die  ftone  whereof  tis  rais'd,  which  euen  but  now  de- 
manding after  me,  denide  me  tb  come  in,  returne  and  force 
their  fcanted  curtefie. 

Lear.  My  wit  begins  to  turne, 
Come  on  my  boy,  how  doft  my  boy,  art  cold  ? 
I  am  cold  my  felfe,  where  is  this  ftraw  my  fellow, 

The 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


The  History  x>f  Kino  Lear. 

The  art  of  our  neceffities  it  ftraoge,  that  can 
Make  vilde  things  precious,  come  you  houcil  pooro, 
Foole  and  knaue,  I  haue  one  part  of  my  heart 
That  forrowes  yet  for  thee, 

Foole.  He  that  has  a  little  tine  wit,  with  hey  ho  thf  winde 
nod  the  raine,  muft  make  content  with  his  fortunes  fit,  for 
the  raine,  it  raineth  euery  day. 

Lear.  True  my  good  boy,  come  bring  vs  to  this  houell. 

Enter  Glocefter,  and  the  bqftard  with  lights. 

Clqft.  Alacke,  alacke,.  Edmund  I  like  not  this 
Vnnaturall  dealing,  when  I  defired  their  leaue 
That  I  might  pitty  him,  they  tooke  from  me 
The  vfe  Of  mine  owne  houfe,  chargd  me  on  paine 
Of  their  difpleafore,  neither  to  fpeake  of  htm, 
Eatreate  for  him,  nor  any  way  fuftaine  him. 
a    Baft.  Moft  fauage  and  vnnaturall,  (the  d&kef, 

Clqft.  Go  too,  fay  you  nothing,  there's  a  diuifioa  betwixt 
And  a  worfe  matter  then  that,  1  haue  receined 
A  letter  this  night,  tis  dangerous  to  be  fpoken, 
I  haue  lgckt  the  letter  in  my  clofet,  thefe  iniuries 
The  king  nQW  beares,  will  be  xeuenged  home; 
There's  part  of  a  power  already  landed, 
We  muft  incline  to  the  king,  I  will  feeke  him, 
And  prJuily  releeue  him ;  go  you  and  raatntaine  talke 
With  the  duke,  that  my  charity  be  not  of  him 

tfceiued ;  -if  he  aflce  for  me,  I  am  ill,  and  gone 
To  bed,  though  I  die  for  it,  as  no  lefle  is  tbrcatnedt  me, 
The  king  my  old.  matter  muft  be  rdeeued,  there  is 
Some  Itrange  thing  toward,  Edmund,  pray  yon  be  caref ulL 

Exit. 

Baft.  This  courtefie  forbid  thee,  (hall  the  duke  inftantly 
And  of  that  letter  to,  this  feemes  a  fairs  deferurog,      (know, 
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And  mull  draw  to  me  that  which  my  father  tofes,  no  leflfc 
Then  all,  then  yongcr  rifes,  when  the  old  do  fall. 

Exit . 

Enter  Ltzxf  Kent,  and  Fool*. 

Kent.  Here  is  the  place  my  lord,  good  my  lord  enter,  the 
tirrany  of  the  open  nighf  s  too  ruffe  For  nature  to  endure. 

Lear.  Let  me  alone. 

Kent.  Good  my  lord  .enter. 
.   Lear.  Wilt  breake  my  heart  I 

Kent.  I  had  rather  breake  mine  owne,  good  my  lord  enter. 

Lear.  Thou  thinkft  tis  much,  that  this  crulentious  ftorme ' 
Jnuades  us  to  the  (kin,  fo  tis  to  thee, 
But  where  the  greater  malady  is  fixt, 
The  lefler  is  fcarfe  felt,  thou  wouldft  (hun  a  beare,. 
But  if  thy  flight  lay  toward  the  raging  fea, 
Thoud'ft  mefete  the  beare  i'th  mouth,  when  the  mind's  free,  ' 
The  bodies  delicate,  the  tempeft  in  my  minde, 
Doth  from  my  fences  take  all  feeling  elfe, 
Saue  what  beares  their  filiall  ingratitude, 
Is  it  not  as  this  mouth  fhould  teare  this  hand 
For  lifting  food  to  it  ?  but  I  will  punifti  fure ; 
No  I  will  weepe  no  more  ;  in  fuch  a  night  as  this ! 
0  Regan*  Gonorill,  your  old  kinde  father 
Whole  franke  heart  gaue  you  all,  0  that  way  madnefle  lies, 
Let  me  fhunne  that,  no  more  of  that. 

Kent.  Good  my  lord  enter. 

Lear.  Prethee  go  in  thy  felfe,  feeke  thy  owne  eafe, 
This  tempeft  will  not  giue  me  leaue  to  ponder 
On  things  would  hurt  me  more,  but  lie  go  in, 
Poore  naked  wretches,  where  fo  ere  you  are. 
That  bide  the  pelting  of  this  pittilefle  night, 
How  (hall  your  houfe-lefle  heads,  and  vnfed  fides, 

Tour  i 
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Youj  loopt  and  windowed  Taggednefle  defend  you  tJ     .  . 

From  feafons  fuch  as  thefe,  O  I  haue  tane 

Too  little  care  of  this,  take  phyficke  pompe, 

Expofe  thy  felfe  co  feele  what  wretches  feele, 

That  thou  maift  (hake  the  fuperflux  to  them, 

And  (hew  the  heauens  more  iuft. 

"  Took.  Come  not  in  here  nunckle,  here's  a  fpirit,  helpe  me, 

help  me. 

Kent .  Giue  me  thy  hand,  who's  there  I 

Toole.  A  fpirit,  he  fayes  his  name  is  poore  Tom. 

Kent.  What  art  thou  that  doft  grumble  there  in  the  ftraw?^ 
come  foorth. 

Edg.  Away,  the  foule  fiend  followes  me,  through  the 
lharpe  hathorne  blowes  the  cold  winde,  goe  to  thy  cold  Bed 
and  warme  thee. 

tear.  Haft  thou  giuen  all  to  thy  two  daughters,  and  art 
thou  come  to  this  ? 

KEdg.  Who  giues  any  thing  to  poore  Tom,  whom  the  foule 
fiend  hath  led  through  fire,  and  throgh  fooi  d,  and  whirli- 
poole,  ore  bog  and  quagmire,  that  has  laidekniues  vnder  his 
pillow,  and  halters  in  his  pue,  fet  ratfyane  by  his  pottage, 
made  him  proud  of  heart,  to  ride  on  a  bay  trotting  horfe  ouer 
four  incht  bridges,  to  courfe  his  owne  (hadow  for  a  traitor, 
blefle  thy  fiue  wits,  Toms  a  cold,  blefle  thee  from  whirle- 
windes,  ftarre-blufting,  and  taking,  do  poore  Tom  fome  cha-' 
rity,  whom  the  foule  fiend  vexes,  there  could  I  haue  him 
now,  and  there,  and  there  againe. 

Lear.  What,  his  daughters  brought  him  to  this  pafle, 
Couldft  thou  faue  nothing  ?  didft  thou  giue  them  all  ? 

Foole.  Nay  he  referued  a  blanket,  elfe  wee  had  beene  all 
ftiamed. 

Liar.  Now  all  the  plagues  that  in  the  pendulous  ay  re 
Hang  fated  ore  mens  faults,  fall  on  thy  daughters. 

Kent.  He  hath  no  daughters  fir. 

Lear. 
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Lear.  Death  traitor,  nothing  could  haue  fubdued  nature, 
To  fuch  a  lownefle,  but  his  vnkinde  daughters, 
Is  it  the  fafhion  that  difcarded  fathers, 
Should  haue  thus  little  mercy  on  their  flefli,  .    . 

Iudicious  punifliment,  twas  thi$  flefli 
Begot  thofe  pelicane  daughters. 

Edg.  Pilicock  fate  on  pelicocks  hill,  a  lo  lo  lo. 

Fade.  This  cold  night  will  turne  vs  all  to  fooles  and  mad- 
men. 

Edg.  Take  heed  of  the  foule  fiend,  obey  thy  parents,  keepe 
thy  words  iuftly,  fweare  not,  commit  not  with  mans  fworne 
fpoufe,  fet  not  thy  fweet  heart  on  proud  array ;  Toms  a  cold. 

Lear.  What  haft  thou  beene  ? 

Edg.  A  feruingman,  proud  in  heart  and  minde,  that  curide 
my  haire,  wore  gloues  in  ray  cap,  ferued  the  luft  of  my  miftris 
heart,  and  did  the  afte  of  darkneflTe  with  her,  fwore  as  many 
oaths  as  I  fpake  words,  and  broke  them  in  the  rweete  face  of 
heauen,  one  that  flept  in  the  contriuing  of  luft,  and  wak't  to 
doit,  wine loued  I deepely,  dicedearely,  aodinwpman,  out 
paramord  the  Turte,  falfe  of  heart,  light  of  care,  bloudy  of 
hand,  hog  in  floth,  fox  in  ftealtbi  wolfe  in  greedinefle,  dog 
inmadnefte,  lyon  tn  prey,  let  not  the  ereeking  of  fhooes,  nor 
the  rollings  of  filkes  betray  thy  poore  heart  to  women,  keepe 
'  thy  foote  out  of  brothell,  thy  hand  otJt  of  placket,  thy  pea 
from  lenders  booke,  and  defie  the  foule  fiend,  ftill  through 
the  hathorne  blowes  the  colde  winde,  hay  no  on  ny,  dolphin 
my  boy,  my  boy,  ceafe  let  him  trot  by. 

Lear.  Why  thou  wert  better  in  thy  graue,  then  to  anfwer 
with  thy  vncouered  body  this  extremity  of  the  ikies ;  is  man 
no  more  but  this  ?  confider  him  well,  thou  oweft  the  worme 
no  filke,  the  beaft  no  hide,  the  flieep  no  wooll,  the  cat  no 
perfume,  he*rs  three  ones  are  fophifticated,  thou  art  the  thing 
it  felfe,  vnaccommodated  man  is  no  more  but  fuch  a  poore 
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bar*  forked  animal  <as-  thou  art,  off,  offyou  leadings,  come  od 
be  true. 

Foole.  Prithee  nunckle  be  content,  <his  is  a  naughty  night 
to  fwim  in,  now  a  little  fire  in  a  wildc  fields  were  like  an  old 
lechers  heart,  a  (mall  fparke,  all  the  raft  in  body  colde,  looke 
here  comes  a  walking  fire. 

Enter  Gloceiler. 

Edg.  This  is  the  foule  fiend  Sirberdegibit,  he  begins  at 
curfbe,  and  walks  till  the  firft  cock*,  he  gids  the  web,  the 
pinqnewr  the  eye,  and  makes  the  hart  lip,  mildewes  the  white 
wheats,  and  harts  the  pocre  creature  of  earth,  fwkhald  footed 
thrice  the  olde  anelthu  night  moore  and  her  nine  fold  bid  her, 
O  light  and  her  troth  plight  aodarint  thee,  with  ariflt  thee. 

Kent.  How  fares  your  grace  ?. 

tear.  What's  he? 

Kent.  Whofe  there  ?  what  ift  yon  fceke  i 

Ghft-  What  are  you  there  ?  your  names. 

Edg.  Fbore7Vm,  that  eates  the  fwimmkig  frog,  tlie  toade, 
the  toade  pold,  the  wall-wort,  and  the  water,  that  iathe 
fhrite  of  his  heart,  when  die  foule  fiend  rages, 
Eates  cowdung  for  fallets,  fwaUowes  the  old  rat,  and  the 
itch-dog,  drinkes  the  greeae  maotle  of  the  fianding  poofc, 
whois  whipt  from  tything  to  tything,  and  ftock-puaiftit  and 
imprifoued,  who  hath  had  three  dries  to  hisbjicke,  fixte  fltafe 
to  his  body,  horfc  to  ride,  and  weapon  to  weare. 

But  mice  and  rats,  and  fuch  fmoii  deere, 

Hath  beenc  Terns  food  for  fenen  long  yeare. 
Beware  my  follower,  peace  fnulbug,  peace  tfaou  fi*nd~ 

Gbft.  What;  hath  your  grace  no  better  company  I 

Edg.  The  prince  of  darknes  is  a  genrieadan,  modi  hee& 
called,  and  ma  h* 
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Gkjt.  Our  fldfli  and  bbud  is  growne  fo  vilde  my  lord,  tfcat 
it  doth  hate  what  gets  it. 
Edg.  Poore  70mx  a  cdlde. 

G/g^.  Go  in  with  wt9  my  duty  cairaot  fuffer  to  obey  in  al 
your  daughters  hard  coiftmAnds,  though  their  iniun&ioa  be 
to  bane  my  dooees,  and  let  this  tyranous  night  take. hold  vp- 
pa  you,  yet  haue  I  venter'd  to  come  feeke  you  out,  and  bring 
you  where  both  food  and  fire  is  ready. 

Lear.  Firft  let  me  talke  with  this  philofopher  ; 
What  is  the  caufe  of  thunder  i 
Kent.  My  good  lord  lake  his  offer,  go  into  die  houfe, 
law.  He  talke  a  word  with  this  moA  learned  Tbeban ;  what 
is  your  ftudy  i 
Edg.  How  to preuent  tfeefienrf,  and  to  kill  vermine. 
Lear.  Let  me  afke  yon  one  word  in  priuate. 
Kent.  Importune  htm  to  goe  my  lord,  his  wits  begin  to 

Tmetde. 
Chft.  Canft  thou  blame  him  ? 
ilk  daughters  feeke  his  death.    O  that  good  Kent, 
He  faid  it  would  be  thus,  poore  banUht  man, 
Thou  faift  the  king  growes  mad,  ale  tell  tfaeefriend, 
I  am  aimoft  madmytblfc ;  I  had  a  foime 
Now  out-lawed  from  my  bloud,  h£  fought  my  life 
But  lately,  very  late,  I  lon'dhim  friend, 
No  father  his  fotme  dearer,  truth  to  tell  thee, 
The  greefe  has  cra2'd  my  wits. 
What  a  night's  this  I  I  dq  befcech  your  grace. 
l^ar.  O  cry  you  mercy  noble.  phUdfopher,  your  company. 
Edg.  Tom's  a  cold. 

Chft.  In  fallow  there,  into  th'  hooeH,  keepe  thee  warme. 
'Lear.  Come,  let's  in  all. 
Kent.  This  way  my  lord. 
Liar,  With  him  I  will  keepe  ftill,  with  my  philofopher. 

Kent* 
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Kent.  Good  my  lord  footh  hint,  let  him  take  the  fellow; 

Glojl.  Take  him  you  on. 

Kent.  Sirracomeon,  go  along,  with  vs. 

Lear. :  Come  good  Athenian. 

Glojl.  No  words,  no  words,  hufli. 

Edg.  Childe  Rowland,  to  the  darke  towne  come, 
His  word  was  ftill  fye,  fo,  and  film, 
I  fmell  the  bloud  of  a  Britijb  man. 

Enter  Cornwall  and  Bqftard. 

Corn.  I  will  hane  my  reuenge  ere  I  depart  the  houfe. 

Baft.  How  my  lord  I  may  be  cenfured,  that  nature  thus 
goes  way  to  loyalty,  fome-thing  feares  me  to  thinke  of. 

Cornel  now  perctiiue  it  was  not  altogether  your  brothers 
euil  difpofition  made  him  feeke  his  death,  but  a  prouoking 
merit,  fet  a  worke  by  a  reproueable  badnefle  in  himfelfe* 

Baft.  How  malicious  is  my  fortune,  that  I  muft  repent  to 
bee  iuft  ?  this  is  the  letter  he  fpoke  off,  which  approues  him 
an  intelligent  partie  to  the  aduantages  of  France,  O  heauebs, 
that  his  treafon  were,  or  not  I  the  detefter. 

Corn.  .Go  with  me  to  the  dutches. 

Baft.  If  the  matter  of  this  paper  be  certaine,  you  hane 
mighty  *bu(inefle  in  hand. 

Corn.  True  or  falfe,  it  hath  made  thee  Earle  of  Glocefter, 
feeke  out  where  thy  father  i*,  that  he  may  be  ready  for  our 
apprehenfion.  .     • 

Baft.  If  I  finde  him  comforting  the  king,  it  will  fhiffe  his 
fufpition  more  fully,  I  will  perfeuerein  my  courfe  of  loyalty, 
thogh  the  conflict  be  fore  betweene  that  and  my  btoud. 
.    Corn.  I  will  lay  truft  vpon  thee,  and  thou  ihalt  finde  a 
dearer  father  in  my  loue.  Exit. 

Enter 
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Enter  Glocefter,  Lear,  Kent,  Foole,  and  Tom.' 

Ghfi.  Here  is  better  then  the  open  ayre,  take  it  thankfully, 
I  will  peeoe  out  the  comfort  with  what  addition  I  can,  1  Will 
not  be  long  from  you. 

Kent*  All  the  power  of  his  wits  haue  giuen  way  to  impa* 
dence,  the  gods  defense  your  kindneffe. 

Edg.  Fretereto  cals  me,  and  tels  me  Nero  is  an  angler  in  the 
lake  of  darknefTe,  pray  innocent  beware  the  foule  fiend. 

Foole.  Prethee  nunckle  tell  me,  whether  a  mad  man  may 
bee  a  gentleman  or  a  yeoman. 

Lear.  A  king,  a  king,  to  haue  a  thoufand  with  red  burn- 
ing  fpits  come  hiding  in  vpon  them. 

Edg.  The  foule  fiend  bites  my  backe. 

Foole.  Hee's  mad  that  trufts  in  the  tamenefle  of  a  wolfe,  a 
horfes  health,  a  boyes  loue,  or  a  whores  oath. 

Lear.  It  (hail  be  done,  I  will  arraigne  them  ftraight, 
Come  fit  thou  heere  moft  learned  iuftice, 
Thou  fapient  fir,  fit  heere,  now  you  (hee  foxes-^-r 

Edg.  Looke  where  he  ftands  and  glars,  wantft  thou  eies  at 
triall  madam,  come  ore  the  broome  Beffy  to  me. 

Foole.  Her  boat  hath  a  leake,  and  (he  muft  not  (peak, 
Why  (he  dares  not  come  ouer  to  thee. 

Edg.  The  foule  fiend  haunts  poore  Tim  in  the  voyce  of  a 
nightingale,  hoppedance  cries  in  Toms  belly  for  two  white , 
herring, 
Croke  not  blacke  angell,  I  haue  no  food  for  thee. 

Kent*  How  do  you  fir  i  ftand  you  not  fo  amafc'd,  wiU  you 
lie  downe  and  reft  vpon  the  cuftiions  ? 

Lear.  He  fee  their  triall  firft,  bring  in  their  euidence,  thou 
robbed  man  of  iuftice  take  thy  place,  and  thou  his  yoke-fel- 
low of  equity,  bench  by  his  fide,  you  are  p'th  commiffioD, 
Jit  you  too. 

Vol.  II.  L  Ed. 
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Ed.  Let  us  dealetuftly,  fleepeft  or  wakeft  thou  ioHy  (hep- 
heard,  thy  (heepe  bee  in  the  come,  and  for  one  blaft  of  thy 
minikin  mouth,  thy  {heepe  {hall  take  no  hanpe,  pur  the  cat 
is  gray. 

Lear.  Arraigne  her  firft,  tis  GonoriU,  I  here  tafce  my  oath 
before  this  honourable  aflembly  fhe  kickt  the  poore  king  her 
father. 

Foole.  Come  hither  miftreffc,  is  your  name  Gonor'dl 

hear.  She  cannot  deny  iu 

Foole.  Cry  you  mercy,  I  tooke  you  for  a  bynt  ftoolc. 

Lear.  And  heres  another  whofe  warpt  lookes  prqda^me 
What  (lore  her  heart  is  made  an,  Aop  her  there, 
Armes,  armes,  fword,  fire,  corruption  in  the  place, 
Fajfe  iufticer,  why  haft  thou  let  her  fcapc  i 

Edg.  Blefle  thy  fiue  wits. 

Kent.  O  pitty  fir,  where  is  the  patience  aow# 
That  you  fo  oft  haue  boafted  to  retajne. 

Edg.  My  teares  begin  to  take  h^$  pa,rt  fo  m*ch, 
Theyl  marre  my  counterfering. 

Lear.  The  little  dogs  and  all, 
Trey,  Blanch,  and  SweeUhart,  fee  they  barke  at  me. 

Edg.  Tom  will  throw  his  head  at  them,  auant  you  curs* 
Be  thy  mouth  or  blacke  or  white,  tooth  that  poifooe  if  it  bite, 
rialtiue,  gray-hound,  naungrel,  grim-hound,  or  fpaniell, 
brach  or  him,  bobtaile  tiker  or  trundle-taile,  Tarn  will  make 
them  weepe  and  waile.  For  with  throwing  thus  my  head, 
dogsleape  the  hatch,  and  all  are  fled,  loodia  doodla,  come 
march  to  wakes,  and  fakes,  and  market  townes,  poore  Tom 
thy  horne  is  dry. 

Lear.  Then  let  them  anotomfee  Rfgan,  fee  what  breeds 
about  hei\  % 
Hart  is  there  any  caufe  in  nature  that  makes  this  bardnefie ; 
You  fir,  I  cntertaine  you  for  one  of  my  hundred, 

Onel| 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


TttBr  Hisroft?  op  Kivg  Lear: 

Onely  t  do  not  like  the  fafhiou  of  your  garment ;  you'l  fay 
They  are  Perfian  attire,  but  let  them  fee  changed. 

Kent.  Now  good  my  lord  lie  here  a  while. 

Lear.  Makenonoife,  make  no  noife,  draw  the  curtaiius. 
To,  fo,  fo,  w*e'lg<>  tp  &|>per  ia  the  morning,  fo,  b,  fo. 

Enter  Glocefter. 

Glojt.  Come  hither  friend,  where  is  the  king  my  mailer  ? 
Kent*  Here  fir,  but  trouble  him  not,  his  wits  are  gone, 
Glqft.  Good  friend,  I  prethee  tyke  him  in  thy  armes, 
I  bane  ore-beard  a  plot  of  death  vpon  him, 
There  is  a  litter  ready,  lay  hiiq  in  it,  an4  driue  towards 

Douer,  friend, 
Where  thou  /halt  nreete  both  welcome  and  protection  ;  take 

vp  thy  matter.  , 
If  thou  fbouldft  dally  halfe  an  houre,  his  life  with  thine, 
And  all  that  ofler  to  defend  Jiim,  ftand  in  allured  lofle, 
Take  vp  to  keepe,  and  follow  me  that  will  to  fome  prouiHo, 
Giue  thee  quicke  conduA. 

Kent.  Oppr^fled  nature  fleepes, 
This  reft  might  yet  haue  balmed  thy  broken  finewes, 
Which  if  conuenience  will  not  allow,  ftand  in  hard  cure, 
Come  helpe  to  beare  thy  matter,  thou  mutt  not  flay  behinde. 
Cloft%  Come,  come,  away.  Exit* 

Edg.  When  we  our  betters  fee  bearing  our  woes, 
We  fcarfely  thinke  our  miferies  our  foes. 
Who  alone  fufiers,  moft  i'th  minde, 
Leaning  free  things  and  happy  (howes  behinde, 
But  then  the  minde  much  fufferance  doth  ore-flap. 
When  griefe  hath  mates,  and  bearing  fellowship  : 
How  light  and  portable  my  pairieieemes  now, 
When  that  which  makes  me  bend,  makes  the  king  bow; 

La  He 
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He  childed  as  I  fatherd,  7imaway, 

Marke  the  high  noifes,  and  thy  felfe  bewray, 

When  falfe  opinion,  whofe  wrong  thoughts  defile  thee, 

I*  thy  iuft  proofe  repeals  and  reconciles  thee, 

What  will  hap  more  to  night,  fafe  fcape  the  king, 

Lurke,  lurke. 

Enter  Cornwall,  Regan,  Gonorill,  and  Bafiard. 

Corn.  Pofte  fpeedily  to  my  lord  your  hufhand,  (hew  him 
this  letter. 
The  army  of  France  is  landed,  feeke  out  the  villaine  Glocefter. 

Regan.  Hang  him  inftantly. 

Con.  Plucke  out  his  eyes. 
'-  Corn.  Leaue  him  to  my  difpleafure,  Edmund  keepe  you  our 
lifter  company.  The  reuenge  we  are  bound  to  take  vpon 
your  traiterous  father,  are  not  fit  for  your  beholding,  aduife 
the  duke  where  you  are  going  to  a  moft  feftuant  preparation, 
wee  are  bound  to  the  like. 

Our  pofte  (hall  be  fwift  and  intelligence  betwixt  vs ; 
Farwdl  deare  fifter,  farwell  my  lord  of  Glocefter. 
How  now,  wheres  the  king  ? 

Enter  Steward. 

Stew.  My  lord  of  Glocefter  hath  conueyed  him  hence, 
Some  fiue  or  fixe  and  thirty  of  his  knights  hot  queftrits  after 
him,  met  him  at  gate,  who  with  fome  other  of  the  lords  de- 
pendants are  gone  with  him  towards  Douer,  where  they  boafl: 
to  haue  well  armed  friends. 

Corn.  Get  horfes  for  your  miftris. 

Con.  Farwell  fweete  lord  and  filter. 

Exit  Gon.  and  Baft. 

Corn.  Edmund  farwell :  go  feeke  the  traitor  Glocefter 9 
Pinion  him  like  a  theefe,  bring  him  before  vs, 

Though 
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Though  we  may  not  parte  vpon  his  life 

Without  the  forme  of  iuftice,  yet  our  power 

Shall  do  a  curtefie  to  our  wrath,  which  men  may  blame 

But  not  controle ;  who's  there,  the  traitor  ? 

Enter  Glocefter,  brought  in  by  two  or  three. 

Reg.  Ingratefull  fox  tis  he. 

Corn.  Binde  faft  his  corky  armes. 

Glojl.  What  meanes  your  graces,  good  my  friends  confider, 
You  are  my  guefts,  do  me  no  foule  play  friends. 

Corn.  Binde  him  I  fay. 

Reg.  Hard,  hard,  O  filthy  traitor ! 

Glqft.  Vnmercifull  lady  as  you  are,  1  am  true. 

Corn.  To  this  chaire  binde  him,  villaine  thou  (halt  find— 

Glqft.  By  the  kinde  gods  tis  molt  ignobly  done,  to  plucks 
me  by  the  beard. 

Reg.  So  white,  and  fuch  a  traitor.  (fro  my  chin, 

Glqft.  Naughty  lady,  thefe  haires  which  thou  doft  rauiih 
Will  quicken  and  accufe  thee,  I  am  your  hoft ; 
With  robbers  hands,  my  hofpitable  feuours 
You  lhould  not  rufiell  thus,  what  will  you  do  ? 

Corn.  Come  fir,  what  letters  had  you  late  from  France? 

Reg.  Be  fimple  anfwerer^  for  we  know  the  truth. 

Corn.  And  what  confederacy  haue  you  with  the  traitors 
lately  footed  in  the  kiogdome  ? 

Reg.  To  whofe  hands  haue  you  fent  the  *  lunaticke  king, 
fpeak  ? 

Clod.  I  haue  a  letter  gueffingly  fet  downe, 
Which  came  from  one  that's  of  aneutrall  heart, 
And  not  from  one  oppofed. 

Corn.  Cunning. 

Reg.  And  falfe. 

Corn.  Where  haft  thou  fent  the  king  ? 

L-3  Gloft. 
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Gloji.  To  Douer. 

Reg.  Wherefore  to  Doner  ?  waft  thou  not  charg'd  at  peril!-— 
Corn.  Wherefore  to  Douer  ?  let  him  fifft  anfwer  that. 
Cloji.  I  am  tide  tot'h  flake,  and  I  muft  ftand  the  caurfe. 
Reg.  Wherefore  to  Douer  fir  ? 
Glqft.  Becaufe  I  would  not  fee  thy  cruell  naylea 
Plucke  out  bis  poore  olde  eyes*  nor  thy  fierce  filler 
la  his  aurynted  flefti  ra(h  borifh  phangs, 
The  fea  with  fuch  a  ftorme  of  his  lou'd  head 
In  hell  blacke  night  endur'd,  would  haue  laid  vp  ■ 

And  quencht  the  fteeled  fires,  yet  poore  old  heart, 
He  holpt  the  heauens  to  rage, 
If  wolues  had  at  thy  gate  heard  that  dearne  time, 
Thou  fhouldfl  haue  (aid,  good  porter  turn  the  key. 
All  cruels  elfe  futferib'd,  but  I  (hall  fee 
The  winged  vengeance  ouertake  fuch  children. 

Corn.  See't  (halt  thou  neuer,  fellowes  hold  the  chaire, 
Vpon  thofe  cies  of  thine,  He  fet  my  foote.  j 

Glqft.  He  that  will  thinke  to  fiue  till  he  be  old— — 
Giue  me  fome  helpe,  6  cruell,  6  ye  gods  ! 
Reg.  One  fide  will  mocke  another,  tother  to. 

Corn.  If  you  fee  vengeance 

Servant.  Hold  your  hand  my  lord, 
1  haue  feru'd  you  euer  fince  I  was  a  childe,  (hold. 

But  better  feruice  haue  I  neuer  done  you,  then  now  to  bid  yoq 
Reg.  How  now  you  dog. 

Ser.  If  you  did  weare  a  beard  vpon  your  chin,  ide  (hake  it 
on  this  quarrell,  what  do  you  meane  i 

Corn.  Myvillaine.  Draw  and 'Jight, 

Ser.  Why  then  come  on.  and  take  the  chance  of  anger, 
Reg*  Giue  me  thy  fword,  a  pefant  (land  vp  thus. 

She  takes  a  /word,  and  runs  at  him  behind*, 
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Seruant.  Oh  I  am  flaine  my  lord,  yet  hauc  you  one  eye  left 
to  fee  fome  mifchicfe  on  him,  oh  !  He  dies* 

Corn.  Leaft  ic  fee  more,  preuent  it,  out  Tilde  ielly. 
Where  is  thy  lufter  aow  ? 

Gloft.  All  darke  and  comfortles,  wheres  my  fonne  Edmund? 
Edmund  vnbridle  all  the  fparkes  of  nature,  to  quit  this  horrid 
arte. 

Reg.  Out  villaine,  thou  calft  on  him  that  hates  thee,  it 
was  hee  that  made  the  ouerture  of  thy  treafons  to  vs,  who  is 
too  good  to  pitty  thee. 

Gloft.  O  my  follies,  then  Edgar  was  abufed, 
Kinde  gods  forgiue  me  that,  and  profper  him. 

Rig.  Goe  thruft  him  out  at  gates,  and  let  him  fmell  his 
way  to  Douer,  how  ift  my  lord  ?  how  looke  you  ? 

Corn.  I  haue  receiued  a  hurt,  follow  me  lady, 
Turne  out  that  eyelefle  villaine,  throw  this  flaue  vpon 
The  dunghill,  Regan  I  bleed  apace,  vntimely 
Comes  this  hurt,  giue  me  your  arme.  Exit. 

Seruant.  He  neuer  care  what  wickednefle  I  do. 
If  this  man  come  to  good. 

1  Seruant.  If  (he  line  long,  and  in  the  end  meet  the  old 
courfe  of  death,  women  will  all  turne  monfters. 

i  Ser.  Let's  follow  the  old  earle,  and  get  the  bedlam 
To  lead  him  where  he  would,  his  rogifti  madnefle 
.  Allowes  it  felfe  to  any  thing. 

2  Ser.  Goe  thou,  ile  fetch  fome  flaxe  and  whites  of  egges 
to  apply  to  his  bleeding  face,  now  heaven  helpe  him.      Exit. 

Enter  Edg3r. 

Edg.  Yet  better  thus,  and  knowne  to  be  contemn'd, 
Then  ftill  contems'd  *ad  flattered  to  be  worft, 
The  loweft  and  moft  deiefted  thing  of  fortune 
Stands  ftill  in  experience,  Hues  not  ia  fcare, 
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The  lamentable  change  is  from  the  beft, 

The  worft  retornes  to  laughter, 

Who's  here,  my  father  poorely  led,  world,  world,  6  world  t 

But  that  thy  ftrange  mutations  make  vs  hate  thee, 

Life  would  not  yeeld  to  age. 

Enter  Glofter  led  by  an  oide  man. 

Old  man.  O  my  good  lord,  I  haue  bene  your  tenant,  and 
your  fathers  tenant  this  fourefcore 

Glqft.  Away,  get  thee  away,  good  friend  be  gone, 
Thy  comforts  can  do  me  no  good  at  all, 
Thee  they  may  hurt. 

Old  man.  Alacke  fir,  you  cannot  fee  your  way. 

Glqft.  I  haue  no  way,  and  therefore  want  no  eies, 
I  {tumbled  when  I  faw,  full  oft  tis  feene 
Our  meanes  fecure  vs,  and  our  meerc  defefts 
Prooue  our  commodities ;  ah  deare  fonne  Edgar, 
The  food  of  thy  abufed  fathers  wrath, 
Might  I  but  liue  to  fee  thee  in  my  tuch, 
lde  fay  I  had  eyes  againe. 

Old  man.  How  now,  who's  there  ? 

Edg.  O  gods,  who  ifl  can  fay  I  am  at  the  worft, 
I  am  worfe  then  ere  I  was. 

Old  man.  Tis  poore  mad  Tom.  "~ 

Edg.  And  worfe  I  m*y  be  yet,  the  worft  is  not, 
As  long  as  we  can  fay,  this  is  the  worft. 

Old  man.  Fellow  where  goeft  ? 

Glqft.  Is  it  a  begger  man  ? 

Old  man.  Mad  man  and  begger  too. 

Glqft.  He  has  fome  reafon,  elfe  he  could  not  beg, 
In  the  laft  nights  ftorme  I  fuch  a  fellow  faw, 
Which  made  me  thinke  a  man  a  worme,  my  fonne 
Came  then  into  my  minde,  and  yet  my  naiads  • 
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Was  then  fcarfe  friends  with  him,  I  haue  heard  more  fince, 
As  flyes  are  to'th  wanton  boyes,  are  we  to'th  gods, 
They  bit  vs  for  their  fport. 

Edg.  How  (hould  this  be  ?  bad  is  the  trade  that  mud  play 
the  foole  to  forrow,  angring  it  felfe  and  others ;  blefle  thee 
matter. 

Glqft.  Is  that  the  naked  fellow  ? 
Old  man.  I  my  lord. 

Gloft.  Then  prethee  get  thee  gone,  if  for  my  fake 
Thou  wilt  ore-take  vs  here  a  mile  or  twaine 
Ith'  way  to  Doucr,  do  it  for  ancient  loue, 
And  bring  fome  couering  for  this  naked  (bole, 
Who  ile  entreate  to  lead  me. 
Old  man.  Alacke  fir  he  is  mad. 

Gloft.  Tis  the  times  plague,  when  madmen  kade  the  blinde, 
Do  as  I  bid  thee,  or  rather  do  thy  pleafure, 
Aboue  the  reft,  be  gone. 

Old  man.  Ile  bring  him  the  beft  parrell  that  I  haue, 
Come  on't  what' will. 
Glo.  Sirra,  naked  fellow. 

Edg.  Poore  Toms  a  colde,  I  cannot  dance  it  farther. 
Glo.  Come  hither  fellow. 
Edg.  Blefle  thy  fweete  eyes,  they  bleed. 
Glo.  Knowft  thou  the  way  to  Douer  t 
Edg.  Both  (lite  and  gate,  horfe-way,  and  foot-path,    . 
Poore  Tom  hath  beene  fcard  out  of  his  good  wits, 
Blefle  the  good  man  from  the  foule  fiend, 
Rue  fiends  haue  beene  in  poore  Tom  at  once, 
Of  lull,  as  Obidicut,  Hobbididence  prince  of  dumbnefle, 
Mabu  of  ftealing,  Modo  of  murder,  Stiberdigebit  of  mobiog. 
And  Mobing  who  fince  poflefles  chambermaids 
And  waiting  women,  (o,  blefle  thee  mailer. 
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Gh.  Here  take  this  purfe,  thou  whom  the  heauens  plagues 
Haue  humbled  to  all  ftrokes,  that  I  am  wretched,  makes  tbec 
The  happier,  heauens  deale  fo  ftill, 
JLet  the  fuperfluous  and  lufk-dieted  man 
That  (lands  your  ordinance,  that  will  not  fee 
Becaufe  he  doth  not  feele,  feelc  your  power  quickly, 
So  diftribution  fhould  vnder  excefle, 
And  each  man  haue  enough  :  doft  thou  know  Doner  f 

Edg.  I  mafter. 

Glo.  There  is  a  eliffe,  whofe  high  and  bending  head 
Lookes  firmely  in  the  confined  deepe, 
Bring  me  but  to  the  very  brim  of  it, 
And  ile  repaire  the  mifery  thou  doft  beare, 
With  fomething  rich  about  me, 
ftpm  that  place  (hall  I  ne  leading  need. 

Edg.  Giue  me  thy  arme,  poore  Tom  fhall  lead  thee, 

Mnter  Gonoriil  and  Bqftard. 

Gon.  Welcome  my  lord,  I  maruaile  our  milde  hufbaad 
Not  met  vs  on  the  way  :  now,  where's  your  mafter  i 

Enter  Steward. 

Stew.  Madame  within,  but  neuer  man  fo  chang'd  ;  1  tolde 
him  of  the  army  that  was  tended,  he  fmiled  at  it,  I  told  him 
you  were  coming,  his  anfwer  was,  the  worfe ;  of  Gbfters 
treachery,  and  of  the  loyall  feruice  of  his  fonne,  when  I  en- 
formd  him,  then  he  cald  me  fot,  and  told  me  1  had  turod 
the  wrong  fide  out,  what  hee  ftiould  moft  defire,  feemes  plea* 
(ant  to  him,  what  likeofftnfiue. 

Con.  Then  (hall  you  go  no  further. 
It  is  the  cowiih  curre  of  his  fpirtt 
That  dares  not  vndertake,  heel  not  feele  wrongs 
Which  tye  him  to  an  anfwer,  our  wifties  on  the  way 
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May  prone  effe&s,  backe  Edmund  to  my  brother, 

HaOen  his  mutters,  and  conduit  his  powers, 

I  mull  change  armes  at  home,  and  giue  the  diilaffe 

Into  my  hufbands  hands ;  this  trufty  feruaat 

Shall  pafle  between  vs,  ere  long  yon  are  like  to  heart 

If  you  dare  venter  in  your  owne  behalfe  , 

A  miftreffes  coward,  weare  this  fpare  fpeech, 

Decline  your  head  :  this  kifle  if  it  durft  fpeake. 

Would  ftretch  thy  fpirits  vp  into  theayre; 

Conceiue,  and  faryewell. 

Baft.  Yours  in  the  rankes  of  death* 

Con.  My  moft  deare  defter,  to  thee  womans  feruices  arc 
My  footevfurpes  my  head*  (due. 

Stew.  Madame,  heere  comes  my  lord.         Exit  Steward* 

Con.  I  haue  bene  worth  the  whittle. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Albcney. 

Alb.  O  Gonorill,  you  are  not  worth  the  duft  which  the 
Blowes  in  your  face,  I  feare  your  difpofition,  (winde 

That  nature  which  contemnes  it  origin. 
Cannot  be  bordered  certaine  in  it  lelfe, 
She  that  her  felfe  will  flluer  and  difbranch 
From  her  materiall  fap,  perforce  muft  wither, 
And  come  to  deadly  vfe.  , 

Con.  No  more,  the  text  is  foolUh. 

Alb.  Wifedome  and  goodnefle  to  the  vilde  feeme  vilde, 
Filths  fauour  but  themfelues,  what  haue  yon  done  ? 
Tygers,  not  daughters,  what  haue  you  perform'd  i 
A  father,  and  a  gracious  aged  man, 
Whofe  reuerence  the  head-lugd  beare  would  licke ; 
Moft  barbarous,  moft  degenerate  haue  you  madded  f 
Could  my  good  brother  fufler  you  to  do  it  i 
A  roan,  a  prince,  by  bim  fo  benefitted, 
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If  that  the  heauens  do  not  their  vifible  fpirits 
Send  quickly  downe  to  tame  the  vilde  offences,  it  will  come 
Humanly  mull  perforce  prey  on  it  felfe,  like  monfters  of  the 
deepe. 

Con..  Milke  liuer'd  man, 
That  beared  a  cheeke  for  blowes,  a  head  for  wrongs, 
Who  haft  not  in  thy  browes  an  eie  defcruing  thine  honour, 
from  thy  fuffering,  that  not  know'ft  fboles,  do  thefe  villains 

pity 
Who  are  punUhtere  they  haue  done  their  mifchiefe, 
Where's  thy  drum  ?  France  fpreds  his  banners  in  our  noiieldS 
Land,  with  plumed  helme  thy  flaier  begins  threats, 
Whiles  thou  a  morall  foole,  fits  ftill  and  cries 
Alacke,  why  does  he  fo  ? 

Alb.  See  thy  felfe  diuell,  proper  deformity  feemes  not  o 
the  fiend,  fo  horrid  as  in  woman. ' 

Con.  O  vaine  foole. 

Alb.  Thou  chang'd  and  fdfe-couerd  thing,  for  (hame 
Be-inonfter  not  thy  feature,  wer't  my  fitnefle 
To  let  thefe  hands  obey  my  bloud, 
They  are  apt  enough  to  diflecate  and  teare 
Thy  flefti  and  bones,  how  ere  thou  art  a  fiend, 
A  womans  fhape  doth  fhield  thee. 

Con.  Marry  your  man-hood  now— 

Enter  d  Gentleman. 

Alb.  What  newes  ? 

Cent.  O  my  good  lord,  the  duke  of  Cornwall*  dead,  flainc 
by  his  feruant,  going  to  put  out  the  other  eie  of  Glofter. 

Alb.  Ghfiers  eyes  ? 

Gen.  A  feruant  that  he  bred,  thrald  with  remorfe, 
Oppos'd  againft  the  afte,  bending  his  fword 
To  his  great  mafter,  who  thereat  enraged, 
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Flew  on  him,  and  amongft  them  field  him  dead, 
But  not  without  that  harmfull  ftroke, 
Which  fince  hath  plnckt  him  after. 

Alb.  This  (hewes  you  are  aboue  your  iuftices, 
That  tbcfe  our  neather  crimes  fo  fpeedily  can  venge. 
But  oh  poor  Glocefter^  loft  he  his  other  eye  ? 

Cent.  Both,   both  my  lord,  this  letter  madam  craues  a 
fpeedy  anfwer,  tis  from  your  fifter. 

Con*  One  way  I  like  this  well, 
But  being  widow,  and  my  Glocefter  with  her, 
May  all  the  building  on  my  fancie  plucke, 
Vpon  my  hatefull  life,  another  way  the  newes  is  not  fo  toojee, 
He  reade  and  anfwer.  Exit. 

Alb.  Where  was  his  fonne  when  they  did  take  his  eies  ? 
Gent.  Come  with  my  lady  hither. 
Alb.  He  is  not  here. 

Gent.  No  my  good  lord,  I  met  him  backe  againe. 
Alb.  Knowes  he  the  wickednefle  ?  . 
Gent.  I  my  good  lord,  twas  he  informed  againft  him, 
And<juk  the  houfe-on  purpofe,  that  their  punifhment 
Might  haue  the  freer  courfe. 

Alb.  Glocefter ',  I  line  to  thanke  thee  for  the  loue 
Thou  (hewedft  the  king,  and  to  reuenge  thy  eyes ; 
Come  hether  friend,  tell  me  what  more  thou  knoweft. 

Exit. 

Enter  Kent  and  a  Gentleman. 

Kent.  Why  the  king  of  France  is  fo  fuddenly  gone  backe, 
Know  you  the  reafon  ? 

Gent.  Something  he  left  imperfeft  in  the  ftate,  which  fince 
his  comming  foorth  is  thought  of,  which  imports  to  the  king- 
dom, fo  much  feare  and  danger  that  his  perfonall  returne  was 
moft  required  and  neceflary. 
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Kent.  Who  hath  he  left  behinde  him,  generall  ? 

Cent*  The  marfhall  of  France,  monfieur  La  Far. 

Kent.  Did  your  letters  pierce  the  queene  toany  demonftrai 
tion  of  griefe  ? 

Gent .  I  fay  (he  tooke  them,  read  them  in  my  prefence, 
And  now  and  then  an  ample  teare  trild  downe 
Her  ddicate  cheeke,  it  feemd  fhe  was  a  queen  ore  her  palfioa, 
Who  mod  rebell-like,  fought  to  be  king  ore  her. 

Kent.  O  then  it  moued  her, 

Gent .  Not  to  a  rage,  patience  and  forrow  ftrcme, 
Who  (hould  exprefle  her  goodlieft,  you  haue  feene 
Sun-fhine  and  raine  at  once,  her  (miles  and  teares, 
Were  like  a  better  way,  thofe  happy  finilets 
That  plaid  on  her  ripe  lip,  feeme  not  to  know 
What  guefts  were  in  her  eyes,  which  parted  thence 
As  pearles  from  diamonds  dropt ;  in  briefe, 
Sorrow  would  be  a  rarity  moft  beloued, 
If  all  could  fo  become  it. 

Kent.  Made  fhe  no  verball  quefUon  ? 

Gent.  Faith  once  or  twice  (he  heau'd  the  name  of  father 
Pantingly  foorth,  as  if  it  preft  her  heart, 
Cried  fillers,  fillers,  (hame  of  ladies  fitters ; 
Kent,  father,  lifters,  what  ith  ftorme  ith  night. 
Let  pitty  not  be  beleeu'd,  there  (he  fhookc 
The  holy  water  from  her  heauenly  eyes, 
And  clamour  moiftened  her,  then  away  (he  darted, 
To  deale  with  griefe  alone. 

Kent.  It  is  the  flars,  the  ftars  aboue  vs,  gouern  our  conditions, 
Elfe  one  fclfe  mate  and  mate  could  not  beget 
Such  different  iflues  ;  you  fpoke  not  with  her  fince  i 

Gent.  No. 

Kent.  Was  this  before  the  king  returnd  i 

Gent.  No,  fince. 

Kent. 
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Kent.  Well  fir,  the  poorc  diftrefled  Lear's  ttb  townc,    . 
Who  fometime  in  his  better  tone  remembers 
What  we  are  come  about,  and  by  no  meanes  will  yeeld  to 
fee  his  daughter. 

Cent.  Why  good  fir  ? 
.  Kent.  A  {boeralgtt  flwme  (o  elbowes  him,  hi*  own  to- 

kindnes 
That  ftript  her  from  his  benediction,  tuni'd  her 
To  forraine  cafualties,  gaue  bar  deare  rights 
To  his  dog-hearted  daughters ;  thefe  thfcgs  fting  bis  flwndc 
So  venomoufly,  that  burning  frame  detaiacs  bun  from  Co? delta. 

Cent.  Alacke  poore  gentleman. 

Kent.  Of  Albanies  and  Cornwall  powers  yoo  heard  not  t 

Cent.  Tis  fo  they  are  afoote. 

Kent.  Well  fir9  ile  bring  you  to  our  matter  Lear, 
And  leaue  you  to  attend  him,  fbme  deare  caufe 
Will  in  concealement  wrap  me  vp  a  while. 
When  I  am  knowne  aright  you  fliall  not  greeue, 
Lending  me  this  acquaintance,  I  pray  yon  go  along  with  me. 

Exit. 

Enter  Cordelia,  Dotlor,  and  others. 

Cor.  Alacke  tis  he,  why  he  was  met  euen  now,  - 
As  mad  as  the  vent  fea,  fiagiog  aloud, 
Crownd  with  ranke  femiter  and  furrow  weeds, 
With  hor-docks,  hemlocke,  nettles,  coockow-flowers, 
Darnell  and  all  the  idle  weeds  that  grow 
In  our  fuftaining,  corne,  a  century  is  feat  foorth, 
Search  euery  acre  in  the  high  grownb  field, 
And  bring  him  to  our  eye,  what  can  mans  wifedome  do 
In  the  reftoriog  his  bereaued  fence  ?  he  that  can  helpe  him 
Take  all  my  outward  worth. 

Do8. 
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Doft.  There  is  meaoes  madame, 
Our  fofler  nurfe  of  nature  is  repofe, 
The  which  he  lackes,  that  to  prouoke  in  him 
Are  many  fimples  operatiue,  whofe  power 
Will  clofe  the  eye  of  anguUh. 

Cord.  All  blefl  fecrcts,  all  you  vnpublUht  vertues  of  the 
earth, 
Spring  with  my  teares,  be  aidant  and  remediat 
In  the  good  mans  diftrefle,  feeke,  feeke  for  him, 
Lead  his  vngouernd  rage  diffolue  the  life. 
That  wants  the  meanes  to  leade  it. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mejfcn.  Newes  madam,  the  Britijb  powers  are  marching 
hetherward. 

Cord.  Tis  knowne  before,  our  preparation  (lands 
In  expeftation  of  them,  6  deare  father, 
It  is  thy  bufinefle  that  I  go  about,  therefore  great  France, 
My  mourning  and  important  teares  hath  pittied, 
No  blowne  ambition  doth  our  armes  infite, 
Butloue,  deare  loue,  and  our  aged  fathers  right, 
Soone  may  I  heare  and  fee  him.  Exit. 

Enter  Regan  and  Steward. 

Reg.  But  are  my  brothers  powers  fet  foorth  ? 

Stew.  I  madam. 

Reg.  Himfelfe  in  perfon  ? 

Stew.  Madam  with  much  ado,  your  fifter's-the  better  foldkr. 

Reg.  Lord  Edmund  (pake  not  with  your  lady  at  home  ? 

Stew.  No  madam. 

Reg.  What  might  import  my  fillers  letter  to  him  ? 

Stew.  I  know  not  lady* 

Reg. 
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Reg.  Faith  be  is  polled  hence  on  a  ferious  matter. 
It  was  great  ignorance,  Glocefiers  des  bang  out, 
To  let  him  Hoe,  where  he  arriues  he  mooes 
AU  hearts  againft  vs,  and  now  I  thinke  is  gone, 
In  pitty  of  his  miftry  to  difpatch  his  nighted  life, 
Moreouer  to  defcrie  the  ftrength  of  the  army. 

Stew.  I  muft  needs  after  him  with  my  letters. 

Reg.  Our  troope  fets  foorth  to  morrow,  flay  with  vs, 
The  wayes  are  dangerous. 

Stew.  I  may  not  madam,  my  lady  charg'd  my  dotie  in 
this  bufinefle.   - 

Reg.  Why  ftupuld  flie  write  to  Edmund?  might  not  you 
Tranfport  her  purpofes  by  word,  belike 
Something,  I  know  not  what,  He  lotte  thee  much, 
,  Let  me  vnfeale  the  letter. 

Stew.  Madam  Ide  rather 

Reg.  I  know  your  lady  does  not  loue  her  hufband, 
I  am  fore  of  that :  and  at  her  late  being  heere 
She  gaue  ftrange  aliads,  and  moft  fpeaking  lookes 
To  noble  Edmund,  I  know  yon  are  of  her  bofome. 

Stew.  1  madam. 

Reg.  I  fpeake  in  vnderftanding,  for  I  know't, 
Therefore  I  do  adnife  yon  take  this  note : 
My  lord  is  dead,  Edmund  and  I  hane  talkt, 
And  moreconnenient  is  he  for  my  hand, 
Then  for  your  ladies :  you  may  gather  more, 
If  yon  do  finde  him,  pray  you  gine  him  this, 
And  when  your  miftris  heares  thus  much  from  you, 
I  pray  defire  her  call  her  wifedome  to  her,  fo  farewell, 
If  you  do  chance  to  heare  of  that  blinde  traitor, 
Preferment  fids  on  him  that  cuts  him  off. 

Vol.  II.  M  Stew. 
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Stew.  Would  I  could  meet  him  madam,  I  would  (he* 
What  lady  I  do  follow. 

Bfg.  Fare  thee  well.  Exit. 

Enter  Glofter  dnd  Edmund. 

Clo. -When  /hall  we  come  to'th  top  of  that  fame  hill  ? 

Edg.  You  do  climbe  it  vp  now,  looke  how  we  labour  ? 

GIo.  Me  thinkes  the  ground  is  eucn. 

Edg.  Horrible  fteepe  :  hearke,  do  you  heare  the  fea  ? 

Ch.  No  truly. 

Edg.  Why  then  your  other  fenfes  grpw  ibperfeA 
By  your  eies  anguifli.  - 

Ch.  So  may  it  be  indeed, 
Methinkes  thy  voice  is  altered,  and  thou  Ipeakft 
With  better  phrafe  and  matter  then  thou  didft. 

Edg.  Y'are  much  deceiued,  in  nothing  am  I  chahgd, 
But  in  my  garments. 

Ch.  Me  thinkes  y'are  better  fpoken. 

Edg.  Come  on  fir,  here's  the  place,  fland  ftill,  how  fearful 
And  dizy  tis  to  caft  ones  eyes  fo  low : 
The  crowes  and  choughes  that  wing  the  mtdway  ajrre 
Shew  fcarfe  fo  grofle  as  beetles,  halfe  way  downe 
Hangs  one  that  gathers  fampire,  dreadfull  trade, 
Me  thinkes  he  feemes  no  bigger  then  his  head : 
The  fifhermen  that  walke  vpon  the  beake 
Appeare  like  mice ;  and  yon  tall  anchoring  barke 
Diminiflit  to  her  cocke ;  her  cocke  aboue 
Aknoft  too  fmali  for  fight.    The  murmuring  furge, 
That  on  the  vnnumbred  idle  peebles  chafe, 
Cannot  be  heard :  it  is  fo'hie  He  looke  no  more 
Leaft  my  braine  turne,  and  the  deficient  fight 
Topple  downe  headlong. 

Ck.  Set  me  where  you  ftand. 
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Edg.  Giue  me  your  hand :  you  are  now  within  a  ifiot 
Of  the  extreme  verge ;  for  all  J>eueath  the  mooue 
Would  I  not  leape  vpright. 

Gbl  Let  go  my  hand  : 
Heere  friend's  another  purfe,  iijitaiewell 
Well  worth  a  poore  mans  taking.    Fairies  and  gods 
Profper  it  with  thee :  go  thou  farther  off, 
Bid  me  farewell,  and  let  me  heare  thee  going. 

Edg.  Now  fare  you  well  good  fir. 

Gb.  With  all  my  heart. 

Edg.  Why  I  de  trifle  thus  with  his  difpaire,  tis  done  to 
cure  it. 

Gk.  O  you  mighty  gods,  Hetntets 

This  world  1  do  renounce,  and  in  your  fights 
Shake  patiently  my  great  affliction  off, 
If  I  could  beare  it  longer,  and  not  fall 
To  quarrel!  with  your  great  oppofelefle  wils, 
My  fnuffe  and  loathed  part  of  nature  (hould 
Borne  it  felfe  Qijt :  if  Edgar  liue,  O  blefle, 
Now  fellow  fere  thee  well.  He  folia 

Edg.  Gon  fir,  farewell,  and  yet  I  know  not  how  conceite 
may  rob  the  treafury  of  life,  when  life  it  felfe  yeelds  to  the 
theft:  had  h?  bene  where  he  thought,  by  this. thought  had 
bene  paft :  aliue  or  dead  ?  ho  you  fir,  heare  you  fir,  fpeake, 
thus  might  bee  pafle  indeed,  yet  he  reuiues,  what  are  you  fir? 

Gh.  Away,  and  let  me  dye. 

Edg.  Hadft  thou  bene  ought  but  gofmore  feathers  ayre, 
$>  many  fadome  downe  precipitating, 
Thou  hadft  (hiuerd  like  an  egge,  but  thou  doft  breath* 
Haft  heaoy  fubftance,  bleedft  not,  fpeakft,  art  found  t 
Ten  mails  at  each  make  not  the  altitude, 
Which  thou  haft  perpendicularly  fell, 
Thy  lifes  a  miracle,  fpeake  yet  againe. 

M  2  Ch. 
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Gh.  But  haue  I  fallen  or  no  i 

Edg.  From  the  dread  fummofs  of  this  chalkie  borne, 
Looke  *p  a  hight ;  the  fhrill  gorg'd  larke  fo  fane 
Cannot  be  feene  or  heard,  do  but  looke  vp. 

Gb.  Alacke,  I  haue  no  eyes : 
Is  wretchednefle  depriu'd  that  benefite 
To  end  it  felfc  by  death  ?  Twas  yet  feme  comfort. 
When  mifery  could  beguile  the  tyrants  rage, 
And  fruftrate  his  proud  will. 

Edg.  Giue  me  your  arme : 
Vp,  fo,  how  feele  you  your  legges  ?  you  ftaud. 

Gh.  Too  well,  too  well. 

Edg.  This  i$  aboue  all  ftraogeneflfe : 
Vpon  the  crowne  of  the  cliffe,  what  thing  was  that 
Which  parted  from  you  ? 

Glo.  A  poore  vnfortunate  begger. 

Edg.  As  I  flood  heere  below,  methought  his  eyes 
Were  too  full  moones ;  a  had  a  thoufand  nofes, 
Homes,  welkt  and  waned  like  the  enridged  fea. 
It  was  fome  fiend,  therefore  thou  happy  father 
Thinke  that  the  deereft  gods,  who  made  their  honors 
Of  mens  impoflibilities,  haue  preferued  thee. 

Glo.  I  do  remember  now,  henceforth  lie  beare 
Affliction  till  it  do  cry  out  it  felfe 
Enough,  enough,  and  dye  :  that  thing  you  fpeake  of, 
I  tooke  it  for  a  man :  often  would  he  fay 
The  fiend,  the  fiend,  he  led  me  to  that  place. 

Edg.  Bare,  free,  and  patient  thoughts:  but  who  comes 
heere, 
The  fafcr  fcnfc  will  nere  accommodate  his  maifter  thus. 

Gnier 
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Lear.  No,  they  cannot  touch  me  for  coyning,  I  am  the 
king  himfelfe. 

Edg.  O  thou  fide  piercing  fight. 

Lear*  Nature  is  aboue  art  in  that  refpeft,  ther's  your 
prefle-money.  That  fellow  handles  his  bow  like  a  crow- 
keeper,  draw  me  a  clothiers  yard.  Looke,  looke,  a  moufe ; 
peace,  peace,  this  tolled  cheefe  will  do  it.  Ther's  my  gantlet, 
lie  proue  it  on  a  gyant,  bring  vp  the  browne  bils.  O  well 
flowne  birde  in  the  ayre.    Hagh,  giue  the  word. 

Edg.  Sweet  margerum. 

Lear.  Pafle. 

Clo.  I  know  that  voice. 

Lear.  Ha  Gonorill,  ha  Regan,  they  flatter'd  me  like  a  dogge, 
and  told  me  I  had  white  haires  in  my  beard,  ere  the  black 
ones  were  there ;  to  fay  I  and  no  to  all  I  faide :  I  and  no  too 
was  no  good  diuinity.  When  the  rainc;  came  to  wet  me  once, 
and  the  wind  to  make  me  chatter,  when  the  thunder  would 
not  peace  at  my  bidding,  there  I  found  them,  therelfmelt 
them  out :  goe  too,  they  are  not  men  of  their  words,  they 
told  mee  I  was  euery  thing,  tis  a  lye,  I  am  not  arguc-proofe. 

Gbfi.  The  tricke  of  that  voyce  I  doe  well  remember,  Ut 
not  the  king  ? 

Lear.  I,  euery  inch  a  king :  when  I  do  ftare  fee  how  the 
fuKcft  quakes  :  I  pardon  that  mans  life,  what  was  thy  caufe, 
adnlterie  ?  thou  (halt  not  dye  for  adultery :  no,  the  wren  goes 
toot,  and  the  fmall  guilded  flye  do  letcher  in  my  fight ;  let 
copulation  thriue.  For  Glqfters  baftard  fon  was  kinder  to  his 
father  then  my  daughters  got  tweene  the  lawfull  flieets,  toot 
luxury,  pell  mell,  for  I  want  fonldiers.  Behold  yon  fimpring 
dame,  whofe  face  between  her  forkes  prefageth  (how,  that 
minces  vertue,  and  do  {hake  the  head;  heare  of  pleafurea 
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name  to  fichew,  nor  the  foyted  horde  goes  toot  with  a  more 
riotous  appetite :  downe  from  the  wafte  they  are  centanrts, 
though  women  all  aboue,  but  to  the  girdle  do  the  gods  in- 
herit, beneath  is  all  the  fiends,  theres  hell,  theres  darkneffe, 
theres  die  fulphtfry  pit,  burning,  fcalding,  ftench,  confum* 
mation,  fie,  fie,  fie,  pah,  pah  :  giue  mee  an  ounce  of  craer, 
good  apothecary,  to  fweeten  my  imagination,  ther's  money 
for  thee. 
Cb  O  let  me  kifle  that  hand. 
Lear.  Here  wipe  it  firft,  it  finds  of  mortality. 
Cb.  O  ruin'd  peece  of  nature,  this  great  world  (hold  fo 
weare  out  to  naught,  do  you  know  me  ? 

Lear.  I  remember  thy  eyes  well  enough,  doft  thou  fqukfy 
on  me :  no,  do  thy  worft  Winde  Cupid,  lie  not  lone :  read 
thou  that  challenge,  marke  the  penning  on't. 
Cb.  Were  all  the  letters  fun$  I  could  not  fee  one. 
Edg.  I  would  not  take  this  from  report,  it  is,  and  my  hart 
breaks  at  it. 
Lear.  Read. 

Cb.  What,  with  the  cafe  of  eyes. 
Lear.  O  ho,  are  you  there  with  me  ?  no  eyes  in  your  hed 
nor  money  in  your  purfe  ?  your  eyes  are  in  a  heauy  cafe,  pur 
purfle  in  a  light ;  yet  you  fee  how  this  world  goes  i 
Cb.  I  fee  it  feelingly. 

Lea.  What  art  mad  ?  a  man  may  fee  how  the  world  goes 
with  no  eyes.  Looke  with  thy  eares,  fee  how  yon  iufticc 
tailes  vppon  yon  fimple  theefe :  hearke  in  thy  care,  haady 
dandy,  which  is  the  theefe,  which  is  the  iufticc.  Thou  haft 
Ifcene  a  farmers  dogge  barke  at  a  begger. 
Cb.  I  fir. 

Lear.  And  the  creature  run  from  the  cur?  there  thou 
mightft  behold  the  great  image  of  authorise,  a  dogge,  fo  ted 
In  office.    Thou  rafcall  beadle  hold  fliy  bloody  hand;  why 
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daft  thou  lafli  that  whore  i  (trip  thine  own*  backe,  thy  blood 
body  Ittfts  to  vfe  her  in  that  kind  for  which  thou  whipft  her. 
The  vfurer  hangs  the  cozener,  through  uttered  ragges  fmall 
vices  do  appeare,  robes  and  furd-gownes  hides  all.  Get  thee 
gbflb  eyes,  and  like  a  fcuruy  politician,  feeme  to  fee  the  things 
thou  doeft  not;  no,  now  pull  off  my  boots,  harder,  harder, 
lb. 

Edg.  O  matter  and  impertinency,  mixt  reafon  in  madnefle, 

Lear.  If  thou  wilt  weepe  my  fortune,  take  my  eyes ;  I 
know  thee  well  enough,  thy  name  is  Glqftcr,  thou  muft  be 
patient,  we  came  crying  hither :  thou  knowft  the  firft  dme 
that  we  fmel  the  aire,  we  waile  and  cry,  I  will  preach  to 
thee,  ma*ke  me. 

Gb.  Alack,  alack,  the  day. 

Lear*  When  we  are  borne,  we  eric  that  wee  are  come  to 
this  great  ftage  of  fooles  :  this  a  good  blocke.  It  were  a  de- 
licate faatagemtafhoot  a  troope  of  horfc  with  fell,  and  when 
I  haue  ftole  vpon  thefe  fonnes  in  law,  then  kill,  kill,  kill, 
-kill,  kill,  kill. 

Enter  tiree  Gentlemen. 

Gent.  O  here  he  is,  lay  hands  vpon  him  firs. 

Lean  No  refcuc,  what  a  priioner  ?  I  am  eene  the  naturall 
foole  of  fortune :  vfe  me  well,  yon  (hall  haue  a  ranfom.  Let 
me  haue  a  chirurgeon,  I  am  cut  to'th  braiocs. 

Gent.  You  (hall  haue  any  thing. 

Lear.  No  feconds,  all  my  felfe :  why  this  would  make  a 
man  of  fait  to  vfe  his  eyes  for  garden  water-pottes,  I  and  laying 
autumnes  duft. 

Gent .  Good  fir. 

Lear.  I  will  dye  braudy  like  a  bridegroome,  What,  I  will 
bee  iouialh  come,  come,  I  am  a  king  my  mailers,  know  you 
that? 

H4  Gent. 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


The  History  of  Kiwo  Lear; 

Cent.  You  are  a  royall  one,  and  we  obey  yon. 
Lear.  Then  theres  life  int,  nay  if  you  get  it  yon  (hall  get  it 
with  running.  Exit  King  rmnU$gm 

Cent.  A  fight  inoft  pittifull  in  the  meaneft  wretch,  paft 
fpeaking  of  in  a  king:  thou  haft  one  daughter  who  redeem** 
nature  from  the  generall  curfe  which  twaine  hath  brought  her 
to.    * 
.    £dg.  Hailc  gentle  fir. 

Cent.  Sir  fpepd  you,  what's  your  will  ? 

Edg.  Do  you  heare  ought  of  a  battell  toward  t 

Gent.  Moft  fure  and  vulgar,  euery  ones  heares 
That  can  diftinguUh  fenfe. 

Edg.  But  by  your  fauour,  how  neeres  the  other  army  ? 

Cent.  Neere  and  on  fpeed  fort,  the  maine  defcries, 
Stands  on  the  hourely  thoughts 

Edg.  I  thanke  you  fir,  thats  all. 

Cent.  Though  that  the  queene  on  fpedal  caufe  is  heere^ 
His  army  is  mou'd  on. 

Edg.  I  thanke  you  fir.  Exitl 

Glo.  You  euer  gentle  gods  take  my  breath  from  me, 
Let  not  my  worfer  fpirit  tempt  me  againe, 
To  dye  before  you  plcafe. 

Edg.  Well  pray  you  father. 

Glo.  Now  good  fir  what  are  you. 

Edg.  A  moft  poore  man,  made  lame  by  fortunes  blowes, 
Who  by  the  art  of  knowne  and  feeling  forrowes 
Am  pregnant  to  good  pitty.    Giue  me  your  hand, 
He  leade  you  to  fome  biding. 

Ghft.  Hearty   thanks,  the  bounty  and  the  benizoa  of 
heauen  to  boot,  to  boot. 

Enter 
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Enter  Steward. 

Stew.  A  proclaim'd  prize,  moft  happy;  that  eyles  head  of 
thine  was  firft  framed  flefh  to  raife  my  fortunes.  Thou  moft 
vnhappy  traitor,  briefely  thy  felfe  remember,  the  fword  is  oat 
that  moft  deftroy  thee. 

Gk.  Now  let  thy  friendly  hand  put  ftrengtb  enough  to't. 

Stew*  Wherefore  bolde  pezaat  darft  thou  fupport  a  pub- 
li(ht  traytor,  hence  leaft  die  infection  of  his  fortune  take  like 
hold  on  thee,  let  go  his  artne. 

Edg.  Chill  not  let  go  fir  without  cagion. 

Stew.  Let  go  flaue,  or  thou  dieft. 

Edg.  Good  gentleman  goe  your  gate,  let  poore  volke  pallet 
and  chud  haue  beene  zwaggar'd  out  of  my  life,  it  would  not 
haue  bene  zo  long  by  a  vortnight :  nay  come  not  neere  the 
<dde  man,  keepe  out  cheuore  ye,  or  ile  try  whether  your 
coftard  or  my  bat  be  the  harder,  chill  be  plaine  with  you. 

Stew.  Out  dunghill.  Tbey fight. 

Edg.  Chil  pick  your  teeth  zir,  come  no  matter  for  your 
fbines. 

Stew.  Slaue  thou  haft  flaine  me,  villaine  take  my  purfe: 
Ifeuer  thou  wilt  thriue,  bury  my  body, 
And  giue  the  letters  which  thou  findft  about  me 
To  Edmund  earle  of  Glqfler,  feeke  him  out,  vpon 
The  Britijb  party  :  6  vntimely  death !  death.  He  dyes. 

Edg.  I  know  thee  well,  a  feruiceable  villaine, 
As  dutious  to  the  vices  of  thy  miftris, 
As  badnefle  would  defire. 

Gl$.  What  is  he  dead  ? 

Edg.  Sit  you  downe  father,  reft  you,  lets  fee  his  pockets, 
Thefe  letters  that  he  fpeakes  of  may  be  my  friends,  ' 

Hce's  dead,  I  am  onely  forry  he  had  no  other  deathfisaiu 
Let  v j  fee,  leaue  gentle  wax,  and  manners  blame  vs  not, 

T# 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


The  History  of  King  Lear." 

To  know  our  enemies  minds  wee'd  rip  their  hearts, 
Their  papers  is  more  lawfull. 

/ 
A  Utter. 

<  Let  your  reciprocal!  vowes  be  remembred, 

Tou  haue  many  opportunities  to  ait  him  off. 

Jfyqur  wU  want  not,  time  and  place  will  be  fruitfully  offered. 

There  is  nothing  done  2  if  he  returne  the  conqueror. 

Then  am  I  the  prifoner,  and  his  bed  my  iayle, 

From  the  loath" d  warmth  whereof  deUuer  me, 

Andfupply  the  place  for  your  labour. 

Your  wife  (fo  I  would  lay)  and  your  affectionate  feruant, 

GonoriB. 

Edg.  O  vndiftinguUht  fpace  of  womans  wit, 
A  plot  vpoQ  her  vertuous  hufbands  life, 
And  the  exchange  my  brother :  heere  in  the  fends 
Thee  lie  rake  vp>  the  port  vafanttified 
Of  murtherous  letchers,  and  in  the  mature  time 
With  this  vograciQos  paper  flrike  the  fight 
Of  the  death  praftifd  duke,  for  him  tis  well, 
That  of  his  death  and  bufinefle  I  can  tell, 

Clo.  The  king  is  mad,  haw  ftifie  is  my  vilde  fenfe, 
That  I  ftand  vp,  and  haue  ingenious  feeling 
Of  my  huge  (brrowes,  better  I  were  diftraft, 
So  fhould  my  thoughts  be  fenced  from  my  gretfcs, 
And  woes  by  wrong  imaginations,  lofe 
The  knowledge  of  themfelues. 

A  drumme  afarre  cf* 

Edg.  Giueme your  hand  : 
Farre  off  methiiri^es  I  heare  the  beaten  drum. 
Come  father  Be  beAow  you  with  a  friend.  Exit. 

Enter 
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Enter  Cordelia,  Kent,  and  Doftor. 

Cor.  O  thou  good  Kent, 
How  (hall  I  Hue  and  worke  to  match  thy  goodneffc, 
My  life  will  be  too  fhort,  and  euery  meafure  faile  me. 

Kent.  To  be  acknowledge  madam  is  ore-paid, 
All  my  reports  go  with  the  rnodcft  truth, 
Nor  more,  nor  dipt,  but  fo.    . 

Cor.  Be  better  fuited, 
Thefe  weeds  arc  memories  of  thofc  worfer  houres, 
I  prethee  put  them  off. 

Kent.  Pardon  me  deere  madam, 
Yet  to  be  knowne  fhortens  my  made  intent, 
My  boone  I  make  it  that  you  know  i*e  not, 
Till  time  and  I  thinke  meet* 
Cor.  Then  be  it  fo  :  my  lord  how  does  the  king. 
Do&.  Madam  fleepesftUl. 
Cor.  O  you  kinde  gods, 
Cure  this  great  breach  in  his  abufed  nature, 
The  vntun'd  and  hurrying  fenfes,  O  winde  vp, 
Of  this  childe-changed  father. 

DoH.  So  pleafe  your  maiefiy  we  may  woke  the  king 
He  hath  flept  long. 

Cor.  Be  gouern'd  by  your  knowledge,  and  proceede 
Ith  fway  of  your  owne  will :  is  he  array'd  ? 

Don.  I  madam,  in  the  hcauinefle  of  hi$  fleepe, 
We  put  frelh  garments  on  him. 

Kent.  Good  madam  be  by.  when  we  ,do  awake  him, 
I  doubt  not  of  his  temperance. 

Cor.  Very  well. 
.  Don.  Pleafe  you  draw  neere  x  louder  the  muficke  there. 

Cor.  O  my  deere  father, 
Reiteration  hang  thy  medicine  on  my  lippes,  * 

And 
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And  let  this  kifle  repaire  thofc  violent  harmes 
That  my  two  lifters  haue  in  thy  reuerence  made. 

Kent.  Kinde  and  deere  princefle. 

Cor.  Had  you  not  bin  their  father,  thcfe  white  flakes 
Had  challenged  pitty  of  them.     Was  this  a  face 
To  be  expofd  againft  the  warring  windes, 
To  ftand  againft  the  deepe  dread  bolted  thunder, 
In  the  moft  terrible  and  nimble  ftroke 
Of  qnicke  croffe  lightning,  to  watch  poore  Per  dut 
With  this  thin  helme  }  mine  ininrious  dogge, 
Though  he  had  bit  me,  fhould  haue  flood  that  night 
Againft  my  fire,  and  waft  thou  faine  (poore  father) 
To  bouill  thee  with  fwine  and  rogues  forlorne, 
In  fhort  and  mufty  ftraw  ?  Alack,  alacke, 
Tis  wonder  that  thy  life  and  wits  at  once, 
Had  not  concluded  all.    He  wakes,  fpeake  to  him. 

Doft.  Madam  do  you,  tis  fitteft. 

C.  How  does  my  royal  lord  ?  how  fares  your  maiefty 

Lear.  You  do  me  wrong  to  take  me  out  a'th  graue, 
Thou  art  a  foule  in  blifle,  but  I  am  bound 
Vpon  a  wheele  of  fire,  that  mine  owne  teares 
Do  fcald  like  molten  lead. 

Cor.  Sir,  know  ye  me  ? 

Lear.  Y  are  a  fpirit  I  know,  when  did  you  dye  i 

Cor.  Still,  ftill,  farre  wide. 

Dofi.  He's  fcarfe  awake,  let  him  alone  awhile. 

Lear.  Where  haue  I  bin  ?  where  ami?  faire  day  light ! 
I  am  mightily  abufd ;  I  fhould  ene  dye  with  pity 
To  fee  another  thus.    I  know  not  what  to  fay  : 
I  will  not  fweare  thefeare  my  hands,  let's  fee, 
I  feele  this  pin  pricke,  would  I  were  aflur'd  of  my  conditioo. 

Cor.  O  looke  vpon  me  fir, 
And  hold  your  hands  in  benediftion  ore  me, 
No  fir,  you  muft  not  kneele. 

Lear. 
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Lear.  Pray  do  not  mocke  me : 
I  am  a  very  foolUh  fond  olde  man, 
Fonrefcore  and  vpward,  and  to  deale  plainly, 
I  feare  I  am  not  perfeft  in  my  minde. 
Me  thinkes  I  fhould  know  you,  and  know  this  nr.nf 
Tet  I  am  doubtfull :  for  I  am  mainly  ignorant 
What  place  this  is,  and  all  the  (kill  I  bane 
Remembers  not  thefe  Aments :  nor  I  know  not 
Where  I  did  lodge  laft  night.    Do  no  laugh  at  me, 
For  (as  I  am  a  man)  I  thinke  this  lady 
To  be  my  childe  Cordelia* 
Cor.  And  fo  I  am. 

Lear.  Be  your  teares  wet  ?  yes  faith:  I  pray  weepe  not, 
If  you  haue  poifon  for  me  I  will  drinke  it : 
I  know  you  do  not  loue  me,  for  your  Afters 
Haue  (as  I  do  remember)  done  me  wrong, 
You  haue  fome  caufe,  they  haue  not. 
Cor.  No  caufe,  no  caufe. 
Lear.  Am  I  in  France  t 
Kent.  In  your  owne  kingdome  fir. 
Lear.  Do  not  abufe  me. 

Do8.  Be  comforted  gbod  madame,  the  great  rage  you  fee 
is  cured  in  him,  and  yet  it  is  danger  to  make  him  euen.ore  the 
time  bee  has  loft ;  defire  him  to  goe  in,  trouble  him  no  more 
till  further  fetling. 

Cor.  Wilt  pleafe  your  highnefle  walke  i 
Lear.  You  muft  beare  with  me : 
Fray  now  forget  and  forgiue, 

I  am  olde  and  foolifli.  Exeunt. 

Manet  Kent  and  Gentleman. 
Gen.  Holds  it  true  fir  that  the  duke  of  Cornwall  was  fo 

flaine? 
Kent.  Moft  certaine  fir. 

Gent. 
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Cent.  Who  is  condu&or  of  bis  people  ? 

Kent.  As  tis  faid,  thebaftard  fonne  of  Clq/ler. 

Cent.  They  fay  Edgar  his  banifht  forme,  is  with  the  earje 

of  Kent  in  Germany. 
Kent.  Report  is  changeable,  tis  time  to  looke  about, 
The  powers  of  the  kingdome  approch  apace. 
Cent.  The  arbitrcment  is  like  to  be  bloody,  fare  you  well 

fir.  A 

Kent .  Mf  point and  period  will  bewoughly  wrought, 
Or  well,  or  ill,  as  this  dayes  battels  fought. 

Enter  Edmund,  Regan,  and  their  powers. 

Baft.  Know  of  the  duke  If  Us  laft  pnrpofe  holds, 
Or  whether  fince  be  is  adutfl  by  ought 
To  change  the  court,  he  is  full  of  alteration 
And  felfe-reprouing,  bring  hit  omftant  pleafitre. 

Reg.  Our  fitters  man  is  certainly  mUcazrted. 

Baft.  Tis  to  be  doubted  madam. 

Reg.  Now  fweet  lord, 
Ton  know  the  goodnefle  I  intend  vpon  yon ; 
Tell  me  truly,  but  then  fpcake  the  truth, 
©o  yon  not  bnejny  fiflbnr  I 

Baft.  I  hooorM  lorn. 

Reg.  But  bane  you  aeuer  found  my  taptbtp  way, 
To  the  forefended  place  I 

Baft.  That  thought  abvfts  yon. 

Reg.  I  am  doubtfull  that  you  baue  beene  icouUwft 
And  bofom'd  with  her,  as  farre  as  we  .call  bars* 

Baft.  No  by  mine  honor  madam. 

Reg.  Inener  fhallsndurc  her, 
P«re  my  lord  bemot  familiar  with  her. 

Baft.  Feare  me  not,  (he  and  theduke  her  hufbaad. 

Enter 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


Thb' History  of  Kino  Lear. 

Enter  Albany  and  Gonorill  with  troopes. 

Con.  I  had  rather  loofe  the  battell 
'  Then  that  filler  (hould  loofen  him  and  me. 

Alb.  Our  very  louing  filter  well  be-met, 
For  this  I  heare  the  king  is  come  to  his  daughter 
With  others,  whom  the  rigour  of  our  ftate 
Forc'd  to  cry  out.    Where  I  could  not  be  honeft 
I  neuer  yet  was  valiant :  for  this  bufinefle 
It  toucheth  vs,  as  France  inuades  our  land 
Not  bolds  the  king,  with  others  whom  I  feare, 
Moft  iuft  and  heany  caufes  make  oppofe. 

Baft .  Sir  ybu  fpeake  nobly. 

Regan.  Why  is  this  reafon'd  ? 

Gon.  Combine  together  gainft  the  enemy, 
For  thefe  doraefticke  doore  particulars, 
A  re  not  to  queflion  heere. 

AW.  Let  vs  then  determine 
With  the  ancient  of  wane  on  our  proceedings. 

Baft.  I  (hall  attend  you  prefently  at  your  tent. 

Reg.  Sifter  youle  go  with  vs  ? 

Con.  No. 

Reg.  Tis  moft  conuenient,  pray  yon  go  with  vs* 

Con.  O  ho,  I  know  the  riddle,  I  will  go.  Exit* 

Enter  Edgar. 

'  Edg.  If  ere  your  grace  had  fpeech  with  one  fo  poore, 
Heare  me  one  word. 

Alb.  lie  ouertake  you,  fpe&ke, 
Edg.  Before  you  fight  the  battel^,  ope  this  letter, 
If  you  haue  viftory  let  the  trumpet  founde 
For  him  that  brought  it,  wretched  though  I  feeme, 
I  can  produce  a  champion,  that  will  prooue 
*Vhat  is  auouched  there.    If  you  mifcarry, 
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Your  bufinefle  of  the  world  hath  fo  an  end, 
Fortune  loue  you. 

Alb.  Stay  till  I  haue  read  the  letter* 

Edg.  I  was  forbid  it, 
When  time  (hall  feme  kt  but  the  herald  cry, 
And  He  appeare  againe.  Exit. 

Alb.  Why  fare  thee  well,  I  will  looke  ore  the  paper. 

Enter  Edmund* 

Baft.  The  enemy's  in  view,  draw  vp  your  powers, 
Hard  is  the  guefle  of  their  great  ftrength  and  forces 
By  oiliget  difcouery,  but  your  haft  is  now  vrgd  on  you* 

Alb.  We  will  greet  the  time. 

Baft.  To  both  thefe  fifters  haue  I  fworne  my  loue, 
Each  iealous  of  che  other,  as  the  (ling  art  of  the  adder, 
Which  of  them  (hall  I  take,  both  one 
Or  neither ;  neither  can  be  enioy'd 
If  both  remaine  aliue :  to  take  the  widdow, 
Exafperates,  makes  mad  her  fitter  Ganortil, 
And  hardly  (hall  if  carry  out  my  fide 
Her  hu(band  bring  aliue.    Now  thep  weel  ?fe 
His  countenance  for  the  battel!,  which  being  done 
Let  her  that  would  be  rid  of  him  deuife 
His  fpeedy  taking  off:  as  for  his  mercie 
Which  he  extends  to  Lear  and  to  Cordelia, 
The  bottell  done,  and  they  within  our  power, 
Shall  neuer  fee  his  pardon  :  for  my  ftate 
Stands  on  me  to  defend,  not  to  debate.  Exit. 

Alarum.    Enter  t  be  powers  gf  France  ouer  thejlaget  Cordelia 
with  her  Father  in  her  hand. 

Enter  Edgar  and  Glofter. 

Edg.  Heere  father  take,  the  fliadow  of  this  bu(h 

For 
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For  your  good  hoaft :  pray  that  the  right  may  thriue. 
If euer  I  returne  to  you  againe, 

Ik  bring  you  comfort.  Exit* 

Glo.  Grace  go  with  you  fir. 

Alarum  and  retreat.    Enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  Away  olde  man,  giue  me  thy  hand,  away, 
King  Lear  hath  loft,  he  and  his  daughter  tane : 
Giue  me  thy  hand,  come  on. 

Glo.  No  farther  fir,  a  man  may  rot  euen  heere. 

Edg.  What  in  ill  thoughts  agen  ?  men  muft  endure, 
Their  going  hence,  euen  as  their  comming  hither, 
Ripcnefle  is  all  come  on.  Exit . 

Enter  Edmund,  with  Lear  and  Cordelia  pr if  oners. 

Baft.  Some  officers  take  them  away,  good  guard, 
Vntill  their  greater  picafures  beft  be  knowne 
That  are  to  cenfure  them. 

Cor.  We  are  not  the  firft, 
Who  with  beft  meaning  haue  incurr'd  the  worft : 
For  thee  opprefled  king  am  I  caft  downe, 
My  felfe  could  elfe  out-frowne  falfe  fortunes  frowne. 
Shall  we  not  fee  thefe  daughters,  and  thefe  fitters  ? 

Lear.  No,  no,  come  let's  away  to  prifon, 
We  two  alone  will  fing  like  birds  ?th  cage : 
When  thou  doft  aflce  me  bleffing,  He  kneele  downe 
And  aflce  of  thee  forgiuenefle  :  fo  weell  Hue, 
And  pray,  and  tell  old  tales,  and  laugh 
At  gilded  butterflies,  and  heare  poore  rogues 
Talke  of  court  newes,  and  weel  talkc  with  them  too, 
Who  loofes,  and  who  wins ;  whofe  in,  whofe  out ; 
And  take  vpon's  the  myftery  of  things, 
\s  if  we  were  Gods  fpies :  and  weel  weare  out 

Vol.  II.  N  In 
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In  a  waHd  prifon,  pacfces  and  fefts  of  great  ones, 
That  ebbe  and  flow  by  the  moooe. 

Baft.  Take  them  away. 

Lear.  Vpon  fuch  facrifices  my  Cordelia 
The  gods  themfelues  throw  incenfe.    Haue  I  caught  thee  ? 
He  that  parts  vs  (hail  bring  a  brand  from  beaaen, 
And  fire  vs  hence  like  foxes,  wipe  thine  eyes, 
The  good  (hall  deuoure  em,  fleach  and  fell, 
Ere  they  (hall  make  vs  weepe  ?  weele  fee  em  flame  firfh 

Exit. 

Baft.  Come  hither  captaioe,  hearke. 
Take  thou  this  note,  go  follow  them  to  prifon,  (tbee, 

One  ftep  I  haue  aduancft  thee,  if  thou  doft  as  this  inftrutfs 
Thou  doft  make  thy  way  to  noble  fortunes : 
Know  thou  this,  that  men  are  as  the  tiA^e  is; 
To  be  tender  minded  does  not  become  a  fword, 
Thy  great  employment  will  not  beare  queftion, 
Either  fay  thout  do't,  or  thriue  by  other  meanes. 

Cap.  He  doot  my  lord. 

Baft.  About  it,  and  write  happy  when  thou  haft  done, 
Marke  I  fay  inftantly,  and  carry  it  fo 
As  I  haue  fet  it  downe.  . 

Cap.  I  cannot  draw  a  cart,  nor  eate  dryed  oates, 
If  it  be  mans  worke,  He  doo't. 

Enter  the  Duke,  the  two  Ladies,  and  others. 

Alb.  Sir  you  haue  fliewne  to  day  your  valiant  ftraine, 
And  fortune  led  you  well :  you  haue  the  captiues 
That  were  the  oppofites  of  this  dayes  ftrife : 
We  da  require  then  of  you  fo  to  vfe  them. 
As  we  (hall  finde  their  merits  and  our  fofety 
May  equally  determine. 

:  3afi. 
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Baft.  Sir  I  thought  it  fit, 
To  fend  the  olde  and  miferable  king 
To  fome  retention,,  and  appointed  guard, 
Whofe  age  has  charmes  in  it,  whofe  title  more, 
To  plucke  the  common  blofTomes  of  his  fide, 
And  turne  our  impreft  launces  in  our  eyes 
Which  do  command  them.    With  him  I  fent  the  queenc : 
My  reafon  all  the  fame,  and  they  are  ready  to  morrow, 
Or  at  a  further  fpace,  to  appeare  where  you  fhall  hold 
Your  feffion  at  this  time  :  we  fweate  and  bleed, 
The  friend  hath  loft  his  friend,  and  the  bed  quarrels 
In  the  heat$  are  curft  by  thofe  that  feele  their  fharpenefle. 
The  queftlon  of  Cordelia  and  her  father 
Requires  a  fitter  place. 

Alb.  Sir  by  your  patience, 
I  hold  you  but  a  fubieft  of  this  warre,  not  as  a  brother* 

Reg.  That's  as  we  lift  to  grace  him. 
Methtnkes  our  pleafure.  fhould  haue  been  demanded 
Ere  you  had  fpoke  fo  farre.    He  led  our  powers, 
Bore  the  commiffion  of  my  place  and  perfon, 
The  which  immediate  may  well  ftand  vp, 
And  call  it  felfe  your  brother. 

Con.  Not  fo  hot :  in  his  owne  grace  he  doth  exalt  himfelfe, 
More  then  in  your  aduancement. 

Reg.  In  my  right  by  me  inuefted,  he  compeers  the  beft. 

Con.  That  were  the  moll,  if  he  fhould  hufband  you. 

Reg.  letters  do  oft  proue  prophets. 

Con.  Hola,  hola,  that  eye  that  told  you  fo,  lookt  but  a 
fqutnt. 

Reg.  Lady  I  am  not  well,  elfe  I  fhould  aafwer 
From  a  full  flowing  ftomacke.    General], 
Take' thou  my  foldiers,  prifoners,  patrimony, 
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Witnefle  the  world,  that  I  create  thee  heere 
My  lord  and  matter. 

Con.  Meane  you  to  enloy  him  then  ? 

Alb.  The  let  alone  lies  not  in  your  good  will. 

Baft.  Nor  in  thine  lord. 

Alb.  Halfe  blooded  fellow,  yes. 

Baft.  Let  the  drum  ftrike,  and  prouemy  tide  good. 

Alb.  Stay  yet,  heare  reafon :  Edmund,  I  arreft  thee 
On  capitall  treafon  ;  and  in  thine  attaint, 
This  gilded  ferpent :  for  your  claime  faire  filler, 
I  bare  it  in  the  intereft  of  my  wife, 
Tis  (he  is  fubcontra&ed  to  her  lord, 
And  I  her  hufband  contradict  the  banes. 
If  you  will  marry,  make  your  loue  to  me, 
My  lady  is  bcfpoke.    Thou  art  arm'd  Clofter, 
If  none  appeare  to  proue  vpon  thy  head, 
Thy  hainous,  manifeft,  and  many  treafons, 
There  is  my  pledge,  lie  proue  it  on  thy  heart 
Ere  I  tafte  bread,  thou  art  in  nothing  Ifefie 
Then  I  haue  heere  proclaimed  thee. 

Reg.  Sicke,  6  ficke. 

Con.  If  not,  lie  nere  truft  poyfon. 

Baft.  Ther's  my  exchange,  what  in  the  world  he  is, 
That  names  me  traitor,  villain-like  he  lyes, 
Call  by  thy  trumpet,  he  that  dares  approach 
On  him,  on  you,  who  not,  I  will  maintaine 
My  truth  and  honor  firmely. 

Alb.  A  herald  ho. 

Baft.  A  herald  ho,  a  herald. 

Alb.  Truft  to  thy  fingle  vertue,  for  thy  foldicrs 
AlHeuied  in  my  name,  haue  in  my  name  tooke  their  difcharge. 

Reg.  This  ficknefle  growcs  vpon  me. 

Alb. 
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Alb.  She  is  not  well,  conuey  her  to  my  tent, 
Come  hither  herald,  let  the  trumpet  (band,  and  read  out  this. 

Cap.  Sound  trumpet. 

Her.  If  any  man  of  quality  or  degree,  in  the  hoaft  of  the 
army,  will  maintaine  vpon  Edmund,  fuppofed  earle  of  Gh- 
cefier,  that  he's  a  manifold  traitor,  let  him  appeare  at  the 
thirde  found  of  the  trumpet :  he  is  bold  in  his  defence. 

Baft.  Sound.    Againe. 

Enter  Edgar  at  the  third  found,  with  a  trumpet  before  him. 

Alb.  Alice  him  his  purpofes,  why  he  appeares 
Vpon  this  call  o'th  trumpet  ? 

Her.  What  are  you  ?  your  name  and  quality  i 
And  why  you  anfwer  this  prefent  fummons  ? 

Edg.  Oknow  my  name  is  loft  by  treafons  tooth  : 
Bare-gnawne  and  canker-bit, 
Where  is  the  aduerfary  I  come  to  cope  with  all  ? 

Alb.  What  is  that  aduerfary  I 

Edg.  What's  he  that  fpeakes  for  Edmund  earle  diGloftert 

Baft.  Himfclfe,  what  fayft  thou  to  him  ? 

Edg.  Draw  thy  fword, 
That  if  my  fpeech  offend  a  noble  heart,  thy  arme 
May  do  thee  iuftice,  heere  is  mine : 
Behold  it  is  the  priuiledge  of  my  tongue, 
My  oath  and  profeffion.    I  proteft, 
Maugre  thy  ftrength,  youth,  place  and  eminence, 
Defpight  thy  viftor,  fword,  and  fire  new  fortun'd, 
Thy  valor,  and  thy  heart,  thou  art  a  traitor  : 
Falfe  to  the  gods,  thy  brother,  and  thy  father, 
Confpicoare  gainft  this  high  illuftrious  prince, 
And  from  th'extrcmeft  vpward  of  thy  head, 
To  the  defcent  and  duft  beneath  thy  feet, 
A  moft  toad-fpotted  traitor :  lay  thou  no, 
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This  fword,  this  arme,  and  my  bcft  fpirits, 

Is  beat  to  proue  vpon  thy  heart,  whereto  I  fpeake  thou  lyeft. 

Baft.  In  wifedome  I  fliould  alke  thy  name, 
Bnt  fince  thy  outfide  lookes  fo  faire  ahd  warlike, 
And  that  thy  being  fome  fay  of  breeding  breathes, 
By  right  of  knight-hood  I  difdaine  and  fpurne, 
With  the  hell  hatedly  ore- turned  thy  heart, 
Which  for  they  yet  glance  by,  and  fcarfely  bruife, 
This  fword  of  mine  (hall  giue  them  inftant  way. 
Where  they  (hall  reft  for  euer,  trumpets  fpeake. 

Alb.  Saue  him*  faue  kim. 

Gon.  This  is  meere  praftife  Glofter,  by  the  law  of  arises 
Thou  art  not  bound  to  offer  an  vnkdowne  oppofite, 
Thou  art  not  vanquifht,  but  coufned  and  beguikL 

Alb.  Stop  your  mouth  dame,  or  with  this  paper  (hall  t  flop 
it :  thou  worfe  then  any  thing,  reade  thine  own  euill.  Nay> 
nb  tearing  lady,  I  perceiue  you  know't. 

Gon.  Say  if  I  do,  the*lawes  are  mine  not  thine,  who/hal 
ar&ign  me  for  it. 

Alb.  Monfter,  knowft  thou  this  paper? 

Gon.  Afke  me  not  what  I  know.  •  Exit  Gonorill. 

Alb.  Go  after  her,  (he's  defperate,  gonerne  her. 

Baft.  What  you  haue  charg'd  me  with,  that  haue  I  done. 
And  more,  much  more,  the  time  will  bring  it  out. 
Tis  pad,  and  fo  am  I :  but  what  art  thou  that  haft  this  for- 
tune on  me  ?  if  thou  beeft  noble,  I  do  forgiue  thee. 

Edg.  Let's  exchange  charity, 
I  am  nb  lefTe  in  blood  then  thou  art  Etbnitnd, 
If  more,  the  mote  thoii  haft  wrongd  «e. 
My  name  is  Edgar,  and  thy  fathers  fonrie, 
The  gods  are  iuft,s  and  of  our  pleafant  vertues 
Make  inftruments  to  feourge  vs  :  thedarke  and  virions  place 
Where  he  thee  got,  coft  him  his  eye*. 
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Baft.  Thou  haft  ijpoken  truth, 
The  wheek  is  come  full  circkled,  I  am  heere. 

Alb.  Me  thought  thy  very  gate  did  prophetfle 
A  royall  nobleneffe,  I  mud  embrace  thee, 
Let  (brow  fplit  my  heart  if  I  did  euer  hate  thee  or  thy  father. 

Edg.  Worthy  prince  I  know  it. 

Alb.  Where  haue  you  hid  your  felfe  ? 
How  haue  you  knowne  the  miferies  of  your  father  ? 

Edg.  By  nurfing  them  my  lord, 
Lift  a  breefe  tale,  and  when  tis  told, 

0  that  my  heart  would  burft.     The  bloody  proclamation 
To  efcape  that  followed  me  fo  neere, 

(O  our  Hues  fweetnefle,  that  with  the  paine  of  death 

Would  hourely  dye,  rather  then  dye  at  once) 

Taught  me  to  fluft  into  a  mad-mans  rags, 

To  aflume  a  femblance  that  very  dogges  difdairj'd  : 

And  in  this  habit  met  I  my  father  with  his  bleeding  rings, 

The  precious  ftones  new  loft  ;  became  his  guide, 

Led  him,  begd  for  him,  fau'd  him  from  difpaire. 

Neuer  (O  father)  reueald  my  felfe  vnto  him, 

Vntill  fome  halfe  houre  paft  when  I  was  arm'd, 

Not  fare,  though  hoping  of  this  good  fuccefle, 

1  aflct  his  bleifing,  and  from  flrft  to  laft 
Told  him  my  pilgrimage :  but  tiis  flawd  heart 
Alacke  too  weake  the  conflict  tp  fupport, 
Twixt  two  extremes  of  paffion,  ioy  and  greefe, 
Burft  fmilingly. 

Baft.  This  fpeech  of  yours  hath  mooued  me, 
And  (hall  perchance  do  good,  but  fpeake  you  on,  •' 

You  looke  as  you  had  fomething  more  to  fay. 

Alb.  If  there  be  any  more  more  wofull,  hold  it  in. 
For  I  am  almoft  readie  to  diffolue. 
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Edg.  This  would  haue  feem'd  a  period  to  fuch 
As  boe  not  forrow,  but  another  to  amplifie  too  much, 
Would  make  much  more,  and  top  extremity. 
Whilft  I  was  big  in  clamor,  came  there  in  a  man, 
Who  hauing  feene  me  in  my  worft  eftate, 
Shund  my  abhord  fociety  :  but  rhen  finding 
Who  twas  that  fo  indur'd,  with  his  ftrong  armes 
He  fattened  on  my  necke,  and  bellowd  out 
As  hee'd  burft  heauen,  threw  me  on  my  father, 
And  told  the  pitteous  tale  of  Lear  and  him, 
That  euer  eare  receiued,  which  in  recounting 
His  greefc  grew  puifant,  and  the  firings  of  life 
Began  to  cracke  twice,  then  the  trumpets  founded, 
And  there  I  left  him  traunft. 

Jib.  But  who  was  this  ? 

Edg.  Kent  fir,  the  baniflit  Kent,  who  in  difguife, 
Followed  his  enemy  king,  and  did  him  feruice 
Improper  for  a  flaue. 

Enter  one  with  a  bloody  Knife* 

Cent.  Hdpe9  helpe. 

Jib.  What  kinde  of  helpe  ?  what  meanes  that  bloody  knife? 

Cent.  Its  hot,  it  fmokes,  it  came  euen  from  the  heart  of— 

Jib.  Who  man  ?  fpeake. 

Gent.  Your  lady  fir,  your  lady;  and  her  lifter 
By  her  is  poyfon'd :  /he  has  confeft  it. 

Baft.  I  was  contracted  to  them  both,  all  three 
Now  marry  in  an  inftant. 

Jib.  Produce  their  bodies  be  they  aliue  or  dead  : 
This  iuftice  of  the  heauens  that  makes  vs  tremble, 
Touches  not  with  pity. 


Enter  Kent. 
Edg.  Here  comes  font  fir. 
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Alb.  O  tis  he,  the  time  will  not  allow 
The  complement  that  very  manners  vrges. 

Kent.  I  am  come  to  bid  my  kiog  and  mailer  aye  good  night. 
Is  he  not  heere  ? 

Alb.  Great  things  of  vs  forgot.     Speake  Edmund,  where's 
the  king,  and  wher's  Cordelia  ?  feed  thou  this  obieft  Kent  ? 
The  bodies  gf  Gonorill  and  Regan  are  brought  in. 

Kent.  Alacke,  why  thus. 

Baft.  Yet  Edmund  was  belou'd :  the  one  the  other  poifond 
for  my  fake,  and  after  flewc  her  felfe. 

Alb.  Euen  fo,  couer  their  faces. 

Baft.  I  pant  for  life :  fome  good  I  meane  to  do  defpight  of 
my  owne  nature.  Quickly  fend,  bee  briefe,  into  the  caftle 
for  my  writ,  tis  on  the  life  of  Lear,  and  on  Cordelia  :  nay, 
fend  in  time. 

Alb.  Hun,  rnn#  0  run. 

Eag.  To  who  my  lord  ?  who  hath  the  office  ? 
Send  thy  token  of  repreeue. 

Baft.  Well  thought  on,  take  my  fword,  giue  it  thecaptaine. 

Alb.  Haft  thee  for  thy  life. 

Baft.  He  hath  commiffion  •  from  thy  wife  and  me,  to  hang 
Cordelia  in  the  prifon,  and  to  lay  the  blame  vpon  her  own 
defpaire. 

Alb*  The  gods  defend  her,  beare  him  hence  a  while. 

Enter  Lear  with  Cordelia  in  his  Armes. 

Lear*  Howie,  howle,  howle,  howle:  O  you  are  men  of 
ftones, 
Had  I  your  tongues  and  eyes,  I  would  vfe  them  fo, 
That  heauens  vault  fhould  cracke :  O,  (he  is  gone  for  euer. 
J  know  when  one  is  dead,  and  when  one  liues, 
Shees  dead  as  earth  :  lend  me  a  looking-glafle. 
If  that  her  breath  will  mift  and  ftaine  the  {tone,  (he  then  liues. 

Kent. 
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Kent,  Is  this  the  promift  end  ? 

Edg.  Or  image  of  that  horror  ? 

Mb.  Fall  and  ceafe. 

Lear.  This  feather  ftirs,  (he  liues,  if  it  be  fo,  it  is  a  chance 
that  do's  redeeme  all  forrowes  that  euer  I  haue  fek. 

Kent .  A  my  good  matter. 

tear.  Prethee  away. 

Edg.  Tis  noble  Kent  your  friend. 

Lear.  A  plague  vpon  you  murdrous  traitors  all,  I  might 
haue  faued  her,  now  (bees  gone  for  euer :  Cordelia;  Cordelia, 
ftay  a  lide.  What  ift  thou  fayft  ?  her  voice  was  euer  foft, 
gentle  and  low,  an  excellent  thing  in  women.  I  kild  the  flaue 
that  was  a  hanging  thee. 

Cap.  Tis  true  my  lords  hee  did. 

Lear.  Did  I  not  fellow  ?  I  ha  feene  the  day,  that  with  my 
biting  fauchion  I  would  haue  made  them  (kip :  I  am  old  now, 
and  thefe  fame  erodes  fpoile  me.  Who  are  you  ?  mine  eyes 
are  none  o'th  beft,  He  tell  you  ftraight. 

Kent .  If  fortune  brag'd  of  two  (he  loued  or  hated. 
One  of  them  we  behold. 

Lear.  Are  not  you  Kent  ? 

Kent.  The  fame  your  feruant  Kent,  where  is  your  feruit 
Caius  f 

Lear.  Hees  a  good  fellow,  I  can  tell  that, 
Heel  ftrike  and  quickly  too,  hees  dead  and  rotten. 

Kent.  No  my  good  lord,  I  am  the  very  man. 

Lear.  He  fee  that  ftraight. 

Kent .  That  from  your  life  of  difference  and  decay, 
Haue  followed  your  fad  fteps. 

Lear.  You  are  welcome  hether, 

Kent.  Nor  no  man  elfe :  all's  cheerlefle,  darke,  and  deadly. 
Your  eldeft  daughters  haue  fore-doom'd  themfdues, 
And  defperately  are  dead. 

Lear. 
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Lear.  So  I  thinke  too. 

Alb.  He  kaowes  not  what  he  fees,  and  vaine  it  is 
That  we  prefent  vs  to  him. 
Edgar.  Very  bootlefle. 

Enter  Cdptaine. 

Cap.  Edmund  is  dead  my  lord. 

Alb.  Thats  but  a  trifle  heere  :  yon  lords  and  noble  friends, 
know  our  intent,  what  comfort  to  this  decay  may  come,  (hall 
be  applied  :  for  vs  we  will  refigne  during  the  life  of  this  old 
maiefty  to  him  our  abfolute  power,  you  to  your  rights  with 
boote,  and  fuch  addition  as  your  honors  haue  more  then  me- 
rited, al  friends  fhall  tafte  the  wages  of  their  vertue,  and  all 
foes  the  cup  of  their  deferuings :  O  fee,  fee. 

Lear.  And  my  poore  foole  is  hangd :  no,  no  life,  why 
ihould  a  dog,  a  horfe,  a  rat  haue  life,  and  thou  no  breath  at 
all  ?  O  thou  wilt  come  no  more,  neuer,  neuer,  neucr  :  pray 
vndo  this  button ;  thanke  you  fir,  O,  o,  o,  o,  o. 
Edg.  He  faints,  my  lord,  my  lord. 
Lear.  Breake  heart,  I  prethe  breake. 
Edg.  Looke  vp  my  lord. 
Kent.  Vex  not  his  ghoft,  O  let  him  pafle, 
He  hates  him  much,  that  would  vpon  the  wracke 
Of  this  tough  world  ftretch  him  out  longer. 
Edg.  O  he  is  gone  indeed. 
Kent.  The  wonder  is,  he  hath  endured  fo  long, 
He  but  vfurpt  his  life. 

Duke.  Beare  them  from  hence,  our  prefent  bufinefle 
Is  to  generall  woe :  friends  of  my  foule,  you  twaine 
Rule  in  this  kingdome,  and  the  good  ftate  fuftaine, 

Kent.  I  haue  a  iourney  fir,  fliortly  to  go,    . 
My  mailer  cals,  and  I  muft  not  fay  no. 

Duke.  The  waight  of  this  fad  time  we  muft  obay, 
ipeake  what  we  feele,  not  what  we  ought  to  fay  : 
Hie  oldeft  haue  borne  moft,  we  that  are  yong, 
*hall  neuer  fee  fo  much,  nor  liue  fo  long. 
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&  The  Author  fecms  to  have  been  fo  thoroughly 
diffatisficd  with  this  Play  as  to  have  written  it  al- 
moft  entirely  anew,  reserving  only  a  few  of  the 
Lines  and  the  Cpndudt  of  feveral  Scenes.  It  is 
faid.to  have  been  originally  publifhed  in  159 1  for 
Sampfcn  Clarke.  The  Edition  publifh'd  in  1622  is 
no  more  than  a  Copy  from   this,  for    there   is 

"  none  more  ancient  than  that  in  the  Folio  1623, 
of  the  Play  as  it  was  afterwards  aker'd  by 
Sbakefptare. 

Mr.  Pope,  in  one  of  his  Notes,  affirms  the  old 
Play  to  have  Jbeen  written  by  Sbakefpeare  and  Rowleys 
but  I  find  no  mention  of  the  Name  of  the  latter  be- 
fore either  of  the  Editions. 
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THE 
Troublefome  R  A  I  G  N  E  of 

KING     I    O    H    N. 

Enter  if.  Iohn,  Queene  Elinor  his  Mother,  William  Marfhall,' 
EarkqfJfembroake,  the  Earles  ofEttssi  <ww/gf  Salifbury. 

Queen  Elianor. 

BArons  of  England,  and  my  noble  lords ; 
Though  God  and  fortune  haue  bereft  from  vs 
Victorious  Richard  fcourge  of  infidelk, 
And  clad  this  land  in  Aole  of  difmall  hew : 
Yet  giue  me  leave  to  ioy,  and  ioy  you  all, 
That  from  this  wombe  hath  fprung  a  fecond  hope, 
A  king  that  may  in  rule  and  vertue  both 
Succeede  his  brother  in  his  emperie. 

K.  Iohn*  My  gratkms  mother  queene,  and  barons  all ; 
Though  farre  vnworthy  of  fo  high  a  place, 
As  is  the  throne  of  mighty  England*  king  : 
Yet  Iohn  your  lord,  contented  vncontent, 
Will  (as  he  may)  fuftaine  the  heauy  yoke 
Of  preffing  cares,  that  hang  vpon  a  crowue. 
My  lord  of  Pembrooke  and  lord  Sal/bury, 
Admit  the  lord  ChattiHon  to  our  prefence ; 
That  we  may  know  what  Philip  king  of  Frounce 
(By  his  ambafladors)  requires  of  vs. 

jg.  Elinor.  Dare  lay  my  hand  that  Elinor  can  geffc 
Whereto  this  weighty  cmbaffade  doth  tend : 

If 
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If  of  my  nephew  Arthur  and  bis  claime, 

Then  fay,  my  fonne,  1  haae  not  miiTde  my  aime. 

Enter  Chattilion  and  the  two  Ear  Us. 

John.  My  lord  Chattilion,  welcome  into  England  f 
How  fares  oor  brother  Philip  king  of  Fraunce  ? 

Chat.  His  highnefle  at  my  comming  was  in  health, 
And  will'd  me  to  falute  your  maieftie, 
And  fay  the  mefTage  he  hath  giuen  in  charge. 

John*  And  fpare  not  man,  wee  are  preparde  to  heare. 

Chat.  Philip,  by  the  grace  of  God  moft  chriftian  king  of 
France,  hauing  taken  into  his  gardain  and  protection  Arthur 
D.  of  Brittaine  fonne  and  heire  to  Jeffrey  thine  elder  brother, 
requireth  in  the  behalfe  of  the  faide  Arthur,  the  kingdome  of 
England,  with  the  lordfhip  of  Ireland,  Potters,  Aniow,  To- 
raine,  Maine :  and  I  attend  thine  anfwer. 

John.  A  fmall  requeft:  belike  hee  makes  account, 
That  England,  Ireland,  Poiters,  Anioxv,  Toraine,  Maine, 
Are  nothing  for  a  king  to  giue  at  once : 
I  wonder  what  he  meanes  to  leaue  for  me. 
Tell  Philip,  he  may  keepe  his  lords  at  home, 
With  greater  honour  than  to  fend  them  thus 
On  embaflades  that  not  concerne  himfelfe, 
Or  if  they  did,  would  yeeld  but  fmall  returne. 

Chat.  Is  this  thine  anfwer  ? 

John.  It  is,  and  too  good  an  anfwer  for  fo  prowd  a  mefTage. 

Chat.  Then  king  of  England,  in  my  matters  name, 
And  in  prince  Arthur  duke  of  Brittaines  name, 
1  doe  defie  thee  as  an  enemie, 
And  wifti  thee  to  prepare  for  bloody  warres. 

<£.  Elinor.  My  lord  (that  (lands  *pon  defiance  thus) 
-  Commend  me  to  my  nephew,  tell  the  boy, 
That  I  queenc  Elianor  (his  grandmother) 

Vpon 
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Vpon  my  blefling  charge  him  leaue  his  armes, 
Whereto  his  head-ftrong  mother  prickes  him  fo  t 
Her  pride  we  know,  and  know  her  for  4  dame 
That  will  not  fticke  to  bring  him  to  his  end. 
So  (he  may  bring  her  felfe  to  rule  a  realme. 
Next,  wifti  him  to  forfake  the  king  of  Frduncr, 
And  come  to  me  and  to  his  vncle  here, 
And  he  (hall  want  for  nothing  at  our  hands. 

Chat.  This  (hall  I  do,  and  thus  I  take  my  leaue. 

Iohn.  Pembrooke,  conuey  him  fafely  to  the  fea, 
Bat  not  in  hade  s  for  as  we  are  aduifde, 
We  meane  to  be  in  France  as  foone  as  he, 
To  fortifie  fuch  townes  as  we  poflefle 
In  Aniow%  Toraine,  and  in  Normandie.  Exit  Chatt. 

Enter  the  Shrhie  and  wbifpers  the  EarlejfSalW,  in  the  eare. 

Salf.  Pleafe'it  your  maiefty,  here  is  the  (hriue  of  North- 
hamptonfbire,  with  certaine  perfons  that  of  late  committed  a 
riot,  and  haue  appeald  to  your  maieftie,  befeeching  your 
highnefle  for  fpeciall  caufe  to  heare  them. 

Iohn.  Will  them  come  neere,  and  while  wee.  heare  the  caufe, 
Goe  Sal/bury  and  make  prouifion, 

We  meane  with  fpeed  to  pafle  the  fea  to  France.      Exit  Salf. 
Say  (hriue,  what  are  thefe  men,  what  haue  they  done  i 
Or  whereto  tends  the  courfe  of  this  appcale  ? 

Sbriue.  Pleafe  it  your  maiefty,  thefe  two  brethren  vnnatu- 
rally  falling  at  odds  about  their  fathers  liuing,  haue  broken 
your  highnefle  peace,  in  feeking  to  right  their  owne  wrongs 
without  courfe  of  lawe,  or  orddr  of  iuflice,  and  vnlawfully 
aflembled  thSfelues  in  mutinous  maner,  hauing  committed 
a  riot,  appealing  from  trial!  in  thci*  country  to  your  highnes  : 
and  here  I  Themas  Nidigate  (hriue  of  Ncrthamp ton/hire  do 
deliver  them  ouer  to  their  triall. 
Vol-  II.  O  Iohn. 
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John.  My  lord  ,of  Efex,  wil  thoffendprs  to  ftand  forth, 
and  tell  the  caufe  of  their  quarrel!. 

Ejfex.  Gentlemen,  it  is  the  kings  pleafure  that  you  difcouer 
your  griefs,  and  doubt  not  but  you  fhal  haue  iultice, 

Phil.  Pleafe  it  your  M,  the  wrong  is  mine :  yet  will  I  abid$ 
all  wrongs,  before  I  once  open  my  mouth  tVnrip  the  fhame- 
full  (lander  of  my  parents,  the  difhonor  of  my  felf,  and  the 
bad  dealing  of  my  brother  in  this  princely  aflemblie. 

Robert.  Then,  by  my  prince  bis  leaqe,  (hall  Robert  fpe^ke, 
And  tell  your  maieftie  what  right  I  haue 
To  offer  wrong,  as  he  accounted*  wrong. 
My  father  (not  vnknowne  vnto  your  grace) 
Receiu'd  his  fpurres  of  knighthood  in  the  field, 
At  kingly.  Richards  hands  in  Pale  flint, 
When  as  the  walls  of  Aeon  gaue  him  way  : 
His  name  fir  Robert  Fauccnbridge  of  Mountbery. 
What  by  fucceffion  from  his  anceflors, 
And  warlike  feruice  vnder  Englands  armes, 
His  liuing  did  amount  to  at  his  death 
Two  thou(and  markes  reuenew  euery  yeare : 
And  this  (my  k>rd)  I  challenge  for  my  right, 
As  lawfull  heire  to  Robert  Fauconbridge. 
.  Philip.  If  firft-borne  fonne  be  heire  indubitate 
By  certaine  right  of  England:  auntient  lawe,  *  ' 

How  (hould  my  felfe  make  any  other  doubt, 
But  I  am  heire  to  Robert  Fauconbridge  ? 

lohn.  Fond  youth,  to  trouble  thefe  our  princely  eares, 
Or  make  a  queftion  in  fo  plaine  a  cafe  : 
"Speake,  is  this  man  thine  elder  brother  borne  ? 

Robert.  Pleafe  it  your  grace  with  patience  for  to  heare, 
I  not  deny  but  he  mine  elder  is,      ' 
Mige  elder  brother  too :  yet  in  fuch  fort, 
As  he  can  make  no  title  to  the  land* 

Mm. 
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Tohn.  A  doubtful]  tale  as  eucr  I  did  hearty. 
Thy  brother,  and  thine  elder,  and  no  heire ': 
Explaine  this  darke  .Enigma. 

Robert.  I  grant  (my  lord)  he  is  my  mothers  tonne, 
Bafe  borne,  and  bafe  begot,  no  Fauconbridge. 
Indeede  the  world  reputes  him  Iawfull  jieire, 
My  father  in  his  life  did  count  him  fo, 
And  here  my  mother  ftands  to  prooue  him  fo : 
But  I  (my  lord)  can  prooue,  and  doe  auerre 
Both  to  my  mothers  fliame,  and  his  reproach, 
He  is  no  heire,  nor  yet  legitimate. 
Then  (gratious  lord)  let  Fauconbridge  enioy 
The  lining  that  belongs  to  Fauconbridge. 
And  let  not  him  poflefle  anothers  right. 

John.  Prooue  this,  the  land  is  thine  by  England*  lawe. 

<£.  Elin.  Vngratious  youth,  to  rip  thy  mothers  (hame* 
The  wombe  from  whence  thou  didft  thy  being  take, 
All  honeft  eares  abhorre  thy  wickednefle, 
But  gold  I  fee  doth  beate  downe  natures  law. 

Mother.  My  gratious  lord,  and  you  thrice  reuerend  dame, 
That  fee  the  teares  difUlling  from  mine  eies, 
And  fcalding  fighes  blowne  from  a  rented  heart : 
For  honour  and  regard  of  womanhood, 
Let  me  intreate  to  ,*be  commaunded  hence. 
Let  not  thefe  eares  heere  receiue  the  hiding  found 
Of  fuch  a  viper,  who  with  poyfoned  words 
Doth  maflerate  the  bowells  of  my  foule. 

John.  Lady,  ftand  vp,  be  patient  for  a  while : 
And  fellow,  fay,  whofe  baftard  is  thy  brother  ? 

Philip.  Not  for  my  felfe,  nor  for  my  mother  now ; 
But  for  the  honour  of  fo  braue  a  man, 
Whom  hee  accufeth  with  adulterie  : 
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Heere  fbefeech  your  grace  vpon  my  knees, 
To  count  him  mad,  and  fo  difmifle  vs  hence. 

Robert.  Nor  mad,  nor  mazde,  bat  well  aduifed,  I 
Charge  thee  before  this  royall  prcfence  here 
To  be  a  baftard  to  king  Richards  felfe, 
Sonne  to  your  grace,  and  brother  to  your  maieftie. 
Thus  bluntly,  and 

Elian.  Yong  man,  thou  needft  not  be  aftiamed  of  thy  kin, 
Nor  of  thy  lire.    But  forward  with  thy  proofe. 

Robert.  The  proofe  fo  plaine,  the  argument  fo  ftrong, 
As  that  your  highnefle  and  thefe  noble  lords, 
And  all  (faue  thofe  that  haue  no  eies  to  fee) 
Shall  fweare  him  to  be  baftard  to  the  king. 
Firft,  when  my  father  was  embafladour 
In  Cermanie  vnto  the  £mperour, 
The  king  lay  often  at  my  fathers  houfe ; 
And  all  the  realmc  fuipe&ed  what  befell : 
And  at  my  fathers  backe-returne  agen 
My  mother  wa$  deliuered,  as  tis  fed, 
Sixe  weeks  before  the  account  my  father  made. 
But  more  than  this :  looke  but  on  Philips  face, 
His  features,  anions,  and  his  lineaments, 
And  all  this  princely  prefence  (hall  confefle, 
He  is  no  other  but  king  Richards  fonne. 
Then  gratious  lord,  reft  he  king  Richards  fonne, 
And  let  me  reft  fafe  in  my  fathers  right, 
That  am  his  rightfull  fonne  and  only  heire. 

John.  Is  this  thy  proofe,  and  all  thou  haft  to  fay  ? 

Robert.  I  haue  no  more,  not  neede  I  greater  proofe. 

John.  Firft,  where  thou  faidft  in  abfence  of  thy  fire 
My  brother  often  lodged  in  his  houfe  : 
.And  what  of  that  ?  bafe  groome  to  (launder  him, 
That  honoured  his  embaflador  fo  much, 
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la  abfcnce  of  the  man  to  cheere  the  wife  ? 
This  will  not  hold,  proceed  voto  the  next. 

^  Elin.  Thou  (jtift  (he  teemde  fixe  weekes  before  her  ttee, 
Why  good  fir  fquire,  are  you  fo  canning  growen, 
To  make  account  of  wodiens  reckonings  t 
Spit  in  your  hand  and  to  your  other  proofes t 
Many  mifchances  happen  in  fuch  affaires, 
To  make  a  woman  come  before  her  time. 

loin.  And  where  thou  (aift,  he  looketh  like  the  king, 
In  aftbn,  feature  and  proportion  : 
Therein  I  hold  with  thee,  for  in  my  life 
I  neuer  faw  fo  liuely  counterfet 
Of  Richard  Cordelion,  as  in  him. 

Robert.  Then  good  my  lord,  be  you  indiffrent  iudge, 
And  let  me  baue  my  liuing  and  my  right. 

<%.  Minor.  Nay,  heare  you  fir,  you  runne  away  too  faft : 
Know  you  not,  omnejimib  non  eft  idem  ? 
Or  haue  read  in.    Harke  yce  good  fir, 
Twas  thus  I  warrant,  and  no  otherwife. 

Shee  lay  with  fir  Robert  your  father,  and  thought  vpon 
king  Richard  my  fonne,  and  fo  pur  brother  was  formed  in 
this  fafluon. 

Robert.  Madame,  you  wrong  me  thus  to  ieft  it  out, 
I  craue  my  right :  king  Iobn,  as  thou  art  king, 
So  be  thou  iuft,  and  let  me  haue  my  right. 

bbn.  Why  (foolilh  boy)  thy  proofes  are  friuolous. 
Nor  canft  thou  chalenge  any  thing  thereby. 
But  thou  (halt  fee  how  I  will  belpe  thy  claime : 
This  is  my  doome,  and  this  my  doome  (hall  (land 
Irreuocable,  as  I  am  king  of  England. 
Toe  thou  know'ft  not,  week  aflte  of  them  that  know, 
His  mother  and  himfdfe  (hall  end  this  ftrife : 
And  as  they  fay,  fo  fliall  thy  liuing  paflc. 

x  0  3  Mert. 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


The  TiouiLZSotfE  Raicni 

Robert.  My  lord,  heroin  I  challenge  y6«  of  wrong, 
To  giue  away  my  right,  and  put  the  doom* 
Ymo  themfchjes.    Can  there  be  likelihood 
That  fhee  witt  loofe? 
Or  he  will  giue  the  fining  from  hknfelfc  > 
It  may  not  be  my  lord.    Why  Should  it  be  ? 

ibA».  Lords,  keep  him  back,  and  let  him  hcare  the  doom. 
Effex%  firft  aflce  the  mother  thrice  who  was  his  fire  t 

Ejfex.  Lady  Margaret,  widow  of  Fauconbriage, 
Who  was  father  to  thy  fonne  Philip  f 

Mother.  Pleafe  it  your  tpaiefty,  fir  Sob.  Fauconbridge. 
~  Rob.  This  is  right,  aflce  my  fellow  the*  if  I  be  a  thiefe. 

John*  Aflce  Philip  whofe  fonne  he  is. 

Efftx.  Philip,  who  was  thy  father  ? 

Philip.  Mas  my  lord,  and  that's  a  queftion :  and  yon  had 
flot  taken  fome  paines  with  her  before,  I  fbould  hane  defired 
you  to  aflce  my  mother. 

Iohn.  Say,  who  was  thy  father  ? 

Philip.  Faith  (my  lord)  to  anfwere  yon,  fure  bee  is  my  .fa* 
ther  that  was  neereft  my  mother  when  I  was  begotten,  and 
him  I  thifike  to  be  fir  Robert  Faueonbridge. 

bhn.  Efex,  for  fafliions  fake  deriland  agen,    .  * 

And  fo  an  end  to  this  contention. 

Robert.  Was  euer  man  thus  wroogd  as  Robert  k  f 

Efex.  Philip-  fpeake  I  fay,  who  was  thy  father  .' 

John.  Young  man  how  now,  what  art  thou  in  a  trance  I 

Elianor.  Philip  awake,  the  man  is  in  a  dreame. 

Philip.  PhiHppus  atoms  *(kt*  Regibus. 
What  faift  thou  Philip,  fprtmg  of  aundent  kings  ? 
$uo  me  rapit  tempefias  2 
What  wiode  of  honoar  Howes  this  fdtie  forth  t 
Or  whence  procetde  theft  fumes  of  maieftfe  i 
Me  thinkesj  heare  »  hoUow  eccho  found, 
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That  Philip  is  the  fonne  vnto  a  king : 

The  whittling  lcaues  vpon  the  trembliag  trees, 

Whittle  in  confort  1  am  Richaras  foone  : 

The  bubling  murmur  of  the  waters  fall, 

Records  Philippus  Regius  filius : 

Birds  in  their  flight  make  muficke  with  their  wings, 

Filling  the  aire  with  glorie  of  my  birth : 

Birds,  bubbles,  leaues,  and  mountaines,  eccho,  all 

Ring  in  mine  cares,  that  I  am  Richards  fonne. 

Fond  man  !  ah  whither  art  thou  carried  ? 

How  are  thy  thoughts  y  wrapt  in  honors  heauen  ? 

Forgetfull  what  thou  art,  and  whence  thou  camft. 

Thy  fathers  land  cannot  maintaine  thefe  thoughts, 

Thefe  thoughts  are  farre  vnfitting  Fauconbridge : 

And  well  they  may ;  for  why  this  mounting  minde 

Doth  foare  too  high  to  ftoupe  to  Fauconbridge. 

Why  how  now  ?  knoweft  thou  where  thou  art  ? 

And  knoweft  thou  who  expeds  thine  anfwer  here  ? 
Wilt  thou  vpon  a  franticke  madding  vaine 

Goe  loofe  thy  land,  and  fay  thy  felfe  bafe  borne? 

No,  keepe  thy  land,  though  Richard  were  thy  fire, 

What  ere  thou  thinkft,  fay  thou  art  Fauconbridge. 
John.  Speake  man,  be  fodaine,  who. thy  father  was. 
Philip.  Pleafe  it  your  maiettie,  fir  Robert 

Philip,  that  Fauconbridge  deaues  to  thy  iawes : 

It  will  not  out,  I  cannot  for  my  life 

Say  I  am  fonne  vnto  a  Fauconbridge. 

Let  land  and  liuing  goe,  tis  honors  fire 

That  makes  me  fweare  king  Richard  was  my  fire. 

Bafe  to  a  king  addes  title  of  more  ttate, 

Than  knights  begotten,  though  legitimate. 

Pleafe  it  your  grace,  I  am  king  Richards  fonne. 
Robert.  Robert  reuiue  thy  heart,  let  forrow  die, 

His  faltring  tongue  not  f utters  him  to  lie. 

O4  Mo. 
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Mo.  What  head-ftrong  furic  doth  enchant  my  fannc  f 

Philip.  Philip  cannot  repent,  for  he  hath  done. 

John.  Then  Philip  blame  not  me,  thy  felfe  hall  loft 
By  wilfulnefle,  thy  liuing  and  thy  land. 
Robert,  thou  art  the  heire  of  Fauconbridge, 
God  giue  thee  ioy,  greater  than  thy  defert. 

Q.  Elia.  Why  how  now  Philipt  giue  away  thine  owne  ? 

Ph.  Madame,  I  am  bold  to  make  my  felf  yoqr  aephew, 
The  pooreft  kinfman  that  your  highncflc  ha&  : 
And  with  this  prouerb  gin  the  world  anew, 
Help  hands,  I  haue  no  lands,  honor  is  my  defire ; 
Let  Philip  Hue  to  (hew  himfelfe  worthy  fo  great  a  fire. 

Eli.  Philip$  I  think  thop  knewft  thy  grandams  minde : 
But,cheere  thee  boy,  I  will  not  fee  thee  want 
As  long  as  Elinor  hath  foote  of  land ; 
Henceforth  thou  (halt  be  taken  for  my  foftne, 
And  waite  on  me  and  on  thine  vncle  heere, 
Who  (hall  giufc  honour  to  thy  noble  mind. 

Iohn.    Philip  kneele    downe,   that  thou  majft  throughly 
How  much  thy  refolution  pleafeth  vs,  (know 

Rife  vp  fir  Richard  Plantaginet  king  Richards  fonnc. 

Philip.  Grant  heauens  that  Philip  once  may  (hew  himfelfe 
Worthy  the  honour  of  Plantaginet, 
Or  bafeft  glorie  of  a  baftards  name. 

John.  Now  gentlemen,  we  will  away  to  France, 
To  checke  the  pride  di  Arthur  and  his  mates : 
Ejix,  thou  (halt  be  ruler  of  my  realme, 
And  toward  the  maine  charges  of  my  warres, 
lie  ceaze  the  lafie  abbey  lubbers  lands 
Into  my  hands  to  pay  my  men  of  warre. 
The  pope  and  popeKngs  (hall  not  greafe  themfelucs 
Wfth  gold  and  groatcs,  that  are  thc,fouldiers  due. 
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Thus  forward  lords,  let  our  commaund  be  done, 
And  march  we  forward  mightily  to  France.  Exeunt* 

Manet  Philip  and  his  Mather. 
Philip.  Madame,  I  befeech  you  deigne  me  fo  much  leafuie 
as  the  hearing  of  a  matter  that  I  log  to  impart  to  you. 

Mother.  What's  the.  matter  Philip  ?  I  thinke  your  fult  io 
fecret,  tends  to  fome  money  matter,  which  you  fuppofc 
burnes  in  the  bottome  of  my  cheft.  .  > 

Phil.  No  madam,  it  is  no  fuch  fuit  as  to  beg  or  borrow, 
But  fuch  a  fuit,  as  might  fome  other  grant, 
I  would  not  now  haue  troubled  you  withal)* 
Mother.  A  gods  name  let  vs  heare  it. 
Phil.  Then  madam  thus,  your  ladifhip  fees  well. 
How  that  my  fcandal^growes  by  meanes  of  you. 
In  that  report  hath  rumord  vp  and  downe, 
I  am  a  baftard,  and  no  Fauconbridge. 
This  grofle  attaint  fo  tilteth  in  my  thoughts. 
Maintaining  combat  to  abridge  mine  eafe, 
That  field  and  towne,  and  company  alone, 
What  fo  I  doe,  or  where foere  \  am, 
I  cannot  chafe  the  (launder  from  my  thoughts. 
Jf  it  be  true,  refolue  me  of  my  firc^ 
For  pardon  madam,  if  I  thinke  amifle. 
Be  Philip  Philip,  and  no  Fauconbridge, 
His  father  doubtlefle  was  asbrauc  a  maq. 
To  you  on  knees,  as  fometime  Phaeton, 
MUtruftiog  fielly  Merop  for  his  (ire, 
Straining  a  little  baXhfull  modeftie, 
I  beg  fome  inftance  whence  I  am  extraught. 

Moth.  Yet  moreadoe  to  hade  me  to  my  graue, 
And  wilt  thou  too  become  a  mothers  crofle  ? 
Muft  I  accufe  my  felfe  to  clofe  with  you  I 
Slaqpder  my  felfe,  to  quiet  your  afie$s  ? 

Thou 
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Thou  moou'ft  mc  Philip  With  this  idle  talkc, 
Which  I  remit,  in  hope  this  ihbod  will  die. 

Phil.  Way  lady  mother,  heare  me  further  yet, 
t &  ftfofig  comfcit  driues  dutte  hence  awhiFe  : 
Your  hulband  FtucdHlfrtJge  was  father  to  that  fame* 
That  carrks  marked  6f  nature  like  the  fire, 
Thdfortne  that  blotteth  you  With  wedlockes  breach,  | 

And  holds  my  right,  as  lineall  in  defcent 
Frdm  htat  whofe  forme  was  figiired  in  his  face.  ' 

Can  nature  fo  difletable  in  her  frame,  i 

To  make  the  one  fo  like  as  like  may  be, 
And  in.  the  other  print  no  character  .  ! 

To  challenge  any  marke  of  true  defcent  ?  ] 

My  brothers  mind  is  bafe,  and  too  too  dulf> 
To  mount  where  Phittp  lodgeth  his  afferts, 
,  And  ins  arterrfall  graces  that  you  vieive, 
(Though  I  report  it)  countefpoife  not  mine  : 
His  conftitution  plaide  debilitie, 
Requires  the  chairs,  and  miflfc  the  feat  of  (teele. 
Nay,  what  is  he,  or  what  am  t  to  him  ? 
When  any  one  that  knowdth  how  to  carpe, 
Will  fcarcely  iudge  vs  both  one  countrey  borne. 
This  madam,  this,  hath  drone  me  from  thy  felfe : 
And  here  by  heauens  eterhall  lampes  I  Tweare, 
As  curfed  Nero  wkh  his  mother  did, 
So  I  with  you  j  if  you  refolue  me  not. 

Moth.  Let  mothers  teares  quench  out  thy  angers  fire, 
And  vrge  no  further  what  thou  doeft  require. 

Phil.  Let  fonnes  intreatie  fway  the  mother  nowj 
Or  elfe  Ihee  dies  :  Ife  not  infringe  my  tow. 

Moth.  Vnhappy  taflce :  matt  I  recount  my  fiiame, 
Blab  my  mifdeeds,  6r  by  Concealing  die  ? 
Some  power  ftrike  me  fpecchlefle  for  i  timtf, 

Or 
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Or  take  from  Mm  a  while  bis  hearings  Vfc. 

Why  wiQi  I  fo,  vnhappy  as  I  am  t 

The  fault  is  mine,  add  he  the  fadtk  fruit, 

1  blufh,  I  feint,  oh  would  I  might  be  mute* 
Pint.  Mother  be  briefe,  I  long  to  know  my  ntae. 
Moth.  And  longing  die,  to  fhrftUd  thy  mothers  flume* 
Phil.  Come  madame  come,  you  need  not  be  fo  bath, 

The  (hame  is  (bared  equall  twixt  w  both. 

Ift  not  a  flackeneffe  in  me,  worthy  Hame, 

To  be  fc  old,  and  cannot  write  my  name. 

Good  mother  refolue  me. 

Moth*  Then  Philip  heare  thy  fortune,  arid  toy  griefd. 

My  honours  loflc  by  porchafle  of  thy  fclfe, 

My  (hame,  thy  name,  and  huibands  feeret  wrong, 

All  maimd  and  ilaind  by  youths  vnruly  fway. 

And  when  thou  koow'ft  from  whence  thou  art  extraugh^ 

Or  if  thou  knew'ft  what  fuites,  what  threats,  what  fear** 

To  mooue  by  loue,  or  miflacre  by  death. 

To  yedd  with  loue,  or  end  by  loueacontenipb 

The  mightinefle  of  him  that  courted  me, 

Who  tempered  terror  with  his  wanton  talke, 

That  fomething  may  extenuate  the  guik. 

But  let  it  not  aduantage  me  fo  much : 

Vpbraid  me  rather  with  the  Romane  dame, 

That  (hed  her  blood  to  wafli  away  her  (hame. 

Why  ftand  I  to  expoftulate  the  crime 

With  pro  &  contra,  now  the  deed  is  done  ? 

When  to  conclude  two  words  may  tell  the  tale, 

That  Philips  father  was  a  princes  fonne, 

Rich  England*  nfle,  worlds  ooely  terror  he. 

For  honours  lofle  left  me  with  child  of  thee : 

Whofe  fonne  thou  art,  then  pardon  me  the  rather. 

For  feire  king  Richard  was  thy  nobk  father. 
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Phil.  Then  Robin  Faucontridge  I  wifti  thee  icy, 
My  fire  a  king,  and  I  a  landleffe  boy. 
Gods  lady  mother,  the  world  is  in  my  debt, 
There's  fomcthing  owing  to  Plantaginet. 
I  marry  fir,  let  me  alone  for  game, 
lie  aft  fome  wonders  now  I  know  my  name. 
By  blefled  Mary  lie  not  fell  that  pride 
For  England*  wealth,  and  all  the  world  befide. 
Sit  faft  the  proudeft  of  my  fathers  foes, 
Away  good  mother,  there  the  comfort  goes.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Philip  the  French  king,  and  Lewis,  Limoges,  Con* 
fiance,  and  herfonne  Arthur. 

King.  Now  gin  we  broach  the  title  of  thy  claime, 
Young  Arthur  in  the  Albion  territories, 
Skariog  proud  Angiers  with  a  puiflant  fiege : 
Braoe  Auftria,  caufe  of  Cordelions  death, 
Is  alfo  come  to  aide  thee  in  thy  warres ; 
And  all  our  forces  ioyne  for  Arthurs  right. 
And,  but  for  caufes  of  great  confequence, 
Pleading  delay  till  newes  from  England  come, 
Twice  fhould  not  Titan  hide  him  in  the  weft, 
To  coole  the  fet-locks  of  his  wearie  teame, 
Till  I  had  with  an  vnrefifted  fliocke 
Controld  the  mannage  of  prowd  Angiers  walls, 
Or  made  a  forfet  of  my  fame  to  chaunce. 

Conji.  May  be  that  John  in  confeience  or  in  feare 
To  offer  wrong  where  yon  impugne  the  ill, 
Will  fend  fuch  calme  conditions  backe  to  Fraunce, 
Ae  fhall  rebate  the  edge  of  fearefull  warres : 
If  fo,  forbearance  is  a  deed  well  done. 

Artb.  Ah  mother,  pofleffion  of  a  crowne  is  much, 
And  John  as  I  haue  heard  reported  of,  . 

For 
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Tor  prefent  vantage  would  aduenturc  farre. 
The  world  can  witneffe,  in  his  brothers  time, 
He  tooke  vpon  him  rale,  and  almoft  ralgne  s 
Then  mail  it  follow  as  a  doubtfull  point, 
That  hee'l  refigne  the  rule  vnto  his  nephew. 
I  rather  thinke  the  menace  of  the  world 
Sounds  in  his  eares,  as  threats  of  no  efleeme, 
And  fooner  would  he  fcorne  Europa's  power, 
Than  loofe  the  fmallcA  title  he  eojoyes; 
For  queftionlefle  he  is  an  Englifbman. 

Lewis.  Why  are  the  Englifb  peerelefie  in  cotapare  > 
Braue  caualiers  as  ere  that  ifland  bred, 
Hanefia'd  and  di'd,  and  dar'd,  and  done  enough, 
Yet  neuer  grae'd  their  countrey  for  tliccaufe : 
England  is  England,  yeelding  good  and  bad, 
And  loin  of  England  is  as  other  Iohns. 
Truft  me  yong  Arthur  t  if  thou  like  my  reed, 
Praife  thou  the  French  that  helpe  thee  in  this  need. 

Lymog.  The  Engli/bman  hath  little  caufe  I  trowe, 
To  fpend  good  fpeaches  on  fo  proud  a  foe. 
Why  Arthur  here's  his  fpoyle  that  now  is  gone, 
Who  when  he  liu'd  outrou'd  his  brother  Iohn : 
Bat  haftie  curres  that  lie  fo  long  to  catch, 
Come  halting  home,  and  meete  their  ouer-match. 
Bat  newes  comes  now,  here's  the  embafladour. 

Enter  Chattilion. 

K.  Phil.  And  in  good  time,  welcome  my  lord  Chattilion: 
What  newes  ?  will  Iohn  accord  to  our  command  ? 

Chat.  Be  I  not  briefe  to  tell  yoar  highnefle  all, 
He  will  approach  to  interrupt  my  tale : 
For  one  fetfe  bottome  brought  vs  both  to  France. 
He  on  his  part  will  trie  the  chance  of  warre,  '     * 
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And  if  his  words  inferos  aflurcd  truths 

Will  loofe  himfeUe,  and  all  bis  followers, 

Ere  yceld  vnto  the  baft  of  your  demands. 
%  The  mother  queeoe  free  faketh  on  amaine 

Gainft  lady  Con/lance,  counting  her  the  eauft 

That  doth  effeft  this  claims  to  Alkm* 

Coniuring  Arthur  wUh  grandames  care,    . 

To  kauc  his  mother;  wiltiag  him fubmit 

His  ftate  to  7oAa,  and  her  protection, 
'  Who  (as  ftiee  faith)  are  ttadions  for  his  good* 

More  euro  m&taoe  the  fiwfco  intercepts  % 

This  is  the  fumme,  which  briefly  I  hwe  fljownc. 
K.  Phil.  This  bitfcr  winds  mnft  nip  (bme-bodies  fprlpg* 

Sodaine  and  briefo,  why  lb,  lis  haroeft  weather, 
'  But  fay  Cbattilion,  what  perfons  of  account  are  with  him  t 
Chat.  Of  England,  Earle  Pcmbrook*  and  SdU^ur^ 

The  onely  noted  meq  of  any  name. 

Next  them,  a  baftard  of  the  kings  deceaft, 

A  hardie  wild'faad,  tough  and  venturous. 

With  many  other  pen  pf  high  refolue. 

Then  is  there  with  them  Elinor  mother  queeoe. 

And  Blanch  her  neece,  daughter  to  the  Ring  of  fyahm  9 

Thefe  are  the  prime  .birds  of  this  hot  aduentpr?. 

Enter  Iohn  and  his  followers,  gyeene,  Bqfiard9  $*rkfk  &• 

K.  Phil.  Me  feemeth  Tohn,  an  ouer-daring  fpirit 
Eflefts  feme  frenfie  in  thy  rafli  approach, 
Treading  my  confines  with  thy  armed  frpape*. 
I  rather  k>okt  for  (bote  fubmifle  reply 
Touching  the  claims  thy  aepbew  Arthur  makes 
To  that  which  thou  vniuftly  doft  vfijrpe. 

K.  Iohn.  For  that  Chsttilion  can  difcharge  you  all, 
I  lift  not  pleadc  my  title  with  my  tongue. 

Nor 
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Nor  came  I  hither  with  inteqt  of  wrong 
To  France  q$  tfice,  or  any  right  of  thine ; 
Bat  in  defence  apd  purchpfe  of  my  right, 
The  towne  of  Apgurs ;  which  thoq  <Jpft  bqprt 
la  the  behalfe  of  lady  Conftance  fonne, 
Whereto  ijot  hs  por  fh§  qan  lay  ioft  claime. 

Conftance.  Yes  (falfe  intruder)  if  that  ipft  be  iuft, 
And  head-ftrong  vfurpatioq  put  apart, 
Arthur  my  fonne,  heire  to  thy  elder  brother,  . 
Without  ambigupusftiadqyy  pf  difcent, 
Is  fouerai^ne  to  t{i£  fubfUnce  thou  ^yithholdib 

£  Elinor.  MUgpu^rnd  goffip,  fUiac  to  this  refort, 
Occafion  of  thefi?  vndecided  iarres, 
X  fity  (that  know)  to  che^ke  thy  vafae  fuppofe, 
Thy  fonne  hath  naught  tp  do  with  that  he  claimet* 
For  proofe  whereof,  I  c^n  inferre  a  will, 
That  harres  the  way  he  vrgeth  by  difcent. 

Con.  A  will  indeed,  a  crabbed  woman*  will, 
Wherein  the  diuell  is  an  ouerfeer, 
And  prowd  dame  Elinor  fple  e*ecutreile : 
More  wills  than  fo,  on  perill  of  my  foule, 
Were  neuer  made  to  hinder  Arthurs  right. 

Arthur.  But  fay  there  was,  3s  fure  there  caa  be  UOne, 
The  law  intends  fuch  teftaments  as  void, 
Where  right  difcent  ftn  no  way  be  impeacht. 

£.  Elinor.  Peace  Arthur  peace*  thy  mother  makes  the* 
To  foare  with  perill  after  fcarus,  (wing* 

And  truft  me  yongling  for  the  fathers  (ake, 
I  pity  much  the  hazard  of  thy  youth. 

Conftance.  Befhrew  you  elfe  how  pittifull  you  are, 
Ready  to  weepe  to  hey*  Mm  aflw  his  owne ; 
Sorrow  betide  fuch  grapdames  and  fuch  grief?, 
That  minlfter  *  poyfog  for  pure  louc. 
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But  who  fo  blind,  as  cannot  fee  this  beame, 
That  you  forfooth  would  keepc  yourcoufin  down*, 
For  fcare  his  mother  fhoold  be  vs'd  too  well  ? 
I  there*s  the  griefe,  confuflon  catch  the  braine, 
That  hammers  (hiftes  to  flop  a  princes  raigne. 

j^.  Elia.  Impatient,  franticke,  common  flaunderer, 
Immodeft  dame,  vnnurtur'd  quarreller, 
I  tell  thee  I,  not  enuie  to  thy  fonne, 
But  ioftice  makes  me  fpeake  as  I  haue  done. 

K.  Phil.  Butrhere's  no  proofe  that  (hews  your  (bnne  a  king* 

K.  L  Wlpt  wants,  my  fword  lhal  more  at  large  fet  down 

Lew.  Bat  that  may  breake  before  the  truth  be  known. 

Baft.  Then  this  may  hold  till  all  his  right  be  (howne. 

Lym.  Good  words  fir  fauce,  your  betters  are  in  place. 

Baft.  Not  you  fir  doughtie,  with  your  lyons  cafe. 

Blanch.  Ah  toy  betide  his  foule,  to  whom  'that  fpoyle  ber 
Ah  Richard,  how  thy  glory  here  is  wrongM.  long'd : 

Lym.  Me  thinks  that  Richards  pride  and  Richards  fall, 
Should  be  a  prefident  t'afFright  you  all. 

Baft.  What  words  are  thefe  i  how  do  my  finews  (hake  ? 
My  fathers  foe  clad  in  my  fathers  fpoyle, 
A  thoufand  furies  kindle  with  reuenge, 
This  heart  that  choller  keepes  a  confiftorie, 
Searing  my  inwards  with  a  brand  of  hate : 
How  doth  Alefto  whifper  in  mine  eares  ? 
Delay  not  Philip,  kill  the  villaine  ftraighc, 
Difrobe  him  of  the  matchlefle  monument 
Thy  fathers  triumph  ore  the  fauages, 
Bafe  heardgroom,  coward,  peafant,  worfe  than  a  threfhiog 

flaue, 
What  mak'ft  thou  with  the  trophie  of  a  king  ? 
Sham'ft  thou  not  coyftrell,  loathfome  dunghill  fwad, 
To  grace  thy  carkaffe  with  an  ornament 
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Too  pretions  for  a  monarkes  couertare  ? 
Scarce  can  I  temper  due  obedience 
Vnto  the  prefence  of  my  foaeraigne, 
From  a&ing  outrage  on  this  trnnke  of  hate : 
But  arme  thee  tray  tor,  wronger  of  renowne, 
For  by  his  foule  I  fweare,  my  fathers  foule, 
Twife  will  I  not  reuiew  the  mornings  rife, 
Till  I  haue  torne  that  trophie  from  thy  backe, 
And  fplit  thy  heart  for  wearing  it  fo  long. 
Philip  hath  fworne,  and  if  it  be  not  done, 
Let  not  the  world  repute  me  Richards  fonne. 

Lym.  Nay  foft  fir  baftard,  hearts  are  not  fplit  fo  foooe, 
Let  them  reioyce  that  at  the  end  doe  win : 
And  take  this  leflbn  at  thy  foe-mans  hand, 
Pawne  not  thy  life  to  get  thy  fathers  (kin. 

Bkn.  Wei  may  the  world  fpeake  of  bis  knightly  valor, 
That  wins  this  hide  to  weare  a  ladies  fauour. 

Baft.  Ill  may  I  thriue,  and  nothing  brooke  with  me, 
If  (hortly  I  prefent  it  not  to  thee. 

K.  Pkit.  Lordings  forbeare,  for  time  is  comming  fail, 
That  deeds  may  trie  what  words  can  not  determine, 
And  to  the  purpofe  for  the  caufe  you  come. 
Me  fcemes  you  fet  right  in  chaunce  of  warre, 
Yedding  no  other  reafons  for  your  claime, 
But  fo  and  fo,  becaufe  it  (hall  be  fo. 
So  wrong  (hall  be  fubornd  by  truft  of  ftrength ; 
A  tyrants  praftife  to  inueft  himfelfe,  x 

Where  weake  refiftance  giueth  wrong  the  way. 
To  checke  the  which,  in  holy  lawfull  armes, 
I,  in  the  right  of  Arthur,  Geffreys  fonne, 
Am  come  before  this  city  of  Angiers, 
To  barre  all  other  falfe  fuppofed  claime, 
From  whence,  or  howfoere  the  error  fpringi. 

Vol.  II.  P  And 
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And  in  his  quarrell  on  my  princely  word, 
lie  fight  it  out  vnto  the  lateft  man. 

Iohn.  Know  king  of  France,  I  will  not  be  commanded 
By  any  power  or  prince  in  Chrifiendome, 
To  yeeld  an  inftance  how  I  hold  mine  owne, 
More  than  to  anfwere,  that  mine  owne  is  mine, 
But  wilt  thou  fee  me  parley  with  the  towne, 
And  heare  them  oflfer  me  allegeance, 
Fealtie  and  homage,  as  true  liege  n*en  ought. 

K.  Phil  Summon  them,  I  will  not  beleeueit  till!  fee itf 
And  when  I  fee  it,  He  foone  change  it. 
Theyjwnnum  the  twne,  the  citizens  afteare  vpon  tie  wHs* 

K.  Iohn.  You  men  of  Algiers t  and  a*  I  take  it  my  lokll 
fubiefls,  I  haue  fuipmoned  you  to  the  walls  :  to  difpute  q» 
my  right,  were  to  thinke  you  doubtfull  therein,  which  Lam 
perfwaded  you  are  not.  In  few  \youls,  our  brothers  foone, 
backt  with  the  king  of  France,  ha*e  hde$g*cd  ysQ»ir*ow»e 
vpon  a  fidfe  pretended  title  to  the  fame :  in  defence  wherof 
I  your  liege  lord  haue  brought  our  paw**,  tp  fence,  you ijon 
the  vfurper,  to  free  your  intended  feruitude,  and  Ttteriy  to 
fupplant  the  foemen,  to  my  right  aad ,  your  reft.  Say  the* 
who  keepe  you  the  towne  for  i 

Citizen.  For  our  lawfull  king. 

Iohn.  I  was  no  lefle  perfwaded  s  then  in  gods  n?mc  open 
your  gates,  and  let  me  enter. 

Citizen.  And  it  pteafe  your  highnes  we  ccmptroll  not  your 
title,  neither  will  wee  rafhly  admit  your  entrance  :  if  yo»  1* 
lawfull  king,  with  *U  obedience  we  keep  it  to  your  vfe,  if 
not  king,  our  raOmes  to  be  impeached  for  yeel4iog>  withon* 
more  confiderate  triall t  wee  anfwere  not  as  n*ealawlefl<fc  bac 
to  the  behoofe  of  him  that  prooues  lawfull. 

Iohn.  I  (hall  not  copie  in  then  ? 

Citizen.  No  my  lord,  till  we  kaow  more. 
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A*  PA//.  Then  heare  me  fpcak  ia  the  btfaalfe  of  ^/A* /•  Ton 
of  Geffrey,  elder  brother  to  /oAh,  his  tide  manifeft,  with  out 
contradiction,  to  the  crowne  and  kingdom  of  England*  with 
Angiets,  and  diiiers  townes  on  thU  fide  the  fea :  Wif  yod  afr 
knowledge  him  your  liege  lord,  who  fpeaketh  in  waf  Wonf, 
to  entertain  you  with  all  fauors,  as  befeemeth  a  king  to  his 
fuUefts,  or  a  friend  to  his  wefwilkrs  *  or  Hand  to  the  peril 
of  Jour  contept,  whe  his  title  is  proued  by  the  fword. 

Citiz.  Weaafwer  as  before,  till  you  haue  proued  one  right, 
we  acknowledge  none  right,  he  that  tries  himfelfe  our  (out- 
faigne,  to  him  wil  we  remaine  firme  fublefts,  and  for  him^ 
and  in  his  right  we  hold  oar  towne,  as  defirocs  to  know  the 
truth,  as  loth  to  fubfcribe  before  we  know:  more  than  this  we 
cannot  fay,  and  more  than  this  we  dare  not  do. 

tL  PMl.  Then  hhn  I  defie  thee,  ia  the  name  and  bdi*lfe 
of  Arthur  Plantaginet,  thy  king  and  coufin,  whofe  right  and 
piteimony  thou  detained,  as  I  doubt  not,  ere  the  day  end,  in 
a  fet  battel  make  thee  confefle;  whereunto,  withazeale  to 
right,  I  challenge  thee. 

K.  John.  I  accept  thy  challenge,  and  turae  the  defiance  to 
thy  throat. 

Excurfions.    Tie  bqftard  chafetb  Lymoges  the  Aujirich  duke, 
and  maketh  him  leant  the  lycnsjhin. 

Baft.  And  art  thou  gone  I  misfortune  haunt  thy  Heps, 
And  chill  cold  feare  aflaile  thy  times  of  reft. 
Morpheus  leaue  here  thy  filent  eban  caue, 
Befiege  his  thoughts  with  difmall  fantafies, 
And  ghaftly  obie&$  of  pale  threatniog  mors. 
Affright  him  euery  minute  with  ftearne  lookes, 
Let  ihadow  temper  terror  in  his  thoughts, 
And  let  the  terror  make  the  coward  mad. 
And  in  his  madneffe  let  him  feare  purfuit, 
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And  fo  in  frenfie  let  the  pcafant  die. 

Here  is  the  ranfome  that  allaies  his  rage, 

The  firft  freehold  that  Richard  left  his  fonne : 

With  which  I  (hall  furprize  his  lining  foes, 

As  Heclors  ftatue  did  the  fainting  Greekes.  Exit. 

Enter  the  Kings  Heraulds  with  trumpets  to  the  wals  cf  An- 
glers :  theyfummm  the  towne. 

Eng.  Her.  hhn  by  the  grace  of  God  king  of  England,  lord 
of  Ireland,  Aniou,  Toraine,  &c.  demandeth  once  again  of  you 
his  fubie&s  of  Angiers,  if  you  wil  quietly  furrender  vp  the 
towne  into  his  hands  ? 

Fr.  Herold.  Philip  by  the  grace  of  God  king  of  France,  de- 
maundeth  in  the  behalfe  of  Arthur  duke  of  Brtttaine,  if  yon 
will  furrender  vp  the  towne  into  his  hands,  to  the  vfe  of  the 
'  faid  Arthur. 

Citizens.  Herrolds  go  tell  the  two  victorious  princes,  that 
we  the  poore  inhabitants  of  Anglers,  require  a  pafley  of  their 
maiefties. 

Heralds.  Wcgoe. 

Enter  the  Kings,  S>ueene  Elianor,  Blanch,  Baftard,  Lymo- 
ges,  Lewis,  Caftilcan,  Pembrooke,  Salifbury,  Conftance, 
and  Arthur  Duke  gf  Brittaine. 

John.  Herold,  what  anfwer  doe  the  townfmen  fend  ? 

Philip.  Will  Angiers  yeeld  to  Philip  king  of  France  > 

Eng.  Her.  The  townfmen  on  the  wals  accept  your  grace. 

Fr.  Her.  And  craue  a  parley  of  your  maiefty. 

John.  You  cittizens  of  Angiers,  haue  your  eyes 
Beheld  the  (laughter  that  our  Englifh  bowes 
Haue  made  vpon  the  coward  fraudfull  French  ? 
And  haue  you  wifely  pondred  therewithall 
Your  gaine  in  yeelding  to  the  Engtijh  king  I 

PhJ. 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


or  Kino  John. 

Phil.  Their  Iofle  in  yedding  to  the  Englifb  king. 
But  Iobn,  they  faw  from  out  their  higheft  towers 
The  cheualiers  of  France  and  crofle-bow-fhot 
Make  lanes  of  flaaghterd  bodies  through  thine  hoaft, 
And  are  refolu'd  to  yeeld  to  Arthurs  right. 

Iobn.  Why  Philip,  though  thou  brauft  it  fore  the  wals, 
Thy  conference  knowes  that  John  hath  wonne  the  field. 

Phi.  What  ere  my  confeience  knowes,  thy  army  feeles 
That  Philip  had  the  better  of  the  day. 

Baftard.  Philip  indeed  hath  got  the  lions  cafe, 
Which  here  he  holds  to  Lymoges  difgrace. 
Bafe  duke  to  flie  and  leaue  fuch  fpoiles  behind : 
But  this  thou  knewft  of  force  to  make  me  flay. 
It  farde  with  thee  as  with  the  mariner, 
Spying  the  hugie  whale,  whofe  monftrous  bulke 
Doth  beare  the  waues  like  mountaines  fore  the  wind, 
That  throwes  out  emptie  veflels,  fo  to  flay 
His  fury,  while  the  (hip  doth  fayle  away. 
Philip  t*is  thine :  and  fore  this  princely  prefence, 
Madame,  I  humbly  lay  it  at  your  feete, 
Being  the  firft  aduenture  I  atchieu'd, 
And  firft  exploite  your  grace  did  me  enioyne  : 
Yet  many  more  I  long  to  be  enioyn'd. 

Blanch.  Philip  I  take  it,  and  I  thee  command 
To  weare  the  fame  as  earft  thy  father  did  : 
Therewith  receiue  this  fauour  at  my  hands, 
Tlncourage  thee  to  follow  Richards  fame. 

Artb.  Ye  dttizens  of  Angiers  are  ye  mute  ? 
jtrthur  or  Iohn,  (ay  which  fhall  be  your  king  i 

Gttizen*  We  care  not  which,  if  once  we  knew  the  right 
But  till  we  know,  we  will  not  yeeld  our  right. 

Baft.  Might  Philip  counfell  two  fo  mightk  kings, 
/    are  the  kings  of  England  and  of  France, 
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He  would  aduife  your  graces  to  vnite 

And  knit  your  forces  gainft  thefe  cittizens, 

Pulling, their  battred  wals  about  their  eares. 

The  townc  once  wonne,  then  flriue  about  the  claime, 

For  they  are  minded  to  delude  you  both. 

CittL  Kings,  princes,  lords,  and  knights  affembled  here, 
The  cittizens  of  Anglers  all  by  me 
Entreate  your  maieftie  to  hcarc  them  fpeakc  : 
And  as  you  like  fhe  motion  they  (hall  make, 
So  to  account  and  follow  their  aduice. 

John.  Phil*  Speake  on,  we  giue  thee  leaue. 
'  Cittiz.  Then  thus :  whereas  the  young  and  lufty  knight 
Incites  you  on  to  knit  your  kingly  ftrengths : 
The  motion  cannot  chufe  but  pleafe  the  good, 
And  fuch  as  loue  the  quiet  of  the  ftatc. 
But  how  my  lords,  how  (hold  your  ftrengths  be  knit  ? 
Not  to  opprefle  your  fubiec*b  and  your  friends, 
And  fill  the  world  with  brawles  and  mutinies : 
But  vnto  peace  your  forces  (honld  be  knit 
To  Hue  in  princely  league  and  amitie  : 

Doe  this,  the  gates  of  Anglers  (hall  giue  way, 

And  ftand  wide  open  to  your  hearts  content. 

To  make  this  peace  a  lafting  bond  of  loue, 

Remalnes  one  onely  honourable  meanes, 

Which  by  your  pardon  I  (hall  here  difplay. 

Lewis  the  Dolphin  and  the  heire  of  Trance, 

A  man  of  noted  val6ur  through  the  world, 

Is  yet  vnmarried  :  let  him  take  to  wife 

The  beauteous  daughter  of  the  king  of  Spain*, 

Neece  to  K.  Iobn,  the  louely  lady  Blanch, 

Begotten  on  his  filter  Elianor. 

With  her  in  marriage  will  her  vnkle  giue 

Caftlcs  and  towers;  as  fltteth  fuch  z  match. 
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The  kings  thtis  ioynd  in  leagnc  of  perfeft  loue, 
They  may  fo  deale  with  Arthur  duke  of  Britaine9 
Who  is  but  young,  and  yet  vnmeet  to  raigne, 
As  he  (hall  ftand  contented  euery  way. 
Thus  haue  I  boldly  (for  the  common  good) 
Deliuered  what  the  citie  gaue  in  charge. 
And  as  vpon  conditions  you  agree, 
So  (hall  we  ftand  content  to  yeeld  the  towne. 

Art h.  A  proper  peace,  if  fuch  a  motion  hold ; 
Thefc  kings  beare  armes  for  me,  and  for  my  right,   , 
And  they  (haH  (hare  my  lands  to  make  them  friends. 

jg,  Elian.  Sonne  Ichn,  follow  this  motion,  as  thou  loueft 
thy  mother. 
Make  league  with  Philip  ^  yeeld  to  any  thing : 
Lewis  fhall  haue  my  neece,  and  then  be  fure 
Arthur  (hall  haue  fmall  fuccour  out  of  France. 

John.  Brother  of  France,  you  heare  the  citizens  : 
Then  tell  me,  how  you  meane  to  deale  herein. 

Conft.  Why  Iohn,  what  canft  thou  giuc  vnto  thy  neece, 
Thou  haft  no  footc  of  land  but  Arthurs  right  ? 

Lew.  Bir  lady  citizens,  I  like  your  choyce, 
A  loudy  damfel  is  the  lady  Blanch, 
Worthy  the  heirc  of  Europe  for  her  pheere. 

Conft.  What  kings,  why  ftand  you  gazing  in  a  trance  ? 
Why  how  now  lords  ?  accurfed  citizens 
To  (ill  and  tickle  their  ambitious  eares, 
With  hope  of  gaine,  that  fprings  from  Arthurs  lofle. 
Some  difmall  planet  at  thy  birth-day  raigu'd, 
For  now  I  fee  the  fall  of  all  thy  hopes. 

K.  Phil.  Ladie,  and  duke  of  Brittaine,  know  you  both, 
The  king  of  France  refpefts  his  honor  more, 
Than  to  betray  his  friends  and  fauourers. 
Prlncefle  of  Spaine,  could  you  affeft  my  fonne, 
If  we  vpon  conditions  could  agree  ? 
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Baji.  S wounds  madam,  take  an  Englijb  gentleman; 
Slaue  as  I  was,  I  thought  to  haue  moou'd  the  match. 
Grandameyou  made  me  halfe  a  promife  once, 
That  lady  Blanch  (hould  bring  me  wealth  inough, 
And  make  me  heire  of  ftore  of  Englijb  land. 

4^  Elian.  Peace  Philip,  I  will  looke  thee  out  a  wife, 
We  muft  with  policie  compound  this  ftrife. 

Bafiar.  If  Lewis  get  her,  well,  I  fay  no  more : 
But  let  the  frollicke  Frenchman  take  no  fcorae, 
If  Philip  front  him  with  an  Englifb  horne. 

hhn.  Ladie,  what  anfwer  make  you  to  the  K.  of  France  ? 
Can  you  affeft  the  Dolphin  for  your  lord  ? 

Blanch.  I  thanke  the  king  that  likes  of  me  fo  well, 
To  make  me  bride  vnto  fo  great  a  prince : 
Butgiue  me  leaue  my  lord  to  paufe  on  this, 
Leaft  beeing  too  too  forward  in  the  caufe, 
It  may  be  blemifli  to  my  modeftie. 

^  Elinor.  Sonne  Iohn,  and  worthy  Philip  K.  of  France, 
Do  you  confer  a  while  about  the  dower, 
And  I  will  fchoole  my  modeft  neece  fo  well, 
That  (he  (hall  yeeld  as  foone  as  you  haue  done. 

Conftance.  I,  theres  the  wretch  that  brocheth  all  this  il, 
Why  flic  I  not  vpon  the  bedlams  face, 
And  with  my  nayles  pull  forth  her  hatefull  eyes. 

Arthur.  Sweet  mother  ceafe  thefe  haftie  madding  fits : 
For  my  fake,  let  my  grandam  haue  her  will. 

0  would  fhe  with  her  hands  pull  forth  my  heart, 

1  could  affbord  it  to  appeafe  thefe  broyles. 
But  (mother)  let  vs  wifely  winke  at  all, 
Leaft  farther  harmes  enfue  our  haftie  fpeech. 

Phil.  Brother  of  England,  what  dowrie  wilt  thou  give 
Vnto  my  fonne  in  marriage  with  thy  neeee  ? 
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John.  Firft  Philip  knowes  her  dowrie  oat  of  Spain*, 
To  be  fo  great  as  may  content  a  king : 
Bat  more  to  mend  and  amplifie  the  fame, 
I  gioe  in  money  thirtie  tboafand  markes. 
For  land  I  leaue  it  to  thine  owne  demand. 

Phil*  Then  I  demand  Volquejfon,  Torain,  Main, 
Potters  and  Aniou,  thefe  Sue  prouinces, 
Which  thou  as  king  of  England  holdft  in  France  .• 
Then  (hall  our  peace  be  foone  concluded  oo.    # 

Baft.  No  lefle  then  fiue  fuch  prouinces  at  once  ? 

John.  Mother  what  (hal  I  do  ?  my  brother  got  thefe  lands 
With  much  cffufion  of  our  Englijb  bloud  : 
And  (hall  I  giue  it  all  away  at  once  ? 

g;  Elm.  John  gioe  it  him,  (b  (halt  thou  Hue  in  peace, 
And  keepe  the  refidue  fens  ieopardie. 

John.  Philip,  bring  foorth  thy  fonne,  here  is  my  neece, 
And  here  in  marriage  I  do  giue  with  her 
From  me  and  my  fucceflbrs  Englijb  kings, 
Volquejfon,  Potters,  Aniou,  Torain,  Main, 
And  thirtie  thoufand  markes  of  ittpend  coyne. 
Now  cittizens,  how  like  you  of  this  match  ? 

Gtiz.  We  ioy  to  fee  fo  fweete  a  peace  begun. 

Lewis.  Lewis  with  Blanch  (hall  euer  liue  content. 
But  now  king  John,  what  fay  you  to  the  duke  ? 
Father,  fpeake  as  you  may  in  his  behalfe. 

Phil.  E.  John,  be  good  vnto  thy  nephew  here, 
And  giue  him  fomewhat  that  (hall  pleafe  you  bed. 

John.  Arthur,  although  thou  troubled  Englands  peace 
Yet  here  I  giue  thee  Brittaine  for  thine  owne, 
Together  with  the  earledome  of  Ricbmont, 
And  this  rich  cittie  of  Angiers  withall. 

«£.  Elian.  And  if  thou  feeke  to  pleafe  tbiac  rncle  John, 
Shalt  fee  my  fonne  how  I  will  make  of  thee. 

John. 
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Iohn.  Now  txxerf  thing  is  fatted  to  thi*  end, 
Lets  in,  and  there  prepare  the  marriage  rites, 
Which  in  S.  Maries  cbappeU  prrfendy 
Shall  be  performed  ere  this  prtfencc  part.  Exeunt* 

Manent  Coaftanoe  and  Arthur. 

Tirt.  Madam  good  checre,  thefe  drouping  languiftunents 
Adde  no  redreffe  to  faloe  our  awkward  h*p% 
If  heauens  haue  conclnded  thefe  eoents, 
To  {mail  auailfc  is. bitter  peafiocnefle  : 
Seafons  will  change,  and  fo  our  prefent  greefe 
May  change  with  them,  and  all  to  our  relerfe. 

Conjl.  Ah  boy,  thy  yeares  I  fee  are  farre  too  greene 
To  looke  into  the  bottome  of  thefe  cares. 
But  1/  who  fee  the  poyfe  thaf  weigheth  downc 
Thy  weale,  my  wifh,  and  all  the  willing  meanes 
Wherewith  thy  fortune  and  thy  fame  (hould  mount. 
What  ioy,  what  eafe,  what  reft  can  lodge  in  me, 
With  whom  all  hope  and  hap  doe  difagree  i 

Arth.  Yet  ladies  tearcs,  and  cared,  and  folemn  (hewes, 
Rather  then  helpes,  heape  vp  more  Svorke  for  woes, 

Confi.  If  any  power  will  heare  a  widowes  plaint, 
That  from  a  wounded  foule  implores  reuenge : 
Send  fell  contagion  to  infeft  this  clime, 
This  curfed  countrey,  where  the  traitors  breath, 
Whofe  periurie  (as  proad  BriariUs,) 
Beleaguers  all  the  flcie  with  mif-Beleefe. 
He  promift  Arthur,  and  he  fware  it  top, 
To  fence  thy  right,  and  check  thy  fo-man9  pride  : 
But  now  black-fpotted  periure  a9  he  is, 
He  takes  a  truce  with  Elnors  damned  brat, 
And  marries  Lewis  to  her  louely  neece, 
Sharing  thy  fortune,  and  thy  birth-dayes  gift 
Betweene  thefe  loeer* :  ill  btffide  the  match. 
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And  as  they  flionlder  thee  from  out  thine  own?, 
And  triumph  in  a  wtdowestearefoll  cares : 
So  heau'ns  crofle  them  with  a  thrif  tfefle  courier, 
Is  all  the  blood  yfpilt  on  either  part, 
Clofing  the  cranies  of  the  thirffie  earth, 
Growne  to  a  lone-game  and  a  bridatl  feaft  ? 
And  mull  thy  birth-right  bid  the  wedding  banes  ? 
Poore  helpelefle  boy,  hopelefle  and  helpleflfc  too, 

To  whom  misfortune  feemeHio  yoake  at  all. 

Thy  ftay,  thy  ftate,  thy  imminent  mifhaps 

Woundeth  thy  mothers  thoughts  with  feeling  care, 

Why  lookft  thou  pale  ?  the  colour  flies  thy  lace : 

I  trouble  now  the  fountaine  of  thy  youth, 

And  make  it  muddie  with  my  doles  difcourie, 

Goc  in  with  me,  reply  notlouely  boy, 

We  muil  oMcure  this  mone  with  melodie, 

Leaft  worfer  wrack  enfue  our  male-content.  Exeunt. 

Enter  the  King  of  England,  the  King  of  France,  Arthur, 
Baftard,  Lewis,  Lymoges,  Conftance,  Blanch,  Chattillion, 
Pembrooke,  Saltfburie,  a>z</ Elianor. 

Iohn.  This  is  the  day,  the  Iong-defired  day, 
Wherein  the  realmes  of  England  zvA  of  France 
Stand  highly  bleffed  in  a  lading  peace. 
Thrice  happie  is  the  bridegroome  and  the  bride, 
From  whole  fweet  bridali  fuch  a  concord  fprings, 
To  make  of  mortall  foes  immortall  friends. 

Conft.  Vngodly  peace  made  by  anothers  warre. 

Phil.  Vnhappie  peace,  that  tyes  thee  froai  reuenge, 
Rouze  thee  Plantaginef,  liue  not  to  fee 
The  butcher  of  the  great  Plantaginet. 
Kings,  princes,  and  ye  peeres  of  dther  realmes, 
Pardon  my  ralhnes,  and  forgiue  the  zeafc 
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That  carries  me  in  furic  to  a  deede 

Of  high  defert,  of  honour,  andofatmes. 

A  boooe  (O  kings)  a  boone  doth  Philip  begge 

Proftrate  vpon  his  knee :  which  knee  ftiall  cleaue 

Vato  the  fuperficies  of  the  earth, 

Till  France  and  England  grant  this  glorious  boooe. 

John  .  Speake  Philip,  England  grants  thee  thy  requeft. 

Phil.  And  France  confirmes  what  ere  is  in  his  power. 

Baft.  Then  duke  fit  faft,  I  leuellat  thy  head, 
Toobafe  a  ranfome  for  my  fathers  life. 
Princes,  I  crane  the  combate  With  the  duke 
That  braucs  it  in  dilhonour  of  my  fire. 
Tour  words  are  paft,  nor  can  you  now  reuerfe 
The  princely  promife  that  reuiues  my  foule, 
Whereat  me  thinkes  I  fee  his  iinewts  {hake  : 
This  is  the  boooe  (dread  lords)  which  granted  one* 
Or  life  or  death  are  pleafant  to  my  foule ; 
Since  I  (hall  liue  and  die  in  Richards  right. 

Lyrn,  Bafe  baftard,  mifbegotten  of  a  king. 
To  Interrupt  thefe  holy  nuptial!  rites 
With  brawles  and  tumults  to  a  dukes  difgrace ; 
Let  it  fuffice,  I  fcorne  to  ioyne  ia  fight, 
With  one  fo  fatre  vnequall  to  my  felfe. 

Baft*  A  fine  excufe,  kings  if  you  will  be  kings, 
Then  keepe  your  words,  and  let  vs  combate  it. 

John.  Philip,  we  cannot  force  the  duke  to  fight, 
Bering  a  fubieft  vnto  neither  realme : 
But  tell  me  Aufiria,  if  an  Englijb  duke 
Should  dare  thee  thus,  wouldft  thou  accept  the  challenge? 

Lym.  Elfe  let  the  world  account  the  Auftrich  duke . 
The  greateft  coward  liuingon  the  earth. 

hhn.  Then  cheere  thee  Philip,  John  wil  keep  his  word, 
Kneele  down,  in  fight  of  Philip  king  of  France, 
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And  all  thcfc  princely  lords  tflembled  here, 
I  gird  thee  with  the  fword  of  Normandie, 
And  of  that  land  I  do  inueit  thee  duke : 
So  (halt  thou  be  in  liuing  and  in  land 
Nothing  tnferiour  vnto  Auftria. 

Lym.  K.  Iohn,  I  tell  thee  flatly  to  thy  face, 
Thou  wrong'ft  mine  honour :  and  that  thou  mai'ft  fed 
How  much  I  fcorue  thy  new  made  duke  and  thee;. 
I  flatly  fay,  I  will  not  be  compel'd : 
And  fo  farewell  fir  duke  of  lowe  degree, 
lie  finde  a  time  to  match  you  for  this  geare.  Exit* 

Iobn.  Stay  Philip,  let  him  goe,  the  honours  thine. 

Baft.  I  cannot  liue  volefle  his  life  be  mine*' 

jg.  Ella.  Thy  forward  ties,  this  day  hath  ioy'd  my  (bale, 
And  made  me  thinke  my  Richard  Hues  in  thee. 

K.  Phil.  Lordings  let>  in,  and  fpend  the  Wedding  day  . 
In  maikes  and  triumphs,  letting  quarrels  ceafe. 

Enter  a  Cardinal!  from  Rome. 

Card.  Stay  king  of  France,  I  charge  thee  ioyn  not  hands 
With  him  that  ftands  accurft  of  God  and  men. 

Know  Iohn,  that  I  Pandulpb  cardinall  of  Millaine,  and  le- 
gate from  the  fea  of  Rome,  demand  of  thee  in  the  name  of  our 
holy  father  the  Pope  Innocent,  why  thou  do'ft  (contrary  to  the 
lawes  of  our  holy  mother  the  church,  and  our  holy  father  the 
Pope)  difturb  the  quiet  of  the  church,  and  difanull  the  elec- 
tion of  Stephen  Langhton,  whom  his  holinefle  hath  defied 
mrchbifliop  of  Canterburie :  this  in  his  holinefle  name  I  do* 
maund  of  thee  ? 

loh.  And  what  haft  thou  or  the  Pope  thy  mailer  to  do  to 
demand  of  me,  how  I  imploy  mine  own  i  know  fir  prieft,  at 
I  honor  the  church  and  holy  church-men,  fo  I  fcorne  to  be 
fubiett  to  the  gtcateft  prelate  in  the  world.     Tell  thy  mailer 
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fo  frpm  me,  and  fay,  /oftn  of  Englbnd  faid  it,  that  nefier  a* 
Ao/ia/i  prieft  of  them  all,  flial  either  haue  tythe,  tote,  or 
polling  peny  out  of  England;  but  as  I  am  king,  fo  will  1 
raigoe  next  vnder  God,  fupreame  head  both  oucr  {jpirittul  and 
temporall :  and  he  that  contradiQs  me  in  this*  Ue  make  him 
hop  headlefle.    . 

K.  PluL  What  VL  hb*,  know  you  what  yon  fay,  thns  to 
blafpheme  agaiaft  our  holy  father  the  Pope  ? 

lob.  Philip,  though  thou  and  all  the  princes  of  Chnfien* 
dome  fuffer  themfelucs  to  be  abus'd  by  a  prelates  fhuery,  my 
mind  is  not  of  fuch  bafe  temper.  If  the  Pope  will  bee  king 
of  England,  let  him  win  k  with  the  faced,  I  know  no  other 
title  he  can  alleadge  to  mine  inheritance. 

Card.  John,  this  is  thine  anfwer  ? 

John.  What  then  ? 

Card.  Then  I  Panduipb  of  Padua,  legate  from  the  apofto- 
like  fea,  doe  in  the  name  of  Saint  Peter  and  his  fuccciTor  our 
holy  father  Pope  Innocent,  pronounce  thee  accurfed,  difcharg- 
ing  euery  of  thy  fnbie6h  of  aB  dutie  and  feahie  that  they  doe 
owe  to  thee,  and  pardon  and  fbrghieiiefle  of  Jinne  to  thofe  or 
them  whatfoeuer,  which  fhall  carrie  armes  agamft  thee,  or 
murder  thee :  this  I  pronounce,  and  charge  all  good  men  to 
abhorre  thee  as  an  excommunicate  perfoa. 

lob.  So  fir,  the  more  the  fc&e  is  cura'd  the  better  a  feres : 
if  God  bleflfe  me  and  my  knd,  let  the  pope  and  his  fliaqeBngs 
curfe  and  fpare  not. 

•  Card.  Furthermore,  I  charge  thee  Philip  K.  of  Trsmct, 
aod  all  the  kings  and  princes  of  Cbrf/iendome^  to  make  wane 
vpon  this  mifcreant :  and  whereas  thou  haft  made  a  league 
with  him,  and  confirmed  it  by  oath,  I  doe  in  the  name  of  our 
forefaid  father  the  Pope,  acquit  thee  of  that  oath,  as  rakw- 
full,  beeing  made  with  an  hereticke;  howe  fm'ft  thou  PkiHp, 
do'ft  thou  obey  ? 

lob. 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


of  Kino  Iohk. 

/«&  brother  of  Frajice>  what  fey  yoa  to  the  cardinal!? 
Phil.  I  fay,  I  am  fory  foF  your  maieftie,  requeftipg  you  to 
fubmit  your  felfe  to  the  church  of  Rome. 

Job.  And  what  fay  you  to  our  league,  if  I  do  not  fubroit  ? 
Phil.  What  fhould  I  fay  ?  I  muft  obey  the  pope. 
loh.  Obey  the  pope,  and  breajce  your  oath  to  God  ? 
Phil.  The  legate  hath  abfolu'd  me  of  mine  oath :     - 
Then  yeeld  to  Rome,  or  I  defie  thee  here... 

Ioh.  Why  Philip,  I  defie  the  pope  and  thee, 
Falfe  as  thou  art,  andperiur'd  king  of  France ', 
Vnworthy  man  to  be  accounted  king. 
Giu'ft  thou  thy  fword  into  a  prelates  hands? 
Pandulpb,  where  I  of  abbots,  monkes,  and  friers 
JJaue  taken  fomewhat  to  maintaine  my  wars> 
Now  will  I  take  no  more  but  all  they  haue. 
Ik  rooze  the  lazie  lubbers  from  their  celsh 
And  in  defpight  He  fend  them  to  the  pope. 
Mather  come  you  witfi  me,  and  for  the  reft 
That  will  not  follow  John  in  this  attempt,        » 
Confufion  light  vpon  their  damned  foules. 
Come  lords,  fight  for  your  K.  that  fighteth  for  your  good. 

Pint.  And  are  they  gone  ?  Panduph  thy  felfe  (halt  fee 
How  France  will  fight  for  Rome  and  Romijh  rites. 
Nobles  to  armes,  let  him  not  pafTe  the  feas, 
Let's  take  him  captiue,  and  in  triumph  lead 
The  K.  of  England  to  the  gates  of  Rome. 
Arthur  beftirre  thee  man,  and  thou  (halt  fee 
What  Philip  K.  of  France  will  doe  for  thee. 

Blanch.  And  will  your  grace  vpon  your  wedding  day 
Forfake  your  bride,  and  follow  dreadfull  drums? 
Nay,  good  my  lord,  ftay  you  at  home  with  me. 
.  Lew.  Sweet  heart  content  thee,  and  wee  fhall  agree. 
Phil.  Follow  my  lords,  lord  Cardinall  lead  the  way, 
Drums  (hall  be  muficke  to  this  wedding  day.  Exeunt. 

Ex. 
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The  troublesome  Raicne 
Excurfums.     The  Bqftard  fiurfues  Auftria,  and  kits  him. 

Baft.  Thus  hath  K.  Richards  Ton  performed  his  vowts. 
And  offred  Auftria' s  blood  for  his  facrifice 
Vnto  his  fathers  cucrliuing  foule. 
Braue  Cordtlwn,  now  my  heart  doth  fay,  . 
I  haue  deferu'd,  though  not  to  be  thine  heire, 
Yet  as  I  am,  thy  bafe  begotten  fonne, 
A  name  as  pleafing  to  thy  Philips  'heart, 
As  to  be  odd  the  duke  of  Normandse. 
Lie  there  a  prey  to  eucry  rav'ning  fowle : 
And  as  my  father  triumpht  in  thy  fpoyles, 
And  trode  thine  enfignes  vnderneath  his  feet. 
So  doe  I  tread  upon  thy  curfed  felfe, 
And  lcaue  thy  body  to  the  fowles  for  food.  Exit. 

Excurfions.     Arthur,   Conftance,   Lewis,   having  taken  Q 
Elianor  prifmcr. 

Conft.  Thus  hath  the  god  of  kings  with  conquering  arme 
Difpearft  the  foes  to  true  fucceffion, 
Proud,  and  difturber  of  thy  countries  peace, 
Conftance  doth  liue  to  tame  thine  infolence, 
And  on  thy  head  will  now  auenged  be 
For  all  the  mifchiefs  hatched  in  thy  braine. 

^  Elinor.  Contemptuous  dame,  vnreuerent  dutches  thou, 
To  braue  fo  great  a  queene  as  Elianor, 
Bafe  fcold,  haft  thou  forgot,  that  I  was  wife 
And  mother  to  three  mightie  Englifh  kings  ? 
I  charge  thee  then,  and  you  forfooth  fir  boy, 
To  fet  your  grandmother  at  libertie, 
And  yeeld  to  Iohn  your  vncle  and  your  king, 

Conft.  Tis  not  thy  words  proud  queene  (hall  carry  it. 

Elin.  Nor  yet  thy  threates  proud  dame  fhal  daunt  my  mind. 
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of  King  Iohn. 

Arth.  Sweete  grandam,  and  good  mother   leaue  theft 
braules. 

Elian.  lie  findea  time  to  triumph  in  thy  fell. 

Cor$.  My  time  is  now  to  triumph  in  thy  fall, 
And  thou  (halt  know  that  Confiance  will  triumph. 

Arthtfr.  Good  mother,  weigh  it  is  queene  Etiner. 
Though  (he  be  captiue,  vfe  her  like  her  felfe. 
Sweet  grandame  beare  with  what  my  mother  feyes, 
Your  highnefle  fliall  be  vfed  honourably.  . 

Enter  a  meffenger. 

Meff.  Lewis  my  lord,  duke  Arthur,  and  the  reft, 
To  armes  in  haft,  K.  John  relyes  his  men, 
And  ginnes  the  fight  afrefh :  and  fweares  withall 
To  loofe  his  life,  or  fet  his  mother  free. 

Lewis.  Arthur  may,  t'is  time  to  looke  about. 

Eli.  Why  how  now  dame,  what  is  your  courage  coold  ? 

Confi.  No  Elinor  my  -  courage  gathers  ftrength, 

And  hopes  to  leade  both  John  and  thee  as  flaues : 

And  in  that  hope*  I  hale  thee  to  the  field.  Exeunt. 

« 
Excurjions.  Elianor  is  re/cued  by  Iohn,  and  Arthur  is  taken 

pri/oner.    Exeunt.    Sound  viflory. 

Enter  Iohn,  Elianor,  and  Arthur  -frifoner,  Ballard,  Pern* 
brooke,  Salifbury,  W  Hubert  de  Burgh. 

Iohn.  Thus  right  triumphs,  and  Iohn  triumphs  in  right: 
Arthur  thou  feeft,  Frounce  cannot  bolfter  thee : 
Thy  mothers  pride  hath  brought  thee  to  this  fall. 
But  if  at  laft  nephew  thou  yeeld  thy  felfe 
Into  thegardance  of  thine  vncle  Iohn,  x 
Thou  (halt  be  vfed  as  becomes  a  prince.  ' 

Vol.  II.  Q^  Arthur. 
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The  troublesome  Raigne 

Arthur.  Vnde>  mygrandame  taught  ber  nephew  1hit, 
To  beare  captiuitie  with  patience. 
Might  hath  preuafld,  not  right,  for  I  am  ling 
Of  England,  though  them  weare  the  diademe. 

£.  Elin.  Saetaciohn,  foooe  (bah  wee  teach  in*  to  forget 
Thefe  prowd  preemptions,  and  to  know  fanofetfe.    • 

John.  Mother,  hefletrcr  will  forget  his  daime, 
I  would  he  lrode  not  to  remember  it. 
But  leauing  this,  we  will  to  Englhkd  worn, 
And  take  fome  order  with  our  popelings  there, 
Thatfwell  with  pride  and  fat  of  lay  mens  lands. 
Philip,  I  make  iHeechiefe  in  this  affaire, 
Ranfacke  the  abbeis,  cloyfters,  priorta* 
Conuert  their  cokte  vnto  my  fould'tert  vfe : 
And  whatfoere  he  be  within  say  kndt, 
That  goes  to  Rome  for  iuftice  and  for  law, 
Whfle  he  any  haue  bis  right  within  the  realise, 
Let  him  be  iudgdea  traitor  to  the  ftate, 
And  fuffer  as  an  enemy  to  England. 
Mother,  wee  leaue  you  here  beyond  the  leas, 
As  regent  of  our  prouinces  in  France, 
While  we  to  Ehgland  take  a  fpeedie  courfe, 
And  thanke  our  God  that  gaue  vs  vi&orie. 
Hubert  de  Burgh  take  Arthur  here  to  thee, 
Be  hfctby  prifoner :  Hubert  keepe  him  fife, 
For  on  his  life  doth  hang  thy  foueralgnescrownc* 
But  in  Ms  derith  confifts  thy  fouendgnes  bltfle : 
Then  Hubert,  as  thou  ihortty  hearft  from  me, 
So  vfe  the  prifbner  I  haue  giuen  in  charge. 

Hubert.  Frolicke  yong  prince,  thogh  I  your  keeper  be, 
Yet  (hall  your  keeper  liue  at  'your  command. 
Arthur.  As  pleafe  my  God*  &  ihall  bocome  of  me. 
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of  King  John,"  • 

Q  Elian.  My  fouae,  to  Engkwf,  I  will  fee  thee  fliipt, 
And  pray  to  God  to  fend  thee  fafe  afliore, 

Baftard.  Nov  warres  are  done,  I  long  to  be  at  home. 
To  diue  into  the  monks  and  abbots  bagges, 
To  make  fome  fport  among  the  finooth  (kind  mwoes, 
And  keepe  fome  reuell  with  the  ftnzen  frjers, 

John.  To  England lords ,  each  looke  vntp  your  charge, 
And  arme  your  (etaes  againfl:  the  foman  pride.  Exeunt, 

Enter  the  King  gf  France,  Lewes  his  Jbnne,  Cardinal/  fan,* 
dolph  Legate,  and  Conftance. 

Philip.  What,  ever;  man  attacht  with  this  mifliap  ? 
Why  frowoe  yop  {9,  why  aVoope  ye  lords  of  Francs  ? 
Me  thiataes  it  differs  fropi  a  warrelike  miude, 
To  lowre  it  Jfor  a  ehecke  or  two  of  chaunce. 
Had  lymges  efcap*  the  bajftard?  fpight, 
A  little  forrow  might  ha#e  ferude  our  lofle. 
Branc  Auftria,  heauen  ioyes  to  hauc  thee  thece» 

Card.  His  foule  is  6fe  and  free  from  purgatorie, 
Onr  holy  father  hath  difpeoft  his  finnes, 
The  blefled  faints  haue  heard  our  orifons, 
And  all  are  mediators  for  his  foule, 
And  in  the  right  of  thefc  moft  hoiy  warres, 
His  holinefTe  free  pardon  doth  pronounce 
To  all  that  follow  you  gainft  Englijb  heretikes, 
Whp  ftand  accurfed  in  our  mother  church. 

Enter  Conftance  alone. 

Philip.  To  aggrauate  the  meafure  of  our  greefe, 
All  male-content  comes  Conftance  for  herfonoe. 
Be  breefe  good  madan\e,  for  your  face  Imports 
A  tragicke  tale  behind  thats  yet  vntold. 
Her  paffioas  ftop  the  organ  of  ber  voyce, 

Qjj  Deepe 
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Deepe  forrow  throbbeth  mif-befelne  eueuts, 
Out  with  it  ladie,  that  our  ad  may  end 
A  full  cataftrophe  of  fa4  laments. 

Con/lance.  My  tongue  is  tun'd  to  ftorie  forth  mi/hap : 
When  did  I  breath  to  tell  a  pleafing  tale  ? 
<  Muft  Con/lance  fpeake?  let  teares  preuent  her  talke : 
Muft  I  difcourfe  ?  let  Dido  figh  and  fay, 
She  weepes  againe  to  heare  the  wracke  of  Troy  : 
Two  words  will  feme,  and  then  my  tale  is  done : 
Elnors  proud  brat  hath  rob'd  me  of  my  .fonne. 

Lewis.  Haue  patience  madame,  this  is  chance  of  warre  : 
He  may  be  ranlbm'd,  we  reuenge  his  wrong. 
Conji.  Be  it  ne'r  fo  foone,  I  (hall  not  line  fo  long. 
Phil.  Defpaire  not  yet,  come  Con/lance,  go  with  me, 
Thefe  clouds  will  fleet,  the  day  will  deare  againe.      Exeunt. 

Card.  Now  Lewis,  thy  fortune  buds  with  happy  fpriog, 
Our  holy  fathers  prayers  effefteth  this. 
Arthur  is  fafe,  let  Iohn  alone  with  him, 
Thy  title  next  is  fairft  to  Englands  crowne  : 
Now  ftirre  thy  father  to  begin  with  Iohn, 
The  Pope  fays  I,  and  fo  is  Albion  thine. 

Lewis.  Thanks  my  lord  legat  for  your  good  conceit, 
T'is  belt  we  follow  now  the  game  is  faire, 
My  father  wants  to  worke  him  your  good  words. 
Card.  A  few  will  ferue  to  forward  him  in  this, 
Thofe  flxall  not  want :  but  let's  about  it  then.  Exeunt* 

Enter  Philip  leading  a  friar,  charging  himjbew  where  the 
Abbots  gold  lay. 

Phil.  Come  on  you  fat  Francifcan,  dallie  no  longer,  but 
fhew  me  where  the  abbots  treafure  lies,  or  die. 

Friar.  Benedicamus  Domini,  was  euer  fuch  an  iniurie  ? 
Sweet  S.  Withold  of  thy  lenitie,  defend  vs  from  extremitie, 
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And  heare  vs  for  S.  Charitie>  opprefled  with  aufteritie. 
In  nomini  domini,  make  I  my  homily, 
Gentle  gentilitie  grieue  not  the  cleargie. 

Phil.  Gray-gown'd  good  face,  coniure  ye, 

Kere  croft  me  for  a  groat 
If  this  waft  girdle  haog  thee  not 

That  girdeth  in  thy  coat. 
Now  bald  and  barefoot  Bungle  birds, 

When  vp  thegallowes  climing, 
Say  Philip  he  had  words  enough,  / 

To  put  you  downe  with  riming. 

Fr.  O  pardon,  Oparce,  S»  Francis  for  mercie, 
Shall  fhield  thee  from  night-fpels,  and  dreaming  of  diuefc, 
If  thou  wilt  forgine  me,  and  neuer  more  grieue  me, 
With  falling  and  praying,  and  Haile  Marie  faying, 
From  blacke  purgatorie,  a  penance  right  fory  x 
Frier  Thomas  will  warme  you, 
It  fhall  neuer  harme  you. 

Phil.  Come  leaue  off  your  rabble, 
Sir,  hang  vp  this  lozell. 

2  Fr.  For  charitie  I  beg  his  life, 

Saint  Francis  chiefeft  frier, 
The  beft  in  all  our  couent  fir, 

To  keepe  a  vintners  fire. 
O  ftrangle  not  the  good  old  man, 

My  hofteffe  oldeft  gucft, 
And  I  will  bring  you  by  and  by 

Vnto  the  priors  cheft. 

Phil.  I,  feift  thou  fo,  and  if  thou  wilt  the  frier  is  at  liberty. 
If  not,  as  I  am  honeft  man,  I  hang  you  both  for  company* 

Fr.  Come  hither,  this  is  the  cheft,  thogh  Ample  to  behold, 
That  wanteth  not  a  thou&nd  pound  in  filuer  and  in  gold. 

Qj  My 
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My  fclf  wil  Warrant  fid  fo  touch*  I  know  the  abbots  ftore, 
lie  pawn  my  life  there  is  no  lefle,  to  haue  what  6re  it  more. 
P/^/7.  I  take  thy  word,  the  ouerplus  vnto  thy  (bare  flul 
come, 
But  if  there  want  of  full  fo  much,  thy  necke  fhall  pay  the 

fumme. 
Breake  vp  the  coffer,  frier. 

Frier.  Oh  I  am  vndone,  faire  AUc*  die  ninnd 
Hath  tooke  vp  her  reft  in  the  abbots  cheft. 
Santle  bentdicite,  pardon  my  fimplicitie. 
Fie  Alice,  confeffion  will  not  (klue  this  tranigreiEoo. 
Philip.  What  haue  We  here,  a  holy  nunne  i  fo  keepe  me 
God  in  health, 
A  fmooth  facde  noonc  (for  aught  I  know)  is  al  the  abbots 

wealth. 
Is  this  the  nnnries  chaftkic  ? 
Belhrew  me  but  I  thinke 

They  go  as  oft  to  venery  as  niggards  to  their  drioke. 
Why  paltry  frier  and    peoriar  too,  yee  (haraclcife  flawen 

crowne, 
Is  this  the  cheft  that  held  a  hoord, 

at  leaft  a  thoufand  pound  ? 
And  is  the  hoord  a  holy  whore  ? 
well,  be  the  hangman  nimble, 
Hee'l  take  the  paine  to  pay  yon  4am$, 
and  teach  you  to  diflemble. 
Nunne.  O  fpare  the  frier  Anthony* 
a  better  neuer  was 
To  flog  ftdkige  iotemady, 
or  reade  a  mcatmg  mafle. 
If  to<rady  be  the  meanes  of  thi$, 
I  know  m  awsent  luwoe^ 

That 
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That  hub  a  hoard  theft  feuen  yecres, 

did  neuer  fee  the  funnc ; 
And  that  is  yours,  and  what  if  ours, 

fo  fauour  now  be  fhowne, 
Yon  (hall  commaund  as  commonly, 

as  if  it  were  your  owne. 

Frier.  Your  honour  excepted. 

Nunne.  I  Thomas*  I  meane  fo. 

Phibp.  From  all  faiie  from  friers. 

Nunne.  Good  fir(  doc  not  thinke  fo. 

Philip.  I  chinke  and  fee  fo : 
Why  how  camft  thou  here  ? 

Frier.  To  hide  her  from  lay  men. 

Nunne.  Tis  true  fir,  for  feare. 

Philip.  For  feare  of  the  laitie :  a  pitiful  died 
When  a  nunne  flies  for  fuccour  to  a  fat  friers  bed- 
But  now  for  your  ranfqme  my  doyfter-bred  coaney, 
To  the  cheft  that  you  fpoke  of  where  lies  fo  much  mony. 

Nun.  Faire  fir,  within  this  prefle,  of  plate  and  mony  is 
The  valew  of  a  thoufand  markes,  and  other  thing  by  gis. 
Let  vs  alone,  and  take  it  all,  tis  yours  fir*  now  you  know  it. 

Phi.  Come  on  fir  frier,  picke  the  locke,  this  geere  doth 
cotton  hanfoqle, 
That  couetoufnefle  fo  cunningly  muft  pay  the  lechers  rapfoqie. 
What  is  in  the  hoord  I 

Frier.  Frier  Laurence  my  lord,  now  holy  water  helpe  vs, 
Some  witch  or  fome  diueU  is  lent  to  delude  vs  : 
Hand  credo  Laurentius,  that  thou  (houldft  be  pend  thus 
In  the  prefle  of  a  nunne  we  are  all  vndone, 
And  brought  to  difcredence  if  thou  be  frier  Laurence. 

Frien  Amor-vincit  omnia>  Co  Cato  affirmeth, 
And  therefore  a  frier  whofe  fande  foon  burnetii, 
Becaufe  he  is  mortall  and  made  of  mould* 
fife  omits  what  he  ought,  and  doth  more  than  he  fliould. 

Qjl  PhiHp. 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


The  troublesome  Raicnb 

PhiHp.  How  goes  this  geere  ?  the  filers  cheft  filld  with  2 
faufen  nunne. 
The  nunne  again  lockes  frier  vp, 

to  keepe  him  from  the  funne. 
Belike  the  prefle  is  purgatorie, 

or  penance  paffing  grieuous  t 
The  friers  cheft  a  hell  for  nunnes ! 

how  doe  thefe  dolts  deceiue  vs  ? 
Is  this  the  labour  of  their  hues,  to  feede  and  line  at  etfe  i 
To  reuell  fo  lafduioufly  as  often  as  they  pleafe. 
He  mend  the  fault  or  fault  my  aime, 

if  I  doe  mifle  amending, 
Tis  better  burne  the  doyfters  downe, 

than  leane  them  for  offending. 
But  holy  you,  to  you  I  fpeake, 

to  you  religious  diuell, 
Is  this  the  prefle  that  holds  the  fumme, 

to  quit  you  for  your  euill  ? 

Nun.  I  crie  peccaui,  farce  me, 
good  fir  I  was  beguil'd. 

Fr.  Abfolue  fir  forcharitie, 
fhee  would  bee  reconciled. 

Phil.  And  fo  I  (hall,  firs  bind  them  faft, 
This  is  their  abfolution, 

goe  hang  them  vp  for  hurting  them, 
Hafte  them  to  execution.  ' 

Fr.  Laurence.  0  tempos  edax  rerttm, 
Giue  children  bookes  they  teare  them. 
0  vanitas  vanitatie,  in  this  waning  *tatisf 
At  threefcore  welneere,  to  goe  to  this  geere, 
To  my  eonfdence  a  dog,  to  die  like  a  dog. 
Exaudi  me  (famine,  fiuu  me  parte 
Dabo  pecuniam,  Ji  baieo  veniam. 

To 
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To  goc  and  fetch  it*  I  will  difpateh  it, 

A  hundred  ponnd  ftcriing,  for  my  lines  fparing. 

Enter  Peter  a  prophet,  -with  people. 

Pet.  Hoe,  who  is  here  I  S.  Francis  be  your  fpeed, 
Come  in  my  flocke,  and  follow  me, 

your  fortunes  I  will  reed.    , 
Come  hither  boy,  goe  get  thee  home, 

and  clime  not  ouer  hie, 
For  from  aloft  thy  fortune  (lands,  in  hazard  thou  (halt  die. 

Boy    God  be  with  you  Peter,  I  pray  you  come  to  our 
houfe  a  Sunday. 

Pet.  My  boy  (hew  me  thy  hand,  blefle  thee  my  boy, 
For  in  thy  palme  I  fee  a  many  troubles  are  ybent  to  dwel, 
But  thou  (halt  fcape  them  all,  and  doe  full  well. 

Boy.  I  thanke  you  Peter,  thcres  a  cheefe  for  your  labor « 
my  fitter  prayes  yee  to  come  home,  and  tell  her  how  many 
hufbands  (he  (hall  haue,  and  (hee'l  giue  you  a  rib  of  bacon. 

Peter.  My  matters,  ftay  at  the  towaes  end  for  me.  He 
come  to  you  all  anone :  I  muft  difpatch  fome  bufines  with  a 
frier,  and  then  lie  reade  your  fortunes. 

Philip.  How  now,  a  prophet !  (ir  prophet  whence  are  yc  ? 

Peter.  I  am  of  the  world  and  in  the  world,  but  liue  not  as 
others,  by  the  world :  what  I  am  I  know,  and  what  thou 
wilt  be  I  know.  If  thou  knoweft  me  now,  be  anfwered :  if 
not,  enquire  no  more  what  I  am. 

Phil.  Sir,  I  know  you  will  be  a  diflemUing  knaue,  that 
deludes  the  people  with  blinde  prophecies :  you  are  hee  Hook 
for,  you  flial  away  with  me :  bring  away  all  the  rable,  and 
yon  frier  Laurence,  remember  your  raunfome  a  hundred 
ponnd,  and  a  pardon  for  your  fclfe,  and  the  reft  ;•  come  on 
iir  prophet,  you  (hall  with  me,  to  receiue  a  prophets  re- 
warde.  Exeunt. 
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The  troublesome  Raigne 
Enter  Hubert  dc  Burgh  with  three  me*. 

Hubert.  My  mailers,  I  haue  (hewed  you  what  warrant  I 
haue  for  this  attempt ;  I  perceiue  by  your  hf*jiy  countenan- 
ces, you  had  rather  be  otherwiG?  ijnployed,  and  for  my  Q*rne 
part,  I  would  the  king  had  made  choice  of  fame  other  execu- 
tioner: only  this  is  my  comfort,  that  a  king  commands, 
whofe  precepts  neglefted  or  omitted,  threatneth  torture  for 
the  default :  therefore  in  briefe,  leaue  me,  and  be  ready  to 
attend  the  aduenture:  ftay  within  that  entry,  and  when  you 
heare  me  crie,  God  faue  the  king,  iflue  fodainely  fortK,  lay 
hands  on  Arthur f  fet  him  in  his  chaire,  wherein  (once  fall 
bound)  leaue  him  with  me  to  finilh  the  reft* 
Attendants.  We  goe,  though  loath.  Exeunt* 

Hubert.  My  lord,  will  it  pleafe  your  honor  to  take  the  be- 
nefit of  the  faire  euening  ? 

Enter  Arthur  to  Hubert  de  Burgh. 

Arthur.  Oramerde  Hubert  far  thy  care  of  qae, 
In  or  to  whom  restraint  is  newly  knowat. 
The  ioy  of  walking  is  fmall  benefit, 
Yet  will  I  take  thy  offer  with  fmall  thank*, 
I  would  not  loofe  the  pkafure  of . the  ete. 
But  tell  me  cartoons  keeper  if  thou  can, 
How  long  the  king  will  haue  me  Carrie  he?re. 

Hubert.  I  know  not  prince,  but  as  I  gefle,  not  long. 
God  fend  yon  freedome,  and  God  faue  the  king. 

They  iffus  firth. 

Arthur.  Why  how  now  firs,. what  may  t hi* outrage  meanc? 
O  helpe  me  Hubert,  gentle  keeper  he(p  : 
God  fend  this  fodaioe  mutinous  approach 
Tend  not  to  wane  a  wretehed.guiltte  life,   . 
.    Hubert.  So  firs,  depart,  and  leaue  the  reft  forme. 
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OF  KlH&  lOHK. 

Artb.  Then  Arthur  yeeld,  death  frowneth  in  thy  face, 
What  meaneth  this  ?  good  Hubert  pleade  the  cafe. 

Hubert.  Patience  yoag  lord,  and  liflen  words  of  woe, 
Harmefull  and  harfli,  hells  horror  to  be  heard : 
A  difmall  tale  fit  for  a  furies  tongue. 
I  faint  to  tell,  deepefottOW  is  the  found. 
Arthur.  What,  muft  L die? 

Hubert.  No  newes  of  death,  but  tidings  of  more  hate, 
A  wrathfull  doome,  and  aioft  vnluckie  fate : 
Deaths  diftx  were  daintie  at  fo  fell  a  feaft, 
Be  deafe,  heare  not,  its  hell  to  tell  the  reft. 

Arthur.  Alas,  thou  wrongft  my  youth  with  words  of  feare, 
Tis  hell,  tis  horror,  not  for  one  to  heare  t 
What  is  it  man  if  it  muft  needes  be  done, 
Aft  it,  and  end  it,  that  the  paine  were  gone.        *  ' 

Hubert.  I  will  not  chaunt  fuch  dolour  with  my  tongue, 
Yet  nyift  I  aft  the  outrage  with  my  hand. 
My  heart,  my  head,  and  all  my  powers  befide, 
To  aide  the  office  haue  at  once  deaide. 
Perufe  this  letter,  lines  of  trebble  woe, 
Reade  ore  my  charge,  aad  pandon  when  you  know. 

Hubert,  thefe  are  to  coramaund  thee,  a*  thou  tendreft  our 
quiet  in  minde,  and  the  cftate  of  our  perfon,  that 
prefently  vpon  the  receipt  of  our^ommaund,  thou  put 
out  the  eies  of  Arthur  Plant aginci. 

Arthur.  Ah  monftrous  damned  man  1  his  very  breath  in- 
fefts  the  elements. 
Contagious  veiome  dwelleth  in  his  heart, 
Effe&ing  meanes  to  poyfoa  all  the  world. 
Vnreuerent  may  I  be  to  blame  the  heaucos 
Of  great  iniuftice,  that  the  mifcream 
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The  troublesome  Raigne 

Liaes  to  opprefle  the  innocents  with  wrong. 

Ah  Hubert !  makes  he  thee  bis  inftrument, 

To  found  the  trump  that  caufeth  hell  triumph  t 

Heauen  weepes,  the  faints  do  ihed  celeftiall  teares. 

They  fcare  thy  fall,  and  eke  thee  with  remorfe, 

They  knocke  thy  confeience,  mouing  pitie  there, 

Willing  to  fence  thee  from  the  rage  of  hell ; 

Hell  Hubert,  truft  me  all  the  plagues  of  hell 

Hangs  on  performance  of  this  damned  deed. 

This  feale,  the  warrant  of  the  bodies  blifle, 

Enfureth  fatan  chieftaine  of  thy  foule : 

Subfcribe  not  Hubert,  giue  not  Gods  part  away. 

I  fpeake  not  only  for  eies  priuiledge, 

The  chiefe  exterior  that  I  would  enioy : 

But  for  thy  perill,  farre  beyond  my  paine, 

Thy  fweete  foules  lofle,  more  than  my  eies  vaine  lacke : 

A  caufe  internail,  and  eternall  too. 

Aduife  thee  Hubert,  for  the  cafe  is  hard, 

To  loofe  faluation  for  a  kings  reward. 

Hubert.  My  lord,  a  fubieft  dwelling  in  the  land 
Is  tied  to  execute  the  kings  commaund. 

Arthur.  Yet  God  commaunds  whofe  power  reacheth  further> 
That  no  command  (hould  ftand  in  force  to  murther. 

Hubert.  But  that  fame  effence  hath  ordaind  a  law, 
A  death  for  guilt,  to  keepe  the  world  in  awe, 

Arthur.  I  pleade,  •  not  guilty,  treafonlefle  and  free. 

Hubert.  But  that  appeale  my  lord  concernes  not  me. 
»  Arthur.  Why  thou  art  he  that  maift  omit  the  perill. 

Hubert.  I,  if  my  foueraigne  would  omit  his  qoarrell. 

Arthur.  His  quarrell  is  vnhallowed  falfe  and  wrong. 

Hubert.  Then  be  the  blame  to  whom  it  doth  belong. 

Arthur.  Why  thats  to  thee  If  thou  as  they  proceede, 
Conclude  their  iudgemjent  with  fo  vilaa  deede. 
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of  King  Iohn. 

Hubert.  Why  then  no  execution  can  be  lawfully  . 
If  iudges  doomes  muft  be  reputed  doubtfull. 

Arthur.  Tes  where  in  forme  of  law  io  place  and  time, 
The  offender  is  conuifted  of  the  crime. 

Hubert.  My  lord,  my  lord,  this  long  expostulation, 
Heapes  vp  more  griefe,  than  promtfe  of  redrefle; 
For  this  I  know,  and  fo  refolude  I  end, 
That  fubiefts  liues  on  kings  commands  depend. 
I  muft  not  reafon  why  he  is  your  foe, 
But  do  his  charge  fince  he  commaunds  it  fo. 

Arthur.  Then  do  thy  charge,  and  charged  be  thy  foule 
With  wrongfull  perfecution  done  this  day. 
You  rowling  eyes,  whofe  fuperficies  yet 
Idoe  behold  with  eies  that  nature  lent : 
Send  foorth  the  terror  of  your  moouers  frowne, 
To  wreake  my  wrong  vpon  the  murthercrs 
That  rob  me  of  your  faire  refle&ing  view : 
Let  hell  to  them  (as  earth  they  wifh  to  me) 
Be  darke  and  direfull  guerdon  for  their  guilt, 
And  let  the  blacke  tormenters  of  deepe  Tartary 
Vpbraide  them  with  this  damned  enterprife, 
Inflicting  change  of  tortures  on  their  foules. 
Delay  not  Hubert,  my  orifons  are  ended, 
Begin  I  pray  thee,  reaue  me  of  my  fight : 
But  to  performe  a  tragedie  indeede, 
Conclude  the  period  with  a  mortall  ftab. 
Con/lance  farewell,  tormenter  come  away, 
Make  my  difpatch  the  tyrants  feafting  day. 

Hubert.  I  faint,  I  feare,  my  confcience  bids  defift : 
Faint  did  I  fay  ?  feare  was  it  that  I  named  : 
My  king  commaunds,  that  warrant  fets  me  free : 
But  God  forbids,  and  he  commaundeth  kings, 
That  great  commaunder  countercheckes  my  charge, 

He 


Digitized 





The  troublesome  Raigne 

He  ftayes  my  hand,  he  maketh  faft  my  heart. 
Goe  curfed  tooles,  your  office  is  exempt, 
Cheere  thee  yong  lord,  thou  ftialc  Dot  loofe  an  eie, 
Though  I  fliould  pnrchafe  it  with  lofle  of  life. 
He  to  the  king,  and  fay  his  will  is  done, 
And  of  the  langor  tell  him  thou  art  dead, 
Goe  in  with  me,  for  Hubert  was  not  borne 
To  blinde  thofe  lampes  that  nature  polliflit  fo. 
Arthur.  Hubert,  if  euer  Arthur  be  in  ftate, 
Looke  for  amends  of  this  receiued  gift, 
I  took  my  eiefightby  thy  curtefie, 
Thou  lentil  them  mk,  I  will  not  l^e  ingrate. 
But  now  procraftination  may  offend 
The  iflue  that  thy  kindnefle  vndertakes : 
Depart  we  Hubert  to  preuent  the  worft.  Exeunt* 

Enter  K.  Iohn,  Eflfex,  SalSfbury,  Penbrooke. 

John.  Now  warlike  followers,  reAeth  aught  vndone 
That  may  impeach  vs  of  fond  ouerfight  ? 
The  French  haye  felt  the  temper  of  our  fwords, 
Cold  terror  keepes  pofleffion  in  their  fpules, 
Checking  their  ouerdaring  arrogance 
For  buckling  with  fo  great  an  ouermatch, 
The  arch  prowd  titled  prieft  of  Italy, 
That  calls  himfelfe  grand  vicar  under  Gpd, 
Is  bufled  now  with  trentall  obfequies, 
Matte  and  months  mind,  dirge  and  J  know  not  what, 
To  eafe  their  foules  In  paioefuli  purgatorie. 
That  hane  mifarrkd  in  thefe  Moody  warres. 
Heard  you  not  lords- when  firjtt  bis  bolinede 
Had  tidings  of  our  finall  account  of  hkn, 
How  with  a  taunt  vaunting  upon  his  toes. 
He  vrgde  areafbn  why  the  Engti/b  afle 
Pjfdaind  the  blefled  ordinance  of  Rome  f 
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The  title  (reuerently  might  I  inferre) 
Became  the  kings  that  earft  haoe  borne  the  load, 
•  The  flauifti  weight  of  that  controlling  prieft  : 
Who  at  his  pleafurexemperd  them  lite  waxe 
To  carrie  armes  on  dai^jer  of  his  curfe, 
Banding  their  fouks  with  warrants  of  his  hand. 
I  grieue  to  thinke  how  kings  in  ages  pad: 
(Simply  dcuoted  to  the  fea  of  Rome) 
Haue  run  into  a  thoufand  afts  of  fhame. ' 
But  now  for  confirmation  of  our  ftatcj,  , 

Sith  we  haue  proind  t|p*  more  than  needfuil  braunch 
That  did  opprefle  the  true  well-growing  ftocke, 
It  refteth  we  throqghout  our  territories 
Be  rcproclaimed  and  iuuefted  king. 

Pentb.  My  liege,  that  were  to  bufie  men  with  doubts. 
Once  were  you  crowed*  proclaimd,  and  with  applaufe 
Your  citie  ftreets  haue  ^echoed  to  the  eare, 
God  faue  thefcing,  <3od  &ue  our  foucraigae  hint, 
Pardon  my  feare,  my  jBeafure  doth  inferre 
Tour  highnefle  net  Hcpeltte  from  regall  ftate, 
Would  breed  a  mutinic  in  peoples  mindes, 
What  itfhould  meane  to  haue  you  crownd  againe. 

loin.  Pembroate,  .pecforme  what  I  haue  bid  thee  do, 
Thou  knowft  not  what  mduceth  me  to  this, 
Effix-gpe  in,  and  lording*  all  be  gone 
About  this  taike,  l^M  be  oownd  anone. 

Enter  the  Bafiard. 

Philip  whatnewes,  hem  do  the  abbots  chefts  ? 
Are  fliers  fatter  than  the  wanes  are  feire  ? 
What  cheere  with  church-men,  had  they  goid  or  no  ? 
Tell  me,  how  hath  thy  office  todk*fle£U 

Phil.  My  lord,  I  haue  performd  your  highaes  charge : 
1%e  eafe-bred  abbots,  and  the  bare-foote  friers, 
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The  monks,  the  priors,  and  holy  cloyftred  nunnes, 
Are  all  in  health,  and  were  my  lord  in  wealth, 
Till  I  had  tithde  and  tolde  their  holy  hoords. 
I  doubt  not  when  your  highnefle  fees  my  prize, 
Ton  may  proportion  all  their  former  pride. 

Iobn.  Why  fo,  now  forts  it  Philip  as  it  fhould : 
This  fmall  intrufion  into  abbey  trunkes, 
Will  make  the  popeltngs  excommunicate, 
Curie,  ban,  and  breathe  out  damned  orifons, 
As  thicke  as  haile-ftones  fore  the  fprings  approach : 
Bat  yet  as  hanuelefle  and  without  effeft, 
As  is  the  eccho  of  a  cannons  cracke 
Difchargde  againft  the  battlements  of  heauetu 
But  what  newes  elfe  befell  there  Philip  ? 

Baft.  Strange  newes  my  lord  :  within  your  territories 
Neere  Pcmfret  is  a  prophet  new  fprung  vp, 
Whofe  diuination  volleis  wonders  foorth : 
To  him  the  commons  throng  with  countrey  gifts, 
He  fets  a  date  vnto  the  beldames  death, 
Prefcribes  how  long  the  virgins  ftate  (hall  laft,  » 

Diftinguiiheth  the  moouing  of  the  heauens, 
Giues  limits  vnto  holy  nupdall  rites, 
Foretelleth  famine,  aboundeth  plentie  forth  t 
Of  fate,  of  fortune,  Kfe  and  death  he  chats, 
With  fuch  aflbrance,  fcruples  put  apart, 
As  if  he  knew  the  certaine  doomes  of  heauen. 
Or  kept  a  regifter  of  all  the  deftinies.  (man, 

Ioh.  Thou  telft  me  maruels,  would  thou  hadft  brought  the 
We  might  haue  queftiond  him  of  things  to  come. 

Baftard.  My  lord,  I  tooke  a  care  of  had-I-wift, 
And  brought  the  prophet  with  me  to  the  court, 
He  ftaies  my  lord  but  at  the  prefence  doore : 
Pleafcth  your  highnefle,  I  will  call  him  in. 
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Ioha  Nay  (lay  awhile,  wee'l  hauc  him  herfc  anone, 
A  thing  of  weight  is  firft  to  be  performd. 

Enter  the  nobles  and  crowne  King  lohn,  and  then  €ty  God 
fane  the  king. 

Rhn.  Lordings  and  friends  fupporters  of  our  ftate, 
Admire  not  at  this  vnaccuftomed  courfe, 
Nor  in  your  thoughts  blame  not  this  deede  of  yours. 
Once  ere  this  time  was  I  inuefted  lung, 
Your  fealtie  fworne  as  liegemen  to  our  ftate : 
Once  fince  that  time  ambitious  weedes  haue  fprung 
To  ftaine  the  beauty  of  our  garden  plot : 
But  heauens  in  our  conduft  rooting  thence 
The  falfe  intruders,  breakers  of  worlds  peace, 
Haue  to  our  ioy,  made  funne-ftrine  chafe  the  ftorme. 
After  the  which,  to  trie  your  conftancie, 
That  now  I  fee  is  worthy  of  your  names', 
We  crau'd  once  more  your  helps  for  to  inueft  vs 
Into  the  right  that  enuy  fought  to  wracke. 
Once  was  I  not  depofde,  your  former  choice ; 
Now  twice  beene  crowned  and  applauded  king  ? 
Your  cheered  aftion  to  inftall  mefo, 
Infers  allured  witnefle  of  your  loues, 
And  binds  me  ouer  in  k  kingly  care 
To  render  loue  with  loue,  rewards  of  worth 
To  ballance  downe  requitall  to  the  full. 
But  thankes  the  while,  thankes  lordiogs  to  you  all : 
Aflce  me  and  vfe  me,  trie  me  and  fiode  me  yours. 

Ejfex.  A  boone  my  lord,  at  vantage  of  your  words 
We  aflce  to  guerdon  all  our  loyalties. 

Pemb.  We  take  the  time  your  highnefle  bids  vs  aflce  s 
Pleafe  it  you  grant,  you  make  your  promife  good, 
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With  lefler  loflfe  than  one  fuperfluous  haire 
That  not  remembred  fallcth  from  your  head. 

Mn.  My  word  is  part,  receiue  your  boone  my  lords, 
What  may  it  be  ?  aike  it,  and  it  is  yours. 

Ejf.  We  craue  my  lord,  to  pleafe  the  commons  with 
The  libertie  of  lady  Conftance  fonne : 
Whofe  durance  darkeneth  your  highnefle  right, 
As  if  you  kept  him  prifoner,  to  the  end 
Your  felfe  were  doubtfull  of  the  thing  you  haue. 
Difmifle  him  thence,  your  highnefle  needs  not  fcare, 
Twice  by  confent  you  are  proclaim'd  our  king. 

Pemb.  This  if  you  grant,  were  all  vnto  your  good : 
For  fimple  people  mufe  you  keepe  him  clofe. 

lob.  Your  words  haue  fearcht  the  center  of  my  thoghts, 
Confirming  warrant  of  your  loyalties, 
Difmifle  your  counfell,  fway  my  ftate, 
Let  Iohn  doe-  nothing,  but  by  your  confents. 
Why  how  now  Philip,  what  extafie  is  this  \ 
Why  cafts  thou  vp  thy  eyes  to  heauen  fo  ? 

There  thejiue  moones  appeare. 

Baft.  See,  fee  my  lord,  flrange  apparitions, 
Glancing  mine  eie  to  fee  the  diadem 
Plac'd  by  the  bifhops  on  your  highnefle  head, 
From  forth  a  gloomie  cloud,  which  curtaiae-like 
Difplaid  it  felfe,  I  fuddainely  efpied 
Fiue  moones  reflefting,  as  you  fee  them  now.: 
Euen  in  the  moment  that  the  crowne  was  plac'd 
Gan  they  appeare,  holding  the  courfc  you  fee. 

Ioh.  What  might  portend  thefe  apparitions, 
VnVfiiall  fignes,  forerunners  of  euent, 
Trefagers  of  ftrange  terrors  to  the  world  : 
xue  me  lords,  the  obieft/eares  me  much. 
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Philip  thou  toldft  me  of  a  wizard  bat  of  late, 
Fetch  in  the  man  to  defiant  of  this  (bow. 

Pemb.  The  heauens  frowne  vpon  the  finfull  earth, 
When  with  prodigious  vnaccuftom'd  fignes 
They  fpot  their  fuperficies  with  fuch  wonder. 

Ejfex.  Before  the  rutnes  of  krufalem, 
Such  meteors  were  the  enfignes  of  his  wrath. 
That  haft'ned  to  deftroy  the  fiudtfull  towne. 

Enter  the  Baftard  with  the  prophet. 

John.  Is  this  the  man  ? 

Baft.  It  is  my  lord. 

Iohn.  Prophc*  of  Pornf ret ,  for  fo'I  heare  thou  art, 
That  calculat'ft  of  many  things  to  come  s 
Who  by  a  power  repleat  with  heaueoly  gift, 
Canft  blab  the  eounfell  of  thy  makers  will. 
If  fame  be  true,  or  truth  be  wrong 'd  by  thee, 
Decide  in  cyphering,  what  thefe  fiue  moones 
Portend  this  clime,  if  they  prefage  at  all. 
Breath  otat  thy  gift,  and  if  I  liue  to  fee 
Thy  diuination  take  a  true  effefl* 
lie  honour  thee  aboue  all  earthly  men. 

Pet.  The  fkie  wherein  thefe  moones  haue  refidence, 
Prefenteth  Rome  the  great  metropolis, 
Where  fits  the  Pope  in  all  his  holy  pompe. 
Foore  of  the  moones. prefent  foure  prouinces, 
To  wit,  Spaine,  Denmark*,  Cermanie,  and  Trance, 
That  beare  the  yoke  of  proud  commanding  Rome, 
And  ftand  in  feare  to  tempt  the  prelates  curfe. 
The  fmallefl:  moone  that  whirks  about  the  reft, 
Impatient  of  the  place  he  holds  with  them, 
JX>th  figure  forth  this  ifland  Albion, 
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Who  gins  to  fcorne  the  fca  and  feat  of  Rome, 
And  fcckcs  to  (hunnc  the  edifts  of  the  pope : 
This  (howes  the  heauen,  and  this  I  doe  auerre 
Is  figured  in  the  apparitions. 

Ioh.  Why  then  it  feemes  the  heauens  (mile  on  vs, 
Gluing  applaufe  for  leaning  of  the  pope. 
But  for  they  chance  in  our  meridian, 
Doe  they  effeft  no  priuate  growing  91 
To  be  inflifted  on  vs  in  this  clime  ? 

Pet.  The  moones  effeft  no  more  than  what  I  faid : 
Bnt  on  fome  other  knowledge  that  I  haue 
By  my  preference,  ere  afcenfioa  day 
Haue  brought  the  funne  vnto  his  vfuall  height, 
Of  crowne,  eftate,  and  royall  dignity. 
Thou  (halt  be  deane  difpoyl'd  anddifpoffeft. 

Ioh.  Falfe  dreamer,  perifh  with  thy  witched  aewes, 
Villaine  thou  woundft  me  with  thy  fallacies: 
If  it  be  true,  die  for  thy  tidings  price ; 
If  falfe,  for  fearing  me  with  vain  fupppfe  : 
Hen^e  with  the  witch,  hels  damned  fecretarie. 
Locke  him  vp  fure :  for  by  my  faith  I  fweare, 
True  or  not  true,  the  wizard  (hall  not  liue. 
Before  afcenfion  day  :  who  (hould  be  caufe  hereof  ? 
Cut  off  the  caufe,  and  then  the  effeft  will  die. 
Tut,  tut,  my  mercie  femes  to  maime  my  felfe, 
The  roote  doth  liue,  from  whence  thefe  thornes  fpring  vp, 
I  and  my  promife  pad  for  his  deliu'rie : 
Frowne  friends,  faile  faith,  the  diuell  goe  withall, 
The  brat  (hall  die,  that  terrifies  me  thus. 
Pembrooke  and  EJ/ex,  I  recall  my  graunt, 
I  will  not  buy  your  fauours  with  my  feare : 
Nay  murmure  not,  my  will  is  lawe  enough, 
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I  lone  you  well,  bat  if  I  lou'd  yon  better, 
I  would  not  buy  it  with  my  difcoatent. 

Enter  Hubert. 

How  now,  what  newes  with  thee  ? 

Hub.  According  to  your  highnefle  Arid  command, 
Young  Arthurs  eies  are  blinded  and  extinft. 

Ioh.  Why  (o9  then  he  may  feele  the  crown,  but  neuer  fee 

Hub.  Nor  fee  nor  feele,  for  of  the  extream  paine,  (it. 

Within  one  houre  gaue  he  vp  the  ghoft, 

Ioh.  What  is  he  dead  i 

Hub.  He  is  my  lord. 

hh.  Then  with  him  dies  my  cares. 

Effex.  Now  ioy  betide  thy  foule. 

Pemb.  And  heauens  reuenge  thy  death. 

EJfex.  What  haue  you  done  my  lord  t  was  euer  heard 
A  deed  of  more  inhumane  confequence  ? 
Your  foes  will  curfe,  your  friends  will  crie  reuenge* 
Vnkindly  rage,  more  rough  than  northern  wind, 
To  clip  the  beautie  of  fo  fweete  a  flower. 
What  hope  in  vs  for  mercie  on  a  fault, 
When  kinfman  dies  without  impeach  of  caufe, 
As  you  haue  done,  fo  come  to  cheere  yon  with, 
The  guilt  (hall  neuer  be  caft  in  my  teeth.  Exeunt. 

lob.  And  are  you  gone  ?  the  diuell  be  your  guide : 
Proud  rebels  as  ye  are,  to  braue  me  fo : 
Saucie,  vnciuill,  checkers  of  my  will. 
Your  tongues  giue  edge  vnto  the  fatal]  knife, 
That  (hall  haue  paflage  through  your  trayt'rous  throats. 
But  hutht,  breath  not  bugs  words  too  foone  abroad, 
Left  time  preuent  the  iflue  of  thy  reach. 
Arthur,  is  dead,  I  there  the  conic  growes : 
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But  while  he  liu'd,  the  danger  was  the  more ; 

His  death  hath  freed  me  from  a  thoufaod  fearer 

But  it  hath  purchaft  me  tea  times  ten  thoufand  foes. 

Why  all  is  one,  fuch  lucke  (hall  haunt  his  game, 

To  whom  the  diuell  owes  an  open  fluuoe : 

His  life  a  foe  that  leaeld  at  my  crowne, 

His  death  a  frame  to  poll  my  building  downe* 

My  thoughts  harpt  ftill  on  quiet  by  his  end, 

Who  liuing  aimed  (hrewdly  at  my  roome : 

But  to  preuent  that  plea,  twice  was  I  crown'd, 

Twice  did  my  fubiefts  fweare  me  fealtie, 

And  in  my  conference  lou'd  me  as  their  liege, 

In  whofe  defence  they  would  haue  pawn'd  their  lines. 

But  now  they  fliun  me  as  a  ferpents  fling, 

A  tragyke  tyrant,  florae  and  pitileflfe, 

And  not  a  tide  foUowes  after  John, 

But  butcher,  blood-fucker,  and  murtherer. 

What  planet  gouern'd  my  natiuitie, 

To  bode  me  foueraigne  types  of  high  eftate, 

So  interlac'd  with  helliih  difcontent, 

Wherein  fell  furie  hath,  no  intereft  I 

Curft  be  the  crowne,  chiefe  author  of  my  care, 

Nay  curft  my  will,  that  made  the  crowne  my  care: 

Curft  be  my  birth-day,  curft  ten  times  the  wombe 

That  yeelded  me  aline  into  the  world. 

Art  thou  there  villaine,  furies  haunt  thee  ftill, 

For  killing  him  whom  all  the  world  laments. 

Hub.  Why  here's  my  lord  your  highaes  hand  and  fcale, 
Charging  on  liues  regard  to  do  the  deed. 

Iobn.  Ah  dull  conceipted  pefant,  knowft  thou  not 
It  was*a  damned  execrable  deed  ? 
•Shewft  me  a  feale  i  oh  villaine,  both  our  foules 
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Haue  foldc  their  freedome  to  the  thrall  of  hell 
Vader  the  warrant  of  that  corfed  feale. 
Hence  villaine,  hang  thyfelfe,  and  fay  in  hell 
That  I  am  comming  for  a  kingdome  there. 

Hubert.  My  lord,  attend  the  happy  tale  I  tell, 
For  heauens  health  fend  Sathan  packing  hence 
That  inftigates  your  highnefle  to  defpairt. 
If  Arthurs  death  be  difmall  to  be  heard, 
Bandie  the  newes  for  rumors  of  vntrnth  : 
He  Hues  my  lord,  the  fweeteft  youth  aliue, 
In  health,  with  de  fight,  not  a  haire  amifle. 
This  heart  took  vigor  bom  this  forward  hand, 
Making  it  weake  to  execute  your  charge. 

hbn.  What,  Hues  he !  then  fweete  hope  come  home  agen, 
Chafe  hence  dcfpaire,  the  purueyor  for  helL 
Hye  Hubert  tell  thefe  tidings  to  my  lords 
That  throb  in  paffions  for  yong  Arthurs  death :   . 
Hence  Hubert,  (lay  not  till  thou  haft  reueald 
The  wiihed  newes  of  Arthurs  happy  health. 
I  goe  my  felfe,  the  ioyfullft  man  aliue 
To  ftorie  out  this  new  fuppofed  crime.  Exeunt. 


'  The  End  of  the  Firft  Part. 
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To  the  Gentlemen  Readers. 

npHE  changeleffe  purpofe  of  determinde  fate 

Giues  period  to  our  care,  or  hearts  content \ 
When  beau'nsjixt  time  for  this  or  that  hath  end: 
Nor  can  earths  pomp  or  polls cie  preuent 
The  doome  ordained  in  their  fecret  will. 

Gentles,  we  left  King  lohn  repleate  with  bUJfe 
That  Arthur  liude,  whom  befuppofedjlaine; 
And  Hubert  pofting  to  returne  tbofe  lords, 
Who  dcemfd  him  dead,  and  parted  dif content: 
Arthur  bimfelfe  begins  our  latter  aft, 
Our  aft  of  outrage,  defprate  furie,  death-, 
Wherein  fond  rafhneffe  murdretb  firft  a  prince, 
And  monkifb  falfeneffe  poyfnetb  loft  a  king, 
Firft  fcene  fbews  Arthurs  death  in  infancie, 
And  laft  concludes  lohnsfatpll  tragedie. 
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The  Second  Part  of  the 
Troubkfomc  ft  A  I.G  N  E  of 

KING      I    O    H    N. 

CONTAINING 

The  Entrance  of  Lewis  the  French  Kings  Sonne: 

WITHTHE 

Poyfoning  of  King  Iohn  by  a  Monkc. 

Enter  yong  Arthur  on  the  walls.  * 

NO  W  help  good  hap  to  farther  mine  enteat, 
Crofle  not  my  youth  with  any  more  extremes :  ' 
I  venter  life  to  gaine  my  libertie, 
And  if  I  die,  worlds  troubles  haue  an  end. 
Feare  gins  diflwade  the  ftrength  of  my  refolue, 
My  holde  will  faile,  and  then  alas  I  fall. 
And  if  I  fall,  no  qneftiom  death  is  next : 
Better  defift,  and  liue  in  prifon  ftilL 
Prifon  {aid  I  ?  nay,  rather  death  than  fo : 
Comfort  and  courage  come  againe  to  me, 
lie  venter  fare:  tis  but  a  leape  for  life. 

He  leaflet,  and  brufing  his  hones,  after  he  was  from  his 
his  traunce,  Jpeakes  thus ; 
Hoe,  who  is  nigh  ?  fome  bodie  take  me  vp. 
Where  is  my  mother  ?  let  me  fpeake  with  her. 
Who  hurts  me  thus?  fpeake  hoe,  where  are  you  gone? 
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Ay  me  poore  Arthur,  I  am  hotre  alone. 

Why  calld  I  mother,  how  did  I  forget  ? 

My  fall,  my  fall,  hath  killd  my  nftthsrs  fanne* 

How  will  (he  weepe  at  tidings  of  my  death  > 

My  tteath  iadeed,  O  God,  my  boaes  are  burft. 

Sweete  Jefu  faue  my  foule,  forgiue  my  rafli  attempt, 

Comfort  my  mother,  (hield  her  from  defpaire, 

When  (hee  (hall  heare  my  tragycke  ouerthrowe. 

My  heart  controls  the  office  of  my  tongue, 

My  vitall  powers  forfake  my  brufed  trunke, 

I  die  I  die,  heauen  take  my  fleeting  foule, 

And  lady  mother  all  good  bap  to  thee.  He  dies. 

Enter  Pembrooke,  Salilburie,  Effex. 

Effex.  My  lords  of  Pembrooke  and  of  Salj/burie, 
We  muft  be  carefull  in  our  policie, 
To  vndermine  the  keepers  of  this  place, 
Elfe  (hall  we  nener  find  the  princes  graue. 

Pemb.  My  lord  of  Effex,  take  no  care  for  that, 
I  warrant  you  it  was  not  clofcly  done. 
But  who  is  this  ?  lo  lords  the  withered  flowre, 
Who  in  his  life  (hin'd  like  the  mornings  blu(h, 
Caft  out  a  doore,  deai'd  his  boriall  right, 
A  prey  for  birds  and  beads  to  gorge  vpon. 

Salisb.  O  ruthfull  fpcftacle  !  O  damned  deed  ! 
My  finewes  (hake,  my  very  heart  doth  bleed. 

Effex.  Leaue  childifh  teares  braue  lords  of  England, 
If  water-floods  could  fetch  his  lifaagaine, 
My  eies  (hould  conduit  forth  a  fea  of  teares. 
If  fobs  would  helpe,  or  forows  feme  the  turne, 
My  heart  (hould  volley  out  deepe  piercing  plaints. 
.But  booteleflewere't  to  breath  as  many  fighes 
A3  might  ecdipfe  the  brighteft  fommers  funne, 

Here 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


op  King  Iohk. 

Here  refts  the  helpc,  a  feruice  to  his  ghofh 
Let  not  the  tyrant  caufer  of  this  dole, 
Liuc  to  triumph  in  ruthfnll  maflacres, 
Giue  hand  and  heart,  and  Englijbmen  to  armes, 
Tis  Gods  decree  to  wreake  vs  of  thefe  harmes. 

Pemb.  The  belt  aduice :  but  who  comes  porting  here  ? 

Enttr  Hubert. 

Right  noble  lords,  I  fpeake  vnto  you  all, 
The  king  entreats  your  fooneft  fpeed 
To  vifit  him,  who  on  your  present  want, 
Did  ban  and  curfe  his  birth,  himfelfe  and  me, 
For  executing  of  his  drift  command. 
I  faw  his  paffion,  and  at  fitted  time, 
Aflur'd  him  of  his  coufms  being  fefe, 
Whom  pity  would  not  let  me  doe  to  death : 
He  craues  your  company  my  lords  in  hade, 
To  whom  I  will  conduft  young  Arthur  ftraight, 
Who  is  in  health  vnder  my  cudbdy. 

Ejftx.  In  health  bafe  villaine,  were't  not  I  leaue  the  crime 
To  Gods  reuenge,  to  whom  reuenge  belongs, 
Here  (hould'd  thou  perifti  on  my  rapiers  point. 
Call'ft  thou  this  health  \  fuch  health  betide  thy  friends, 
And  all  that  are  of  thy  condition. 

Hub.  My  lords,  but  heare  me  fpeake, 'and  kil  me  then, 
If  here  I  left  not  this  yong  prince  aliue, 
Maugre  the  haftie  edift  of  the  king, 
Who  gaue  me  charge  to  put  out  both  his  eyes, 
That  God  that  gaue  me  Uuing  to  this  houre, 
Thunder  reuenge  vpon  me  in  this  plase : 
And  as  I  tendred  him  with  earned  loue, 
So  God  loue  me,  and  then  I  (hall  be  well. 

Sal/.  Hence  traytor  hence,  thy  counfel  is  herein. 

Exit  Hu. 
Some 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


The  troublesome  Raigkz 

Some  in  this  place  appointed  by  the  king, 
Haue  throwne  him  from  this  lodging  here  aboue, 
And  fure  the  marther  hath  bin  newly  done, 
,  For  yet  the  body  is  not  folly  cold. 

Ej/ex.  How  fay  you  lords,  (hal  we  with  fpeed  difpatch 
Vnder  our  hands  a  packet  into  France, 
To  bid  the  Dolphin  enter  with  his  force, 
To  claime  the  kingdom  for  his  proper  right, 
His  title  maketh  lawfull  ftrength  thereto* 
Beiides,  the  Pope,  on  peril  of  his  curfe, 
Hath  bard  vs  of  obedience  vnto  Iohn, 
This  hatefull  murder,  Lewis  his  true  defcent, 
The  holy  charge  that  we  receiu'd  from  Rome, 
Are  weightie  reafons,  if  you  like  my  reed, 
To  make  vs  all  perfeuer  in  this  deed. 

Pemb.  My  lord  of  Ejfex,  well  haue  you  aduis'd, 
I  will  accord  to.  further  you  in  this. 

Sali/b.  And  Salisbury  will  not  gainefay  the  feme : 
But  aide  that  courfe  as  farre  forth  as  he  can. 

Efex.  Then  each  of  vs  fend  ftraight  to  his  allies, 
To  win  them  to  this  famous  enterprife : 
And  let  vs  all  yclad  in  palmers  weed, 
The  tenth  of  April  at  S.  Edmunds  Bury 
Meet  to  conferre,  and  on  the  altar  there  , 

Sweare  fecrecie  and  aid  to  this  aduife. 
Meane  while,  let  vs  conuey  this  body  hence, 
And  giue  him  buriall,  as  befits  his  ftate, 
Keeping  his  months  mind,  and  his  obfequies 
With  folemne  interceffion  for  his  foule.  .  . 

How  fay  you  lordings,  are  you  all  agreed  ? 

Pemb.  The  tenth  of  April  at  S.  Edmunds  Burie, 
God  letting  not,  I  will  not  faile  the  time. 

Efex.  Then  let  vs  all  conuey  the  body  hence*        Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Enter  AT,  Iohn,  with  two  or  thru,  and  the  prophet* 

lob.  Difturbed  thoughts,  foredoomers  of  mine  ill, 
Diftra&ed  paflions,  fignes  of  growing  harmes, 
Strange  prophecies  of  imminent  mifliaps, 
Confound  my  wits,  and  dull  my  fenfes  fo, 
Thateuery  obieft  thefe  mine  eies  behold, 
Seemc  inftruments  to  bring  me  to  my  end. 
Afcenfion  day  is  come,  Iohn  feare  not  then 
The  prodigies  this  pratling  prophet  threats, 
Tis  come  indeed  :  ah  were  it  fully  pad, 
Then  were  I  carelefle  of  a  thoufandfeares. 
The  diall  tels  me,  it  is  twelue  at  noone. 
Were  twelue  at  midnight  pad,  then  might  I  vaunt, 
Falfe  feers  prophecies  of  no  import. 
Could  I  as  well  with  this  right  hand  of  mine 
Remoue  the  funne  from  our  meridian, 
Vnto  the  mooneftcd  circle  of  th'  Antipodes, 
As  turne  this  fteele  from  twelue  to  twelue  agen, 
Then  Iohn,  the  date  of  fatall  prophecies, 
Should  with  the  prophets  life  together  end* 
But  mult  a  cadunt  inter  calicem  fupremaque  labra. 
Peter >  vnfay  thy  fooliih  doting  dreame, 
And  by  the  crowne  of  England  here  I  fweare, 
To  make  thee  great,  and  greateft  of  thy  kin. 

Peter   King  Iohn,  although  the  time  I  haue  prefcrib'd 
Be  but  twelue  houres  remaining  yet  behind, 
Yet  doe  I  know  by  infpiration, 
Ere  that  fixt  time  be  fully  come  about, 
King  Iohu  ihall  not  be  king  as  heretofore. 

Iohn.  Vaine  buzzard,  what  mifchance  can  chance  fo  foonc, 
To  fet  a  king  befide  his  regall  feat  ? 
My  heart  is  good,  my  body  paffing  ftrong, 
My  land  in  peace,  my  enemies  fubdu'd, 
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Onely  my  barons  florae  at  Arthurs  death, 
But  Arthur  lines,  I  there  the  challenge  growes, 
Were  he  difpatch'd  vnto  his  lopgeft  home, 
Then  were  the  king  fecnre  of  thoufand  foes. 
Hubert^  what  newes  with  thee,  where  are  my  lords  ? 

Hub.  Hard  newes  my  lord,  Arthur  the  lonely  prince. 
Seeking  to  efcape  ouer  the  caftle  walles, 
Fell  headlong  downe,  and  in  the  curfed  fall 
He  brake  his  bones,  and  there  before  the  gate 
Your  barons  found  him  dead,  and  breathlefle  quite., 

lob.  Is  Arthur  dead  ?  then  Hubert  without  more  words 
hang  the  prophet. 
Away  with  Peter \  villain  out  of  my  fight, 
I  am  deafe,  be  gone,  let  him  not  fpeake  a  word. 
Now  Iokn,  thy  feares  are  vanifht  into  finoake, 
Arthur  is  dead,  thou  guiltlefle  of  his  death. 
Sweet  youth,  but  that  I  ftriucd  for  a  crowne, 
I  could  haue  well  affoarded  to  thine  age, 
Long  life,  and  happinefle  to  thy  content. 

Enter  the  Bajlard.  • 

Job.  Philip  what  newes  with  thee  ? 

Baft.  The  newes  I  heard  was  Peters  prayers, 
Who  wilht  like  fortune  to  befall  vs  all : 
And  with  that  word,  the  rope  his  lateft  friend, 
Kept  him  from  failing  headlong  to  the  ground. 

lob.  There  let  him  hang,  and  be  the  rauens  food, 
While  Iohn  triumphs  in  fpite  of  prophecies. 
But  whats  the  tydings  from  the  popelings  now  ? 
What  fay  the  monkes  and  priefts  to  our  proceedings  ? 
Or  where'S  the  barons  that  fo  fuddainely 
Did  leaue  the  king  vpon  a  falfe  furmife  ? 
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Baft.  The  prelates  ftorme  aud  thkft  for  (barp  rcucage : 
But  pleafe  yoor  maieftie,  were  that  the  worft, 
1$  little  flcild :  a  greater  danger  groves, 
Whkh  muft  be  weeded  out  by  carefull  fpeed* 
Or  all  is  loft,  for  all  is  leoeld  at. 

lob.  More  frights  and  feares !  what  ere  Ay  tidings  bq, 
I  am  prepar'd  :  then  Philip,  quiokly  fay, 
Meane  they  to  murder,  or  imprifon  me, 
To  giue  my  crowne  away  to  Rome  or  Franc* ; 
Or  will  they  each  of  |hem  become  a  king  ? 
Worft  than  I  dunke  it  is,  it  cannot  be. 

Baft.  Mot  worfe  my  lord,  bnt  euejy  whit  as  bad. 
The  nobles  haue  ele&ed  Lewis  king, 
In  right  of  lady  Blanch,  your  oeece,  his  wife : 
His  Landing  is  expeAed  euery  houre, 
The  nobles,  commons,  dergie,  alleftates, 
Incited  chiefly  by  the  cardinally 
PMcbdpk  that  lies  here  legate  for  the  Pope, 
Thinke  long  to  fee  their  new  defied  king. 
And  for  vndoubted  proofe,  fee  here  my  li^e, 
Letters  to  me  from  yoor  nobtfitie, 
To  be  a  partie  in  this  aftion : 
Who  vnder  (hew  of  fained  bolinefle, 
Appoint  their  meeting  at  S.  Edmunds  Burie. 
There  to  confult,  confpire,  and  condude 
The  ouerthrowe  and  downefall  of  your  ftate. 

lob.  Why  fo  it  muft  be :  one  houre  of  content, 
Match'd  with  a  month  of  paffionate  effefts. 
Why  fhines  the  funne  to  fauour  this  confort  ? 
Why  doe  the  winds  not  break  their  brazen  gate^ 
And  fcatter  all  thefe  periur'd  complices, 
With  all  thdr  couofels,  and  their  damned  drifts  i 
But  fee  the  wclkio  rolkth  gently  on, 
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There's  not  a  lowring  cloud  to  frowne  oq  them ; 

The  heauen,  the  earth,  the  funne,  the  moonc  and  all, 

Confpire  with  thofe  confederates  my  decay* 

Then  hell  for  me,  if  any  power  be  there, 

Forfake  that  place,  and  guide  me  ftep  by  ftep, 

To  poyfon,  ftrangle,  murder  in  their  fteps 

Thefe  traytors :  oh  that  name  is  too  good  for  them, 

And  death  is  eafie  :  is  there  nothing  worfe, 

To  wreake  me  on  this  proud  peace-breaking  crew  ? 

What  faift  thou  Philip  ?  why  affifts  tho|  not  ? 

Baft.  Thefe  curfes  (good  my  lord)  fit  not  the  feafon  s 
Help  mull:  defcend  from  heauen  againft  this  treafon  ? 

Ioh.  Nay  thou  wilt  proue  a  traytor  with  the  reft, 
Goe  get  thee  to  them,  (hame  come  to  you  all. 

Baft.  I  would  be  loath  to  leaue  your  highnefle  thus, 
Yet  you  command,  and  I,  though  grieu'd,  will  goe. 

Ioh,  Ah  Philip,  whither  go'ft  thou  ?  come  againe. 

Baft.  My  lord,  thefe  motions  are  as  paffions  of  a  mad  man. 

Ioh.  A  mad  man  Philip,  I  am  mad'indeed, 
My  heart  Is  maz'd,  my  fences  all  foredone. 
And  Iohn  of  England  now  is  quite  vndone. 
Was  euer  king  as  I  oppreft  with  cares  ?  * 
Dame  Elianor  my  noble  mother  quecne, 
My  onely  hope  and  comfort  in  diftrefle, 
Is  dead,  and  England  excommunicate, 
And  I  am  ihterdiftcd  by  the  pope, 
All  churches  curft,  their  doores  are  fealed  vp, 
And  for  the  pleafure  of  the  Romi/b  prieft, 
The  feruice  of  the  higheft  is  neglected, 
The  multitude  (a  beaft  of  many  heads) 
Doe  wilh  confufion  to  their  foueraigne : 
The  nobles  blinded  with  ambitions  fumes, 
Aflemble  powers  to  beate  mine  empire  downe, 
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And  more  than  this,  eleft  a  forrein  king, 
O  England,  wert  thou  euer  miferable, 
King  Iohn  of  England  fees  thee  miferable  : 
John,  tis  thy  fkraes  that  makes  it  miferable, 
Quicqwd  delirunt  Reges,  ple&untur  Achiuu 
Plnlip%  as  thon  haft  euer  lou'd  thy  king. 
So  fliow  it  now  :  poft  to  S.  Edmunds  xBurie, 
Diflemble  with  the  noble9,  know  their  drifts, 
Confound  their  diuellifti  plots,  and  damn'd  deuifes. 
Though  Iohn  be  faultie,  yet  let  fubiefts  beare, 
He  will  amend,  and  right  the  peoples  wrongs. 
A  mother  though  fhee  were  vnnaturall, 
Is  better  than  the  kindeft  ftep-dame  is : 
Let  neuer  Englijbman  truft  forraine  rule. 
Then  Philip  ftew  thy  fealty  to  thy  king, 
And  mongft  the  nobles  plead  thou  for  the  king. 

Baft.  I  goe  my  lord  s  fee  how  he  is  diftraught, 
This  is  the  curfed  prieft  of  Italy 
Hath  heap'd  thefe  tnifchiefes  on  this  haplefle  land. 
HowPhiSp,  hadft  thou  Tullies  eloquence, 
Then  might'ft  thou  hope  to  plead  with  good  fuccefle. 

Exit. 

Ioh.  And  art  thou  gone  i  fuccefle  may  follow  thee : 
Thus  haft  thou  (hew'd  thy  kindneffe  to  thy  king. 
Sirra,  in  hafte  goe  greet  the  cardinall, 
Pandulph  I  meane,  the  legat  from  the  Pope. 
Say  that  the  king  defires  to  fpeake  with  him. 
Now  Iohn  bethinke  thee  how  thou  maift  rcfolue : 
And  if  thou  wile  continue  Englands  king, 
Then  caft  about  to  keepe  thy  diadem ; 
tor  life  and  land,  and  all  is  leueld  at. 
The  pope  of  Rome,  tis  he  that  is  the  caufe, 
He  curfeth  thee,  he  fets  thy  fubie&s  free 
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From  due  obedience  to  their  foueraigne : 

He  animates  the  nobles  in  their  warres, 

He  giues  away  the  crowne  tp  Philips  fonne, 

And  pardons  all  that  feekc  to  murther  thee  t 

And  thus  blind  zeale  is  ftiU  predominant. 

Then  Iohn  there  is  no  way  to  keepe  thy  crowne, 

But  finely  to  diflembie  with  the  pope ; 

That  hand  that  gaue  the  wound  muft  giue  the  falue 

To  cure  the  hurt,  elfe  quite  incurable. 

Thy  finnes  are  Carre  too  great  to  be  the  man 

T'abolifti  pope,  and  poperie  from  thy  realme : 

But  in  thy  feate,  if  I  may  gueffc  at  all,     ,     . 

A  king  (hall  raigne  that.fluiU  fuppreflfe  them  all. 

Peace  Iohn,  here  comes  the  legate  of  the  pope, 

Diflembie  thou,  and  wMtfoere  thou  fai'ft, 

Yet  with  thy  heart  wilh  their  conf ufion. 

Enter  Pandulph. 
P and.  Now  John,  vjiworthy  man  to  breath  on  earth, 
Xhat  do'ft  oppugne  againft  ,thy  mpther  church  s 
Why  am  I  fent  for  to  thy  curfed  felfe  ? 

Iohn.  Thou  man  of  God,  vicegerent  for  the  pope, 
The  holy  vicar  of  S.  Peters  church, 
Vpon  my  knees,  I  pardon  craue  of  thee, 
And  doe  fubmit  me  to  the  fea  of  Rome% 
And  vow  for  penance  of  my  high  offence, 
To  take  on  me  the  holy  crofle  of  Chrift, 
And  carry  armes  in  holy  chriftian  warres. 

Pond.  No  Iohn,  thy  crowching  and  diflemblhig  thus 

Cannot  decdue  the  legate  of  the  pope,  % 

Say  what  thou  wilt,  I  will  not  credit©  thee  s 

Thy  crowne  and  kingdome  both  are  tane  away,     . 

And  thou  art  curft  without  redemption. 
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John.  .Agcurft  indeede  to  kneele  to  fuch  a  drudge, 
And  get  no  help  with  thy  fubmifSon, 
•  Vnibeathe  thy^fword,  and  fley  the  mifprpwd  prieft 
That  thns  triumphs  ore  thee  a  mightie  king  : 
No  John,  fubmit  againe,  diflcmble  yet, 
For  priefts  and  worsen  muft  be  flattered. 
Yet  holy  father  thou  thy  felfe  doft  know, 
No  time  too  l^te  for  finn?rs  to  repent, 
Abfolue  me  then,  and  Iohn  doth  fweare  to  do 
The  vttermoft  what  euer  thou  demaundft. 

Pandufyh.  Iohn,  now  I  fee  thy  hearty  penitence, 
I  rew  and  pitty  thy  diftreft  eftate, 
One  way  is  left  to  reconcile  thy  felfe, 
And  onely  one  which  I  ihall  (hew  to  thee. 
Thou  muft  furrender  to  the  fea  of  Rome 
Thy  crowne  and  diadem,  then  (hall  the  pope 
Defend  thee  from  th'inuafion  of  thy  foes. 
And  where  his  holmefle  hath  kindled  Fraunce, 
Andfet  thy  fubiefts  hearts  at  warre  with  thee, 
Then  (hall  he  curfe  thy  foes,  and  beate  them  downe, 
That  feeke  the  diftontentment  of  the  king. 

John.  From,  bad  to  wor£e,  or  I  muft  loofe  my  realme, 
Or  giue  my  crowne  for  penance  vnto  Rome  ••    - 
A  miferie  more  piercing  than  the  darts 
That  breake  from  burning  exhalations  power. 
What,  (hall  I  giue  my  crowne  with  this  right  hand  ? 
No:  with  this  hand  defend  thy  crowne  and  thee. 
What  newes  with  thee  ? 

Enter  Mejfenger. 

Pleafe  it  your  maieftie,  there  is  defcried  on  the  coaft  of  Kent 
an  hundred  fayle  of  drips,  which  of  all  men  is  thought  to  be 
the  French  fleet,  vnder  the  conduft  of  the  dolphin,  fo  that  it 
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puts  the  countrey  in  a  mutiny,  fo  they  fend  to  your  grace  for 
fuccour. 

K.  Ioh.  How  now  lord  Cardinal,  what's  your  belt  aduife? 
Thefe  mutinies  mud  be  allaid  in  time. 
By  policy  or  headflrong  rage  at  leaft. 
O  Iohn,  thefe  troubles  tyre  thy  wearied  foule, 
And  like  to  Luna  in  a  fad  eclipfe, 
So  are  thy  thoughts  and  paffions  for  this  newes. 
Well  may  it  be,  when  kings  are  grieued  fo, 
The  vulgar  fort  worke  princes  ouerthrowe. 

Card.  K.  Iohn,  for  not  effefting  of  thy  plighted  vow, 
This  ftrange  annoyance  happens  to  thy  land : 
But  yet  be  reconcil'd  vnto  the  church, 
And  nothing  (hall  be  grieuous  to  thy  ftate. 

Ioh.  On  Pandulph,  be  it  as  thou  haft  decreed, 
Iohn  will  not  fpurne  againft  thy  found  aduife, 
Come  lets  away,  and  with  thy  helpe  I  trow, 
My  realme  fhallflourifli,  and  my  crowne  in  peace. 

Enter  the  nobles,  Pembrooke,  Eflex,  Chefter,  Bewchampe, 
Clare,  with  others. 

Pemb.  Now  fweet  8.  Edmund  holy  faint 'in  heauen, 
Whofe  (hrine  is  facred,  high  efteem'd  on  earth, 
Infuze  a  conftant  zeale  in  all  our  hearts, 
To  profecute  this  aft  of  mickle  weight, 
Lord  Bewchampe  fay,  what  friends  haue  you  procured. 

Bewch.  The  L.  Fitz  Water,  L.  Percie,  and  L.  Roffe, 
Vow'd  meeting  here  this  day  the  leuenth  houre. 

Eflex.  Vnder  the  cloke  of  holy  pilgrimage, 
By  that  fame  houre  on  warrant  of  their  faith, 
Philip  Plantaginet,  a  bird  of  fwifteft  wing, 
Lord  Euftauce,  Vefcy,  lord  CreJJy,  and  lord  Mowbrey, 
Appointed  meeting  at  S.  Edmunds  fhrine. 
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Pcmb.  Vntill  their  prefence,  He  conceale  jny  tale, 
Sweet  complices  in  holy  chriftian  afts, 
That  venture  for  the  purchafle  of  renowne, 
Thrice  welcome  to  the  league  of  high  refoluc, 
That  pawne  their  bodies  for  their  foules  regard. 

Effex.  Now  wanteth  but  the  reft  to  end  this  worke, 
In  pilgrimes  habite  comes  our  holy  troupe 
A  furlong  hence,  with  fwift  vnwoonted  pace, 
May  be  they  are  the  perfons  you  expert. 

Pemb.  With  fwift  vnwoonted  gate,  fee  what  a  thing  is 
zeale, 
That  fpurs  them  on  with  feruence  to  this  ftirfKe, 
Now  ioy  come  to  them  for  their  true  intent : 
And  in  good  time,  here  come  the  war-men  all, 
That  fweat  in  body  by  the  minds  difeafe : 
Hap  and  harts-eafe  braue  lordings  be  your  lot. 

Enter  the  Baftard  Philip,  &c. 

Amen  my  lords,  the  like  betide  your  lucke, 
And  all  that  trauell  in  a  chriftian  caufe. 

EJex.  Cheerely  repli'd  braue  branch  of  kingly  ftocke, 
A  right  Plantagenet  fhould  reafon  fo. 
But  filence  lords,  attend  our  commings  caufe  : 
TBe  feruile  yoke  that  pained  vs  with  toyle, 
On  ftrong  inftintt  hath  fram'd  this  conuenticle, 
To  eafe  dur  neckes  of  feruitudes  contempt. 
Should  I  not  name  the  foeman  of  our  reft, 
Which  of  you  all  fo  barren  in  conceipt, 
As  cannot  leuell  at  the  man  I  meane  ? 
But  left  enigma's  (hadow  Aiming  truth, 
Plainely  to  paint,  as  truth  requires  no  art. 
TVeffeft  of  this  refort  importeth  this, 
To  root  and  deane  extirpate  tyrant  John, 
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Tyrant  I  fey,  appealing  to  the  man, 

If  any  here  that  loues  him,  and  I  aflce, 

What  kindftiip,  l^nitie,  or  chriftian  ralgne, 

Rules  in  the  man,  to  barre  this  foule  impeach  i 

Firft  I  inferre  the  Chefters  banifhment : 

For  reprehending  him  in  mioft  vnchriflian  crimes, 

Was  fpeciall  notice  of  a  tyrants  will. 

But  were  this  all,  the  diuell  fhould  be  fau*d, 

But  this  the  leaft  of  many  thoufand  faults, 

That  circumftahce  with  leifure  might  difplay. 

Our  priuate  wrongs,  no  parcell  of  my  tale 

Which  now  in  prefence,  but  for  fome  great  caufe 

Might  wi(h  to  him  as  to  a  mortall  foe. 

But  (hall  I  clofe  the  period  with  an  aft    * 

Abhorring  in  the  eares  of  chriftian  men, 

His  coufins  death,  that  fweet  vnguiltie  child, 

Vntimely  butcherd  by  the  tyrants  meanes, 

Here  are  my  proofcs,  as  cleere  as  grauel  brooke, 

And  on  the  fame  I  further  mud  inferre, 

That  who  vpholds  a  tyrant  in  his  courfe, 

Is  culpable  of  all  his  damned  guilt 

To  (hew  the  which,  is  yet  to  be  defcrib'd* 

My  lord  of  Pembrooke,  (hewe  what  is  behinde, 

Onely  I  fay,  that  were  there  nothing  elfe 

To  mooue  vs,  but  the  popes  mod  dreadful!  curfe, 

Whereof  we  are  affured,  if  we  faile, 

It  were  enough  to  inftlgate  vs  all, 

With  earneftnefle  of  fprite,  to  feeke  a  meane 

To  difpoflefle  Iohn  of  his  regiment. 

Pemb.  Well  hath  my  lord  of  Ejfex  told  his  tale, 
Which  I  auerre  for  moft  fubftantiall  truth, 
And  more  to  make  the  matter  to  our  min8e, 
I  fay  that  Lewis  in  challenge  of  his  wife, 


Hath 


Digitized  by  LjOOQIC 


of  King  Iohn. 

Hath  title  of  an  vncontrouled  pleaf 
To  all  that  longeth  to  our  Englifb  crowne. 
Short  tale  to  make,  the  fea  apoftolike, 
Hath  bfferd  difpenfation  for  the  fault. 
If  any  be,  as  truft  me  none  I  know, 
•  By  planting  Lewis  in  the  vfurpers'roome : 
This  is  the  caufe  of  all  our  prefenco  here, 
That  on  the  holy  stttar  we  proteft^ 
To  aid  the  right  of  Lewis  with  goods  and  life, 
Who  on  our  knowledge  is  m  armes  f6r  England. 
What  fay  you  lords  ? 

Salif.  As  Pembrooke  faith,  affirmeth  Salisburi*  : 
Faire  Lev/is  of  France  that  fpoufed  lady  Blanch, 
Hath  title  of  an  vncontrouled  1  trehgth     ' 
To  England,  and  what  longeth  to  the  crowne : 
In  right  whereof,'  as  we  are  true  iriform'd, 
The  prince  is  marching  hitherward  in  armes. 
Our  purpofe,  to  conclude  that  with  a  word, 
Is  to  inueft  him  as  we  may  deuife, 
King  of  our  countrey,  in  the  tyrants  ftead : 
And  fo  the  warrant  on  the  altar  fworne, 
And  fo  the  intent  for  which  we  hither  came. 

Baft.  My  lord  ol'S&tisburie,  I  cannot  couch 
My  fpeeches  with  the  needftill  words  of  artej 
As  doth  befeeme  in  fuch  a  waightie  worke, 
But  what  my  confeience  and  my  duty  will, 
I  purpofe  to  impart. 
For  Chefters  exile,  blame  his  bufie  wit, 
That  medled  where  hi*  duty  cJUite  forbade : 
For  any  priuate  caufes  that  yoti  haue, 
Me  thinke  they  Ihould  not  mount  to  fuch  a  height, 
As  to  depofe  a  king  in  their  renenge. 
For  Arthurs  death,  K.  kbn  waff  innocent, 
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He  defperate  was  the  deathfman  to  himfelfe, 
Which  you,  to  make  a  colour  to  your  crime,  injuftly  do  im- 
pute lo  his  defalt, 
But  wher  fel  traitorifme  hath  refidece, 
There  wants  no  words  to  fet  defpight  on  worle* 
I  fay  tis  fliame,  and  worthy  all  reproofe, 
To  wreft  fuch  petty  wrongs  in  tearms  of  right, 
Againft  a  king  annotated  by  the  lord. 
Why  Salsburie,  admit  the  wropgs  are  true, 
Yet  fubie&s  may  not  take  in  hand  reuenge, 
And  rob  the  heauens  of  their  proper  power, 
Where  fitteth  he  to  whom  reuenge  belongs. 
And  doth  a  pope,  a  priefl,  a  man  of  pride, 
Giae  charters  for  the  Hues  of  lawfull  kings? 
What  can  he  blefle,  or  who  regards  his  curfe, 
But  fuch  as  giue  to  man,  and  take  from  God? 
I  fpeake  it  in  the  fight  of  God  aboue, 
There's  not  a  man  that  dies  in  your  beleefe,  ^ 

But  fels  his  foule  perpetually  to  paine. 
Aid  Lewis,  leaue  God,  kill  Iobn,  pleafe  hell, 
Make  hauockeof  the  welfare  of  your  foules, 
Tor  here  I  leaue  you  in  the  fight  of  heauen,  ~*~ 

A  troope  of  traytprs,  food  for  hellHh  fiends ; 
If  you  defift,  then  follow  me  as  friends, 
If  not,  then  doe  your  worft,  as  hatefull  traytors. 
For  Lewis  his  right,  alafle  tis  too  too  lame, 
A  fenfleffe  claime,  if  truth  be  tides  friend. 
In  briefe,  if  this  be  caufe  of  our  refort, 
Our  pilgrimage  is  to  the  diuels  (hrine. 
I  came  not  lords,  to  troupe  as  traytors  doe. 
Nor  will  I  counfell  in  fo  bad  a  caufe : 
Pleafe  you  returne,  we  goe  againe  as  friends, 
If  not,  I  to  my  king,  and  you  where  traytors  pleafe       Exit. 
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Percie.  A  hot  yong  man,  and  fo  my  lord*  proceed, 
I  let  him  goe,  and  better  loft  than  found. 

Pemb.  What  fay  yotf  lords,  will  all  the  reft  proceed, 
Will  you  all  with  me  fweare  vpon  the  altar, 
That  you  wil  to  the  death,  be  aid  to  Le.  and  enemy  to  Iobk? 
Euery  man  lay  his  hand  by  mine,  in  witnes  of  his  harts  ac- 
cord. 
Wei  then,  euery  man  to  armes  to  meet  the  king, 

Who  is  already  before  London. 

-  <  *% 

Enter  Mejfenger. 

Pemb.  What  newes  berauld  ?  , 

The  right  chriftian  prince  my  matter,  Lewis  of  France,  Is 
at  hand,  comming  to  vifit  your  honours,  direfted  hither  by 
.  the  right  honourable  Richard  earfe  of  Bigot,  to  conferre  witfc* 
your  honours. 

Pemb.  How  neere  is  his  highnefle  ? 

Mef.  Ready  to  enter  your  prefence. 

Enter  Lewis,  earle  Bigot,  with  his  troupe. 

Lew.  Faire  lords  of  England,  Lewis  falutes  you  all 
As  friends,  and  firme  wei-willers  of  his  weale 
At  whofe  requeft,  from  plentie  flowing  France, 
Croffirtg  the  ocean  with  a  foutherne  gale, 
He  is  in  perfon  come  at  your  commands, 
To  vndertake  and  gratifie  withall, 
The  fulnefle  of  your  fauours  profferd  him. 
But  worlds  braue  men,  omitting  promi&s, 
Till  time  be  minifter  of  more  amends, 
1  muft  acquaint  you  with  our  fortunes  courfe. 
The  heauens  dewing  fauours  on.  my  head, 
Haue  in  their  conduft  fafe  with  Tiftory,       ^ 
Brought  me  along  your  well  manured  bounds, 
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With  {mall*  rcppUe,  ap4  littlp  crofle  of  chance. 

Your  citie  Rocheficr,  with  great  applaufe, 

By fome  diuinc.mftin&  laid arnacs  afide ; 

And  from  the  hollow,  holes  of  Thames, 

E&Jfo  apace  rcpli'd,  Viue  la,  R$y. 

From  tbeucQj  along  the  wanton  rowling  glade 

To  Trqynouant,  your  faire  metropolis, 

With  lucke  came  Umif,  to  Ogw  his  t^qape$  of  France,  « 

Waning  oar  enfignes  with  the  dallying  winds, 

The  fearefull  obieft  of  fell  frowning  warre ; 

Where  after  fome  aflault,  and  fmall  defence, 

Heauens  may  I  fey,  and  not  my  warlike  troupe, 

'fyqperd  their  hearts  to  take  a  friendly  foe 

l^ithin  the  cqqapaOe  of  their  high  built  wals, 

fining  me  title,  as  it  feemd  they  wifli. 

Thus  fortune  (lords)  afts  to  your  forwardncflc^ 

Meabes  of  content,  in  lieu  pf  former  gfiefe : 

And  may  I  liue  but  to  requite  you  all. 

Worlds  wifh  were  mine,  in  dying  noted  yours. 

Soli/.  Wekqfy  the  balme  tjhatdofeth  yp  our  wounds, 
The  fouqraigne  medcine  for  our  quicke  recure, 
The  anchor  of  our  hope,  the  onely  prop, 
Whereon  depends  our  lines,  our  lands,  our  weale, 
Without  the  which,  as  fhecpe  without  their  heird, 
(Except  a  fhepheard  winking  at  the  wolfe) 
We  ftray,  we  pine,  we  run  to  thoufand  harmes. 
Mo  maruell  then,  though  with  vnwonted  ioy, 
We  welcome  him  that  beateth  woes  away. 

Lnv.  Thanks  to  you  all  of  this  religious  league, 
A  holy  knot  of  catholike  confent. 
I  cannot  name  you  lordings,  man  by  man, 
But  like  a  ftranger  unacquainted  yet, 
In  generall  I  proftrife  faithfafl  loue :" 
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Lord  J#*f  tftWgHoat  w&.  EdmmdiQAxrt^, 

Giuing  mewatrtmVofachjiftian oath, 

That  this  alfertbry  tamedfenoted  here* 

To  fweare  according  as*  your  packets*  ffioVd, 

Homage  and  loyall  feruice  to  out  felfe, 

I  need*  h6f  doubt  tfifefaretle  of  your  wil£ 

Since  well  I  know,  fo*  many  of  your  lakes, 

The  townes  haue  yeelded  oa  their  ow*  accords  s 

Yet  for  a  falhion,  not  for  m'ribeleefe, 

My  eyes  mult  witnefle,  and  thefe  eares  mtrft  heave 

Your  oath  vpon  the  holy  altar  fworae* 

And  after  march,  to  end  ourcommiog*  canfe. 

Salf.  That  we  intend  bo  other  than  good  truth, 
All  that  are  prefent  of  this  hdy  league, 
For  confirmation  of  oar  better  truft, 
In  prefence  of  his  highneflfc,  fweare  with  me, 
The  fequel  that  my  felfe  (hall  vtter  here. 

I  Thomas  Phmtagtrnt,  earle  of  Salisburie,  fweare  vpon  the 
altar,  and  by  the  holy  army  of  faints,  homage  and  allegeance 
to  the  right  chriftmn  prince  Lewis  of  France,  as  true  and 
rightfull  king  to  England,  Gornevudl,  and  Walts,  and  to  their 
territories:  in  the  defence  whereof,  I  vpon  the  holy  akar 
fwagre  all  forwardnetle.  jiil  tk$  Eng.  Lo.fwtart. 

As  the  noble  earle  hath  fworae,  fo  fweare  we  all* 
Lew.  I  reft  aflured  on  your  holy  oath, 
And  on  this  altar  in  Hkefort  I  fweare 
Lone  to  yon  all,  and  princely  reoabpence 
To  guerdon  y oar  good  wils  roto  the  fniL 
And  fince  I  am  at  tlus>  religious;  £hi&nc, 
My  good  wel- wlllers  gine  <vs  lease  a  while, 
To  tfe  fome  origins  onr  (bines  apart; 
To  all  the  holy  company  of  hesfuen, 
That  they  will  (mile  vpon  our  purpofci, 
Add  bring  them  to  a  fortunate  eueot. 
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Sal.  We  leaue  yourjiighnefle  to  your  good  intent 

Exeunt  lords  ^England. 

Lew*  Now  vicount  Mefam,  what  remain*  behind  ? 
Truft  me  thefe  traytors  to  their  foneraigne  date, 
Are  not  to  be  beleeu'd-  in  any  fort. 

Mcloun.  Indeed  my  lord,  they  that  infringe  their  otbs, 
And  play  the  rebels  gainft  ,their  natiue  king, 
Will  for  as  little  caufe  reuoit  from  you, 
If  e  uer  opportnnitie  incite  them  fo : 
For  onceforfworne,  and  neuer  after  found, 
There's  no  affiance  after  penury. 

Lew.  Well  Meloun,  wel,  let's  finooth  with  the  awhile, 
Vntill  we  haue  as  much  as  they  can  doe : 
And  when  their  vertue  is  exhaled  drie, 
lie  hang  them  for  the  guerdon  of  their  helpe i 
Meane  while  wee'l  vfe  them  as  a  pretious  poyfon, 
To  vndertake  the  iflue  of  our  hope. 

/>.  Lo.  Tis  policy  (my  lord)  to  baite  our  hookes 
With  merry  finiles,  and  promife  of  much  weight : 
But  when  your  highnefleneedeth  them  no  more. 
Tis  good  make  Aire  worke  with  them,  left  indeede 
They  prooue  to  you  as  to  their  naturall  king. 

Meluxi.  Truft  mee  my  lord,  right  well  haUe  you  adoifdfe 
Vcnome  for  rfe,  but  neuer  for  a  fport  ' 

Is  to  be  dallied  with,  left  it  infeft. 
Were  you  inftald,  as  foone  I  hope  you  (hall : 
Be  free  from  traitors,  and  difpatch  them  all. 

Lewes.  That  fo  I  meane,  I  fweare  before  you  all 
On  this  fame  altar,  and  by  heauens  power, 
Theres  not  an  Engli/b  traitor  of  them  ail, 
John  once  difpatcht,  and  I  faire  Enghnds  king, 
Shall  en  his  (boulders  beare  his  head  one  day, 
But  I  will  crop.it  for  their  guilts  defert : 
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Nor  (hall  their  heires  inioy  their  feigniorics, 

But  pexiQi  by  their  parents  foule  amifle. 

This  haue  I  fworne,  and  this  wUl  I  performe, 

If  ere  I  come  vnto  the  height  I  hope. 

Lay  downe  yoor  hands,  and  fweare  the  fame  with  me. 

The  French  lords  fweare. 
Why  fo,  now  call  them  in,  and  fpeake  them  faire, 
A  fmile  of  Fraunce  will  feed  an  EngRJb  foole. 
Beare  them  in  hand  as  friends,  for  fo  they  be : 
Bat  in  the  heart  like  traitors  as  they  are. 

Enter  the  Engli(h  lords. 

Now  famous  followers,  chiefetaines  of  the  world, 
Haue  we  follicited  with  hearty  prayer 
The  heauen  in  fauour  of  our  high  attempt. 
Leaue  we  this  place,  and  march  we  with  our  power 
To  rowfe  the  tyrant  from  his  chiefeft  hold : 
And  when  our  labours  haue  a  profprous  end, 
Each  man  (hall  reape  the  fruit  of  his  defert. 
And  fo  refolu'd,  braue*  followers  let  vs  hence. 

Enter  K.  Iohn,  Ballard,  Pandulph,  and  a  many  priejis  with 

than. 

Thus  Iohn,  thou  art  abfolv'd  from  all  thy  Unnes, 
And  freed  by  order  from  our  fathers  curfe. 
Receiue  thy  crowne  againe,  with  this  prouifo, 
That  thou  remaine  true  liegeman  to  the  pope, 
And  carry  armes  in  right  of  holy  Rome. 

John-  I  holde  the  fame  as  tenant  to  the  pope, 
And  thanke  your  holinefle  for  your  kindneffe  fhewne. 

Phify.  A  proper  ieft,  when  kings  muft  (loop  to  friers, 
Need  hath  no  law,  when  friers  muft  be  kings. 

Enter 
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r.Enterantefinger 

Meffi  Plcafc  it  your  maieftie,  the  prince  of  France, 
With  all  the  nobles  6f  your  graces  laAd 
Are  marching  hitherward  in  good  aray. 
Whereere  they  fet "their  foot,  all  places  yedld : 
Thy  land  is  theirs,  and  not  a  foot  holds  out 
But  Douer  cattle,  which  is  hard  befieg'd. 

Pan.  Feare*iiot  king. lohn,  thy  kingdome  is  the  popes, 
And  they  (hall  know  his  holineflehath  power, 
To  bcate  them  foone  from  whence  he  hath  to  doe. 

Drums  and  trumpets.    Enter  Lewes,  Melun,  Salifbury, 

Eflex,  PembnDokev  zmdtdi  the  nobles f rate  Fnronce:  W 

England. 

Lewes.  Pandtdph;  as  gaue  his  hblitteffe  in  charge, 
So  hath  the  -Dolphin  muftred  vp  his  troupes, 
And  wonne  the  greateft  part  of  all  this  land. 
But  ill  becomes  your  grace  lord  Cardinall, 
Thus  toconuerfe  with  hhn  thatisaccurft. 

Pond.  Lewes  of  France,  vi&orious<OTiqueror, 
Whofe  fword  hath  made  this  Hand  quake  for  fwe; 
1  Thy  fotwardnefle  to  fight  for  holy  Rome, 
Shall  be  remunerated  to  the  full : 
But  know  my  lord,  K.  hhn  is  now  abfolb'd, 
The  Pope  is  pleafde,  -the  land  is  bleft  agen, 
And  thou  haft  broughfeach*  thing  to  good  effeft. 
It  refteth  then  that  thou  withdraw  thy  powers, 
And  quiedy  returne  to  Fraunce&gaine  : 
For  all  is  done  the  pope  would  wi(h  thee  doe. 

Lewes.  But  all's  not  done  that  Lewes  came  to  do. 
Why  Pandulpb,  hath  king  Philip  fent  his  fonne 
And  bcene  at  fuch  exceffiue  charge  in  wanes, 
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To  be  difmift  with  words  ?  king  John  (hall  know, 
England  is  mine,  and  he  vfurps  my  right. 

Pand.  Lewes,  I  charge  thee  and  thy  complices 
Vpon  the  paine  of  Pandulphs  holy  curie, 
That  thou  withdraw  thy  powers  to  frounce  againe, 
And  yeeld  vp  London "and  the  neighbour  towhes 
That  thou  haft  tane  in  England  by  the  fword. 

Melun.  Lord  Cardinally  by  Lewes  princely  leaue, 
It  can  be  nought  but  vfurpation 
In  thee,  the  pope,  and  all  the  church  of  Rome, 
Thus  toinfult  on  kings  of  Chriftendome, 
Now  with  a  word  to  make  them  carrie  armes, 
Then  with  a  word  to  make  them  Jeaue  their  armes. 
This  muft  not  be :  prince  Lewes  keepe  thine  owne, 
Let  pope  and  popelings  curfe  their  bellies  full. 

Baft.  My  lord  of  Melon,  what  title  had  the  prince 
To  England  and  the  crowne  of  Albion, 
But  fuch  a  title  as  the  pope  confirm'd : 
The  prelate  now  lets  fall  his  fained  claime : 
Lewes  is  but  the  agent  for  the  pope, 
Then  muft  the  Dolphin  ceafe,  fith  he  hath  ceaft  : 
But  ceafe  or  no,  it  greatly  tnatters  not, 
If  you  my  lords  and  barons  of  the  land 
Will  leaue  the  French,  and  cleaue  vnto  our  lung. 
For  ihame  yee  peeres  of  England  fuffcr  not 
Your  felues,  your  honours,  and  your  land  to  fall : 
But  with  refolued  thoughts  beate  backe  the  French, 
And  free  the  land  from  yoke  of  ferultude. 

Salisbury.  Philip,  not  fo,  lord  Lewes  is  our  king, 
And  wee  will  follow  him  vnto  the  death. 

Pand.  Then  in  the  name^of  Innocent  the  Pope, 
I  curfe  the  prince  and  all  that  take  his  part, 
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And  excommunicate  the  rebel!  peeres 
As  traitors'  to  the  king  and  to  the  pope. 

Lew.  Pandulpb,  our  fwords  (hall  blefle  our  felues  agen : 
Prepare  thee  Iobn,  lords  follow  me  your  king.  Exeunt. 

loin.  Accurfed  Iobn,  the  diuell  owes  thee  fliame, 
Refilling  Rome,  or  yeelding  to  the  pope,  all's  one. 
The  diuell  take  the  pope,  the  peeres,  and  Fraunce: 
Shame  be  my  fhare  for  yeelding  to  the  prieft. 

Pond.  Comfort  thy  felfe  king  Iohn,  the  cardnall  goes 
Vpon  his  curfe  to  make  them  leaue  their  armes.  Exii. 

Bqftard.  Comfort  my  lord,  and  curfe  the  cardinal!, 
Betake  your  felfe  to  armes,  my  troupes  are  preft 
To  anfwer  Lewes  with  a  luftie  (hocke  : 
The  Englijb  archers  haue  their  quiuers  full, 
Their  bowes  are  bent,  the  pikes  are  preft  to  pulb: 
Good  cheere  my  lord,  king  Richards  fortune  hangs 
Vpon  the  plume  of  warrelike  Philips  helme. 
Then  let  them  know  his  brother  and  hisfonne 
Are  leaders  of  the  Englifbmen  at  armes. 

Iobn.  Philip  I  know  not  how  to  anfwer  thee : 
But  let  vs  hence,  to  anfwer  Lewes  pride. 

Excurfions.     Enter  Meloun  with  EnglUh  hrds. 

MeL  O I  am  flaine,  nobles,  Salisbury \  Pemirooke, 
My  foule  is  charged,  heare  me  :  for  what  I  fay 
Concerns  the  peeres  of  England,  and  their  ftate. 
Liften,  braue  lords,  a  fearefull  mourning  tale 
To  be  deliuered  by  a  man  of  death. 
Behold  thefe  fcanes,  the  dole  of  bloudie  Mars 
Are  harbingers  from  natures  common  foe, 
Citing  this  truncke  to  Tellus  prifon  houfe  ? 
Lifes  charter  (lordings)  lafteth  not  an  houre : 
And  fearefull  thoughts,  forerunners  of  my  end, 
Bids  me  giue  phyficke  to  a  fickely  foule. 

O  peeres 
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0  peeres  of  England,  know  you  what  you  do  ? 
There's  bat  a  haire  that  funders  you  from  harme, 
The  hooke  is  baited,  and  the  traine  is  made, 
And  limply  you  runne  doating  to  your  deaths. 
Bat  left  I  die,  and  leave  my  tale  vntolde, 

With  filence  flaughtering  fo  braue  a  crew. 
This  I  auerre,  if  Lewes  winne  the  day, 
There's  not  an  Englijbmdn  that  lifts  his  land 
Ag^inft  king  bhn  to  plant  the  heire  of  France, 
But  is  already  damnd  to  cruell  death. 

1  heard  it  vow'd ;  my  felfe  amongft  the  reft 
Swore  on  the  altar  aide  to  this  edift. 

Two  caufes  lords,  makes  me  difplay  this  drift, 

The  greateft  for  the  freedome  of  my  foule, 

That  longs  to  leaue  this  manfion  free  from  guilt: 

The  other  on  a  naturail  inftinft, 

For  that  my  grandfire  was  an  Engli/bman. 

Mifdoubt  not  lords  the  truth  of  my  difcourfe, 

No  frcnfie,  nor  no  brainficke  idle  fit, 

But  well  aduifde,  and  wotting  what  I  fay, 

^Pronounce  I  here  before  the  face  of  heauen, 

That  nothing  is  difcouered  but  a  truth. 

Tis  time  to  ffie,  fubmit  your  felues  to  John, 

The  finiles  of  Frounce  fhadem  the  frowncs  of  death, 

Lift  vp  your  fwords,  turne  face  againft  the  French^ 

Expell  the  yoke  that's  framed  for  your  necks. 

Backe  warremeu,  backe,  imbowell  not  the  clime, 

Your  feate,  your  nurfe,  your  birth  dayes  breathing  place, 

That  bred  you,  beares  you,  brought  you  vp  in  armes. 

Ah  !  be  not  fo  iograte  to  digge  your  mothers  graqe, 

Preferue  your  lambes  and  beate  away  the  wolfe. 

My  foule  hath  faid,  contritions  penitence 

Laics  holdon  mans  redemption  for  my  finne. 

Vol.  II.  T  Farewell 
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Farewell  my  lords  ;  witncfle  my  faith  when  we  are  met  ia 

heauen, 
And  for  my  kindnefle  giue  me  graue  roomie  here. 
My  foule  doth  fleet,  worlds  vanities  farewell. 

Sal/.  Now  ioy  beiide  thy  foule  well-meaning  man. 
How  now  my  lords,  what  coolitig  carde  is  this  ? 
A  greater  griefe  growes  now  thanearft  hath  beene. 
What  counfell  giue  you,  (hall  we  (lay  atad  die  ? 
Or  (hall  we  home,  and  kneele  vnto  th6  king;    ' 

Pcmb.  My  heart  mifgaue  this  fad  accirfed  newes : 
What  haue  we  done  ?  fie  lords,  what  frenfie  moued 
Our  hearts  to  yeeld  vnto  the  pride  of  Frauncc  ? 
If  we  perfeuer,  we  are  fure  to  die : 
If  we  defift,  fmall  hope  againe  of  life. 

Salsb.  Beare  hence  the  body  of  this  wretched  man, 
That  made  vs  wretched  with  his  dying  tale, 
And  ftand  not  wayling  on  bUr  ptefent  harmes, 
As  women  wont :  bat  feeke  our  harmes  redreflfe. 
As  for  my  felfe,  I  will  in  hafte  be  gone : 
And  kneele  for  pardon  to  our  fouertlgne'  lohn. 

Pcmb.  I,  there's  the  way,  lets  rather  kneele  to  him, 
Than  to  the  French  that  would  confound  vs  all.         Exeunt. 

Enter  king  lohn  carried  bttuxint  two  knfa     ■ 

lohn.  Set  downe,  fet  downe  the  lbaAe  not  woorth  jour 
For  done  I  am  with  deadly  wounding  griefe :  "  (paine, 

Sickely  and  fuccourlefle,  hopelefle  of  any  good; 
The  world  hath  wearied  me,  and  I  haue  wearied  it : 
It  loathes  I  Hue,  I  liue  and  loathe  my  felfe. 
Who  pities  me  ?  to  whom  haue  I  beene  kinde  ? 
But  to  a  few ;  a  few  will  pitie  me. 
Why  die  I  not  ?  death  icornes  fo  vilde  a  prey. 
Why  liue  I  not,.  life  hates  fo  fad  a  prize. 
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I  fuc  to  both  to  bexetofad  of  cirjier, 
Bat  both  are  deafe,  J^^aa  be  Jieanl  of  peither. 
Nor  death  nor  life,  yet  life  ^d  nearest h^e  necre, 
Ymixt  ^fitlird^ath,  biding  X  wpf  nof  where. 

Phil.  How  fares  myJord„  that,  he  is,  .carried  thus  ? 
Not  all  the  aukew*rAfortunes  yctheialae, 
Made  fuch  jjnpre/fiop  of.laqien^  in  me. 
Nor  euer  did  mj»ejf  tttaiqt  py  heart 
With  any  <$&}  ipopuing,  pore  remorfc, 
Than  now  JMhoWiqg  $f  ja  mighty  king, 
Borne  by  his  lords  in  fucbtdUbefled  ftate. 

lok  What  A9WQ4  with,  thee  ?  if  bad^  report  it  ftraight: 
If  good,  be  mute, ,  it  jdptfy  |>ut  Batter,  me. 

Phil.  Such  as  it  is,  and  heaqy  though  it  be, 
To  glut  the  world  with  tragicke  elegies. 
Once  will  I  breathe  to  aggrauatc  the  reft, 
Another  moan*  ipjnpfce  tl>e  meafure  full. 
The  braueft  boPbBW&bad  not  jet  few  fprth 
Two  arrowes  £cQ(Br*tl)Q  -qpiuer  at  his  fide, 
But  that  a  rumor  .nrop$  throughout  our  carope, 
That  John  was  fled,,  the  king  had  left  the  field. 
At  laft  the  rumor  fqal'd;  thefe  eares  of  mine, 
Who  jrather  chofc  as  fecrifice  for  Mars, 
Than  ignominous  fcandall  by  retire. 
I  cheer'd  the  troupes,  as  did  the  prince  of  Troy 
PCs  weary,  followers  againft  the  Mermidons, 
Crying  alowd,  S.  George,  the  day  is  ours. 
But  feare-had  captiuatgd  courage  qttite, 
And  like  the  lambe  before  the  greedie  wolfe, 
So  heartkflc  fled  oar  war-men  from  the  field. 
Short  tale  to  make,  my  felfe  amongft  the  reft, 
Was  faine  to  flic  before  the  eager  foe. 
By  this  time  night  had  ftudowed  all  the  earth, 

Ta  With 
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THfc   TROUBLESOME   RaIGNE 

With  fable  curtaines  of  the  blackeft  hue, 

And  fenc'd  vs  from  the  furie  of  the  French, 

As  Io  from  the  iealous  Iunoes  eie, 

When  in  the  morning  our  troupes  did  gather  head, 

Palling  the  wafties  with  oar  carriages, 

The  impartial!  tide  deadly  and  inexorable, 

Came  raging  in  with  billowes  threatning  death, 

And  fwallowed  vp  the  mod  of  all  oar  men, 

My  felfe  vpon  a  galloway  right  free,  well  pac'd, 

Out  ftript  the  flouds  that  followed  wane  by  wane, 

I  fo  efcap'd  to  tell  this  tragicke  tale. 

John.  Griefe  vpon  griefe,  yet  none  fo  great  agriefe 
To  end  this  life,  and  thereby  rid  my  griefe. 
Was  euer  any  fo  infortunatc, 
The  right  idea  of  a  curfed  man, 
.As  I,  poore  I,  a  triumph  for  defpight, 
My  feuer  growcs,  what  ague  (hakes  me  fo  t 
How  farre  to  Sminftead,  tell  me,  do  you  know  i 
Prefent  vnto  the  abbot  word  of  my  repoire. 
My  Jickncfle  rages,  to  tyrannize  vpon  me^ 
I  cannot  liue  vnleflc  this  feuer  leaueme. 

Philip.  Good  cheere  my  lord,  the  abbey  is  at  hand, 
Behold  my  lord,  the  churchmen  come  to  meet  yon. 

-   Enter  the  abbot  and  certaine  pmkes. 

Ahb.  All  health  and  happines  to  our  foueraigne  ford  the 

king. 
Iohn.  Nor  health  nor  happines  hath  Iohn  at  all. 
Say  abbot,  am  I  welcome  to  thy  houfe  ? 

Abbot.  Such  welcome  as  our  abbey  can  afford, 
Your  maieftie  Audi  be  allured  of. 

Philip.  The  king  thou  feeft  is  weake  and  very  faint, 
What  viftuals  haft  thou  to  refrelh  his  grace  ? 
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of  King  Iohn. 

Abb.  Good  (tore  my  lord,  of  chat  you  need  not  feare, 
For  Uncolnejbire,  and  thefe  our  abbey  grounds 
Wde  neuer  fatter,  nor  in  better  plight. 

John.  Philip,  thou  neuer  needft  to  donbt  of  cates, 
Nor  king  nor  lord  is  feated  halfe  fo  well, 
As  are  the  abbeis  throughout  all  the  land, 
If  any  plot  of  ground  do  pafle  another, 
The  friers  fallen  on  it  ftrait : 
But  let  vjs  in  to  tafte  of  their  repaft, 
It  goes  againft  my  heart  to  feed  with  them, 
Or  be  beholding  to  fuch  abbey  groomes.  Exeunt. 

Manet  the  monke. 

Monke.  Is  this  the  king  that  neuer  lou'd  a  frier  ? 
Is  this  the  man  that  doth  contemne  the  pope  ? 
Is  this  the  man  that  rob'd  the  holy  church  ? 
And  yet  will  flie  vnto  a  friory  ? 
Is  this  the  king  tlmaymes  at  abbeis  lands  ? 
Is  this  the  man  whom  all  the  world  abhorres, 
And  yet  will  flie  vnto  a  friorie  i 
Accurft  be  Swinftead  abbey,  abbot,  friers, 
Monkes,  nunnes,  and  clarks,  and  all  that  dwells  therein, 
If  wicKed  John  efcape  aliue  away. 
Now  if  that  thou  wilt  looke  to  merit  heauen, 
And  be  canonized  for  a  holy  faint : 
To  pleafe  the  world  with  a  deferring,  worke, 
Be  thou  the  man  to  fet  thy  countrey  free, 
And  murder  him  that  feekes  to  murder  thee. 

Enter  the  abbot. 

Abbot.  Why  are  not  you  within  to  cheere  the  king  ? 
He  now  begins  to  mend,  and  will  to  meate. 

Monke.  Wljat  if  I  fay  toitrangle  him  in  his  fleepe  i 

T  3  Abbot. 
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The  troublesome  KXigni 

Abbot.  What,  at  thy  MwntflmUs  f  a*ay, 
And  feeke  fome  meanes  for  to  paftime  the  king. 

Monke.  lie  fet  a  dudgeon  dagger  at  hi*  heart, 
And  with  a  mallet  knocke  him  on  the  head. 

Abbot.  Alas/  what  meanes  this  mohke  tb  murder  me  ? 
Dare  lay  my  life  heel'  kill  me  for  my  plate. 

Monke.  lie  poyfon  him,  and  it  fhall  ne*r  be  knowne, 
And  then  fhall  I  be  chiefeft  of  my  houfe. 

Abbot.  If  I  were  dead  indeed  he  is  the  next, 
But  lie  away,  for  why  the  monke  is  mad, 
And  in  his  madnefle  he  will  murder  me. 

Mon.  My  L.  I  cry  your  lordfhip  mercy,  I  faw  you  not. 

Abbot.  Alas  good  Thomas  do  not  murder  me,  and  thou 
(halt  haue  my  place  with  thoufand  thanks. 

Monke.  I  murder  you !  God  fhidd  from  fuch  a  thought. 

Abbot.  If  thou  wilt  needs,  yet  let  me  fay  my  prayers. 

Monke.  I  will  not  hurt  your  lordihip  good  my  lord :  but  if 
you  pleafe,  I  will  impart  a  thing  that  (hail  be  beneficiall  to  w 
all. 

Abbot.  Wilt  thou  not  hurt  me  holy  monke  ?  fay  on. 

Monke.  You  know  mf  lord,  the  king  is  in  dor  hotft. 

Abbot.  True. 

Monke.  You  know  likewife  the  kbg  abhorres  a  frier. 

Abbot.  True. 

Monke.  And  he  that  loues  n6t  a  frier  is  our  enemy. 

Abbot.  Thou  falft  true. 

Monke.  Then  thfc  king  is  our  fcnirhy. 

Abbot.  True; 

Mon.  Why  then  /hould  we  not  kil  our  enemy,  and  the 
king  being  our  enemy,  why  then  fliould  we  not  kill  the  K. , 

Abbot.  O  bfefled  monke !  I  fee  God  toooes  thy  node  to 
free  this  land  from  tyrants  flanery. 
But  who  dare  verfter  for  to  do  this  deede  i    ■ 
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op  Kino  Iohn. 

Man.  Who  dare  ?  why  I  fay  lord  dift~do  the  deed, 
lie  free  my  countrey  and  the  church  from  foes, 
And  merit  heauen  by  killing  of  a  king. 

Abbot.  7%0i|6£kneeledowne,  and  if  thou  art  refolu'd, 
I  will  abfolu$  th^e  here  from  all  thy  finnes, 
For  why  the  deed  is  meritorious. 
Forward,  and  feare  not  man,  for  entry  month, 
Oar  friers  (hall  finge  a  maflfe  for  Thomas  fouk* 

Mon*  God  and  S.  Francis  profper  my  attempt,. 
For  now  my  lord  I  goe  about  my  worke.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Lewes  an4  bis  armie. 

Lewes*  Thus  vi&orie  in  bloudie  lawrell  clad,' 
Followes  the  fortune  of  yong  Lodowike, 
The  Englijbmen  as  danted  at  our  fight, 
Fall  as  the  fowle  before  the  eagles  eies, 
Onely  two  croflesof  contrary  change 
Do  nip  my  heart,  and  vex  me  with  vnreft. 
Lord  Meluns  death,  the  one  part  of  my  foule, 
A  brauer  man  did  neuer  Hue  in  Fraunce. 
The  other  griefe,  I  that's  a  gall  indeed, 
To  thinke  that  Douer  caftle  fliould  hold  out 
Gainft  all  aflaults,  and  reft  impregnable. 
Yee  warrelike  race  of  Fraricus  He&ors  fonnc,  , 

Triumph  in  conquety  of  that  tyrant  Iohn, 
The  better  halfe  of  England  is  our  owne : 
And  towards  the  conqueft  of  the  other  part, 
We  haue  the  face  of  all  the  Englifb  lords, 
What  then  remaines  but  ouerrunne  the  land  ? 
Be  refolute  my  warrelike  followers, 
And  if  good  fortune  ferue  as  fhee  begins, 
The  pooreft  pefant  of  the  realme  of  France  - 
Shal  be  a  matter  ore  an  Engtifb  lord. 
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The  troublesome  Rai6*jT£         , 

Enter  a  mejfenger. 

Lewes.  Fellow,  whatnewei? 

Meff.  Plcafcth  your  grace,  the  earle  of  Sahbury,  Pen* 
Brooke,  Efex,  Clare,  and  Arundell*  with  all  the  barons  that 
did  fight  for  theje,  are  on  a  fodaine  fled  with  all  thei*  pow- 
ers, to  ioyne  with  Iokn,  to  driue  thee  backe  againc.. 

Enter  another  mejfenger.. 

Mejptn.  Lewes  my  lord,  why  ftandft  thou  in  a  maze  ? 
Gather  thy  troupes,  hope  nbt  of  helpe  from  Ftaunce, 
For  all  thy  forces  being  fiftie  faile, 
Containing  twenty  thoufaud  fouldiers, 
With  viftuall  and  munition  for  the  warre, 
Putting  them  from  Cattis  in  vnluckie  time, 
Did  erode  the  feas,  and  on  the  Goodwin  faflds* 
The  men,  munition,  and  the  (hips  are  loft. 

Enter  another  meffenger* 

Lewes.  More  newest  fay  on., 

Mejfen.  Iohn  (my  lord)  with  all  his  (battered  tronps. 
Flying  the  fury  of  yoiir  conqueriAg  fword* 
As  Pharaoh  earft  within  the  bloody  fea^ 
So  he  and  his  enuironed  with  the  tide, 
On  lineolne  wafiies  all  were  ouerwhelmed, 
The  barons  fled,  our  forces  caft  away.  v 

Lewes.  Was  euer  heard  fuch  vnexpe&ed  newes  ? 

Mejfenger.  Yet  Lodowike  reuiue  thy  dying  heart, 
King  Iohn  and  all  his  forces  are  confumde. 
The  lefle  thou  needft  the  aid  of  Englifb  earlcs, 
The  lefle  thou  needft  to  grieue  thy  nauies  wracke, 
And  follow  times  aduantage  with  fuccefle. 

Lewes.  Braue  Frenchmen  arm'd  with  magnanimities 
March  after  Lewes,  who  will  leade  you  oa 

To 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


of  King  Iohn. 

To  chafe  the  barons  power  that  wants  a  head, 

For  John  is  drown'd,  and  I  am  England*  icing.  r 

Though  our  monition  and  our  men  be  loft, 

Philip  of  France  will  {end  vs  frefh  fupplies.  Exeunt* 

Enter  two  friers  laying  a  cloth. 

Frier.  Difpatch,  difpatch,  the  king  defires  to  eate, 
Would  a  might  eate  his  laft  for  the  kme  he.  bears  to  church 
■men. 

Frier.  I  am  of  thy  mind  too,  and  fo  it  (hould  be  and  we 
might  be  our  owne  earners.  .     . 

I  maruoll  why  they  dine  here  in  the  orchard. 

Frier.  I  know  not,,  no*  \  care  not-    The  king  comes. 

John.  Come  on  lord  Abbot,  (hall  we  fit  together  ? 

Abbot.  Pleafeth  your  grace  fit  downe. 

Iohn.  Take  your  places  firs,  no  pomp  in  penury,  all  beg- 
gers  and  friends  may  come,  where  neceflitie  keepes  the  houfe, 
curtefiftis  barred  the  table,  fit  downe  Philips 

Baft.  My-lopd/,1  am  lpth  to  allude  fo  much  to  the  pro- 
uerb,  honors  change  maners  :  a  king  is  kins,  though  fortune 
do  her  word,  and  we  as  dutifull  in  defpitp  of  her  frown,  as 
if  your  highnes  were  now  in  the  bigheft  tipe  of  dignitie. 

Iohn.  Come,  no  more  adoe,  and  you  tell  mee  much  of  dig- 
nity, youl  marre  my  appetite  in  a  furfet  of  forrow. 
What  cheere  lord  Abbot,  me  thinks  ye  frown  like  an  hbft  that 
knows  his  gueft  hath  no  money  to  pay  the  reckning  i 

Abbot.  No  my  liege,  if  I  frowne  at  all,  it  is  for  I  feare  this 
cheere  too  homely  to  entertain?  fo  mighty  a  gueft  as  your  ma- 
ieftie. 

Baft.  I  thinke  rather,  my  lord  Abbot,  you  remember  my 

laft  being  here,  when  I  went  in  progrefle  for  powches,  and 

the  rancor  of  his  heart  breakes  out  in  his  countenance,  to 

(hew  he  hath  not  forgot  me. 

*  Abb. 
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The  troublesome  Raicne 

M.  Notfomylord,  you,  and  the  meaneft  follower  of  his 
maiefty,  arc  heartily  welcome  to  me. 

Monke.  WafleUmyUegte,  and  asftpoore  monke  may  fey, 
welcome  to  Swinftead. 

/oAji.tBegin  monke,  and  report  hereafter  thou  waft  tafter 
to  a  king. 

Monke.  As  much  health  to  your  highneflc  as  to  mine  owne 
heart. 

loin.  I  pledge  thee  kind  monke.    

Monk*.  The  merrieft  draught  that  euer  was  drunke  in  Eng- 
land. -       •  .  * 
Ami  not  too  bold  with  your  highnelfe  ? 

Iohn.  Not  i  whit,  all  friends  and  fellowes  for  a  time. 

Monke.  If  the  inwards  of  a  toad  be  a  compound  of  any 
proofe :  why  fo  it  workes. 

John.  Stay  Philip,  where's  the  monke  > 

Baftard.  He  is  dead  my  lord.       - 
'  hhn.  Then  drinke  not  Philip  for  a  world  of  wealth. 

Ba.  What  cheete  my  li^ge  ?  your  collor  gins  to  change. 
#   Iohn.  So  doth  my  life  t  O  Philip,  I  am  poHbtt'd. 
The  monke,  the  diuell,  th$  pbyfon  gins  to  rage, 
It  will  depofe  my  felfc  a  king  from  raigne. 

Baft.  This  abbot  hath  an  intereft  in  this  aft. 
At  all  aduentures  take  thou  that  from  me. 
There  lie  the  abbot,  abbey,  lubber,  diudl, 
March  with  the  monke  vnto  the  gates  of  hell. 
How  feres  my  lord  t 

hhn.  Philip,  fome  drinke,  oh  for  the  froien  Alpes* 
To  tumble  on  and  took  this  inward  heate,  ' 
That  rageth  as  the  fornace  feuen-fold  hote. 
To  burne  the  holy  tree  in  Babyhn, 
Power  after  power  forfake  their  proper  power, 
Onely  the  heart  impugncs  with  faint  refift 

The 
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The  fierce  ianide  of  him  tfa*t  cotwt?*  kipgs, 
Helpe  God,  O  paine !  dfc  lob*,  O  plague 
Iofliacdoo tboc for  thygrienpusfinnes. 
PAiZ^,  a  chaire,  and  by  and  bya  graue, 
My  kgges  difdaine  the  carriage  of  a  king. 

Baft.  A  good  my  liege,  with  patience  conquer  griefe. 
And  bcare  this  paine  with,  kingly  fortitude, 

John.  Me  thinkes  I  fee  a  cmJpgfle  of  finne,     . 
Wrote  by  a  fiend  in  marble  characters, 
The  leaft  enough  to  lopfe  my  part  in  heauen.    , 
Me  thinkes  the  diuell  whtfper*  in  opine  eprest 
And  tells  me,  tis  in  vaino  to  hope  for  grafe, 
I  muft  be  danmd  for  Arthurs  fodaioe  dcattj, 
I  fee  I  fee  a  thoufend  thoqfaud  q^n 
Come  to  accufe  me  for  my  wrong  on  earthy 
And  there  is  none  fo  merciful!  aGo^ 
That  will  forgiue  the  number  of  my  finncs* 
How  haue  I  liu'd,  bfct  by  anothers  loflp  ? 
What  haue  I  lou'd,  but  wr^cke  of  others  weale  ? 
Where  haue  I  vowM,  and  nptrinfripg'd  mjne  oath  ? 
Where  haue  I  done  a  dc#de  deferuing  well  ? 
How,  what,  when,  ,*ind  where,  haue  I  beftow'd  a  day, 
That  tended  not  to  fame  notorious  ill. 
My  life  repleate  with  rage  and  tyrannie, 
Craues  little  pittie  for.fo  flrange  a  death. 
Or,  who  will  fay  t^at  Ipfm  deceafde  too  foone? 
Who  will  not  fay,  he  rather  liu'd  too  long. 
Dishonour  did  attaint  mc  in  my  life, 
And  (hame  attendeth  John  vnto  his  death; 
Why  did  I  icape  the  Cory  of  the  French, 
And  dide  hot  by  the  temper  of  their  fwordsf 
Shamdefle  my  life,  and  i^amefuDy  it  ends, 
Scorn'd  by  my  foes,  difdained  of  py  fiaehda. 
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The  troublesome  Raigne 

Baft.  Forgiue  the  world  and  all  your  earthly  foes, 
And  call  on  Cbrift,  who  is  yoar  lateft  friend. 

Iohn.  My  tongue  doth  falter  :  Philip,  I  tell  thee  man, 
Since  Iohn  did  yeeld  vnto  the  prieft  of  Rotm, 
Nor  he  nor  his  haue  profpred  on  the  earth  : 
Curd  are  his  bleffings,  and  his  curfe  is  blifle. 
But  in  the  fpirit  I  crie  vnto  my  God,- 
As  did  the  kingly  prophet  Dauid  cry f 
(Whofe  hands,  as  mine,  with  murder  were  attaint) 
I  am  not  he  (hall  build  the  lord  a.  houfe, 
Or  roote  thefe  locufts  from  the  face  erf  earth  : 
But  if  my  dying  heart  deceiue  me  not, 
From  out  thefe  loynes  fhaU  fpring  a  kingly  brauoch 
Whofe  armes  (hall  reach  vnto  the  gates  of  Rome, 
And  with  his  feete  trcades  downe  the  {trumpets  pride, 
That  fits  vpon  the  chaire  of  Babylon. 
Philip,  my  heart  firings  breake,  the  poyfons  flame 
Hath  ouercome  in  me  weake  natures  power, 
And  in  the  faith  of  ftfu  Iohn  doth  die. 

Bqftard.  See  how  h6  ftriues  for  life,  vnhappy  lord, 
Whofe  bowels  are  diuided  in  themfelues. 
This  is  the  fruit  of  poperie,  when  true  kings 
Are  flaine  and  fhouldred  out  by  memkes  and  friers. 

Enter  a  mefengtr. 

Meff.  Pleafe  it  your  grace,  the  barons  of  the  land,  * 
Which  all  this  while  bare  armes  againft  the  king, 
Conducted  by  the  legate  of  the  Pope, 
Together  with  the  prince  his  highnefle  fonne, 
Do  craue  to  be  admitted  to  the  prefence  of  the  king. 

Baft .  Your  fonne,  my  lord,  young  Henry  craues  to  fee 
Your  maieftie,  and  brings  with  him  befide 
Tbe  barons  that  reuolted  from  your  grace. 
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of  King  Iohn. 

O  piercing  fight,  he  fumbleth  in  the  mouth, 
ilis  fpeech  doth  failc :  lift  vp  your  felfe  my  lord. 
And  fee  the  prince  to  comfort  you  in  death. 

Enter  Pandulph,  yorig  Henry,  the  barons  with  daggers  in 
their  bands. 

Prince*  O  let  me  fee  my  father  ere  he  die  t 
O  yncle,  were  yon  here,  and  fuffred  him 
To  be  thus  poyfned  by  a  damned  monke  ? 
Ah  he  is  dead,  father,  fweet  father  fpeake. 

Baftard.  His  fpeach  doth  faile,  he  hafteth  to  his  end. 
.    Pandulph.  Lords,  giuc  me  leaue  to  ioy  the  dying  king, 
With  fight  of  thefe  his  nobles  kneeling  here 
With  daggers  in  their  hands,  who  offer  vp 
Their  Hues  for  ranfome  of  their  foule  offence. 
Then  good  my  lord,  if  you  forgiue  them  all,     . 
Lift  vp  your  hand  in  token  you  forgiue. 

Soli/.  We  humbly  thanke  your  royall  maieftle. 
And  vow  to  fight  for  England  and  her  king: 
And  in  the  fight  of  Iohn  our  foueraigne  lord, 
In  fpite  of  Lewes  and  the  power  of  Fraunce, 
Who  hitherward  are  marching  in  all  hafte, 
.  We  crowne  yong  Henry  in  his  fathers  (ted. 

Henry.  Help,  help,  he  dies ;  ah  father  !  looke  on  mee. 

Legat.  K.  John,  farewell:  in  token  of  thy  faith, 
And  figne  thou  dieft.  the  fcruant  of  the  lord, 
Lift  vp  thy  hand,  that  we  may  witnefle  here, 
Thou  diedft  the  fesuant  of  our  fauiour  Chrift.  ; 

Now  ioy  betide  thy  foule  :  what  noife  is  this  > 

Enter  a  meffenger* 

Mejf.  Help  lords,  the  Dolphin  maketh  hitherward 
Withenfignes  of  defiance  in  the  windc, 
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The' trouble s6me  Raigne 

And  all  oar  arinie  Ran^tH  at  a  gaze, 
Expe&ing  what  tiieir  leaders  ^rill  commaund. 

Baft.  I^t'simeoitf  fdto3'inycm&  , 

And  beatc  the  power  dt  Frame*  to  fea  againe. 

Legate.  Philip  not  fq,  but  I  will  to  thfc  prince, 
And  bring  him  face  to  race  to*parley  with  you. 

Baft.  Lord  Sal/bury,  your  felfeflfcdf  rtfarch  with  me, 
So  (hall  we  briogrtrieie  troubles  to  an  end. 
*    King.  Sweet  vncle,  if  thou  loue  thy  foueraigne, 
Let  not  a  (lone  of  Stiinjtead  abbey  ftand, 
But  pull  the  houfe  about  the  friers  eares : 
For  they  hauc  kill'd  my  father  arid  my  king.  ;  Exeunt. 

A  parley  founded,  Lewes/  Pandulph,  Salisbury,  Zfc. 

Pand.  Lewes  of  Frounce,  yong  Henry  Engldnds-hbag 
Requires  to  know  the  reafoft  of  the  daime 
That  thoti  canft  make  to  any  thing  of  his. 
King  Iohn  that  did  offend,  is  dead  and  gone, 
See  where  his  breathlefle  trunfcein  prfcfence  lies, 
And  he  as  heire  apparaht  to  the  crowne 
Is  now  fucceeded  in  his  fathers  roome. 

Henry.  Lewes,  what  law  of  arines  doth  leadiihee  thus, 
To  keepe  pofleffion  of  my  Jawfull  right  * 
Anfwere;  in  fine,  if  thon  wilt  take  a  peace, 
And  make  furrender  of  my  right  againe, 
Or  trie  thy  title  with  the  dint  of  fword : 
I  tell  thee  Dolphin,  Henry  feares  thee  not. 
For  now  the  barons  cleaue  vnto  their  king, 
And  what  thou  haft  in  England  they  did  get. 

Lewes.  Henry  of  England,  now  that  John  is  dead, 
That  was  the  chiefeft  enemie  to  Fraunce, 
I  may  the  rather  be  inducde  to  jteace. 

But 
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of  King  Iohh. 

But  Sakbury*  md  you  barons  of  the  realme, 
This  ftrange  reuolt  agrees  not  with  the  oath 
That  you  on  Bury  altare  lately  fware, 

Sal/.  Nor  did  the  <*th  your  higbnefle  there  did  take 
Agree  with  honour  of  the  prince  of  Frame*. 

Baft.  My  lord,  what  anfwer  make  you  to  the  king  t 

Dolphin.  Faith  Philip  this  I  fay :  it  bootes  not  me, 
Nor  any  prince,  nor  power  of  Chriftendomc 
To  feeke  to  win  this  iland  Albion, 
Vnlefle  he  haue  a  par  tie  in  the  realme 
By  treafon  for  to  help  him  in  his  warres. 
The  peeres  which  were  the  partie  on  my  fide, 
Are  fled  from  me  :  then  bootes  not  me  to  fight, 
But  on  conditions,  as  mine  honour  wills, 
I  am  contented  to  depart  the  realme. 

Henry.  On  what  conditions  will  your  highnes  yeeld  ? 

Lew.  That  (hall  we  thinke  vpon  by  more  aduice. 

Baft.  Then  kings  and  princes,  let  thefe  broils  haue  end, 
And  at  more  leifure  talke  vpon  the  league. 
Meane  while  to  Worfier  let  vs  beare  the  king, 
And  there  interre  his  bodie,  as  befeemes. 
But  firft,  in  fight  of  Lewes  heire  of  Frounce, 
Lords  take  the  crowne,  and  fet  it  on  his  head, 
That  by  fufceffion  is  our  lawfull  king. 

They  crowne  yong  Henry. 

Thus  Englands  peace  begins  in  Henries  raigne,    . 
And  bloodie  warres  are  dofed  with  happie  league. 
Let  England  Hue  but  true  within  it  felfe, 
And  all  the  world  can  neuer  wrong  her  flate. 
Lewes,  thou  (halt  be  brauely  (hipt  to  Fraunce, 
For  neuer  Frenchman  got  of  Englijh  ground 
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The  troublesome  Rajgne,  &c. 

The  twentith  part  that  thou  haft  conquered. 

Dolphin*  thy  hand ;  to  Worfier  we  will  march : 

Lords  all,  lay  hands  to  beare  your  foueraigne 

With  obfequies  of  honour  to  his  graue : 

l£  England*  peeres  and  people  ioyne  in  one, 

Nor  pope,  nor  France,  nor  Spain*  can  do  them  wrong* 
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The  TRAGEDIE   of 

King   Richard  the  Second: 

WITH 

New  Additions  of  the  Parliament  Sceane, 

AND   THE 

Depofing  of  King  RICHARD. 

As  it  hath   been   lately  acted  by  the 
Kinges  Maiestibs  Seruants,  at 
the  Globe. 

By  William  Shake-speare. 


At  London,  printed  for  Matbao  Low*  and  are  to  ba 

fold  at  his  Shop  in  faults  Churck-yard,  at  the 

Signeof  the  Foxe.     1615. 
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&  This  Play  has  been  collated  with  the  Erfl:  Editibn 
printed  in  1598  for  Andrew  Wifa  and  with  another 
in  1634  for  John  Norton;  There  is  an  intermediate 
Edition  in  1608  W.  W.  for  Matthew  Law%  but  I 
have  not  been  fo  lucky  as  to  meet  with  it*. 

The  Divifion  of  the  Afts  and  Scenes  is  taken  en- 
tirely from  the  Edition  in  1634,  before  which  time 
none  appears  to  have  been  made. 
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The  T$  AGE  DIE  of 

King  Richard  the  Second 


Enter  King  Richard,  Iohn  of  Gaunt,  -with  othef  nobis: 
'  4nd  attendants** 

King  Richard. 

OL  D  E  hhn  of  Gaunt,  time  honoured  Lancafier% 
Haft  thou  according  to  thy  oth  and  band, 
Brought  hither  Henry  Herford  thy  bold  fon, 
Here  to  make  good  the  boiftrous  late  appeal 
Which  then  our  leifqre  would  not  let  vs  here, 
Againft  the  duke  of  Norfolke9Tho\  Mow  f. 

Gaunt.  I  haue  my  liege. 

King.  Tell  me  moreouer  haft  thou  founded  him 
If  he  appeale  the  duke  on  ancient  malice. 
Or  worthily,  as  a  good  fubieft  fhould, 
On  feme  knowne  ground  of  treacherie  in  him  ? 

Gaunt.  As  neare  as  I  could  fift  him  on  that  argument, 
On  fome  apparent  daqger  feene  in  him, 
Aimde  at  your  highnetfe ;  no  inueterate  malice. 

King.  Then  call  them  to  our  prefence  face  to  face, 
And  frowning  brow  to  brow  our  felues  will  heare 
The  accufer,  and  the  accufed  freely  fpeake :  N 

Hie  ftomackt  are  they  both,  and  full  of  ire, 
In  rage,  deafe  as  the  fea,  haftie  as  fire. 

Enter  Bullingbroke,  and  Mowbray. 

Bulling.  Many  yeare*  of  bappiedaies  befall  - 
My  gracious  foueraigne,  my  moftlouing  liege, 

•  AQuiffimu    S<m*s  pint*     f  TUmss  Mtwtraf  ? 

U  2  MfW* 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


The  Tragedi*  of 

Mow.  Each  day  ftill  better  others  happinefle, 
Vntill  the  heaueas  enuying  earths  good  happc, 
Adde  in  \  immortall  title  to  your  crowne. 

King.  We  thanke  you  both :  yet  one  but  flatters  vs, 
As  well  appeareth  by  the  caufe  you  come ; 
Namely,  to  appeale  each  other  of  high  treafon. 
Coofin  of  Hereford,  what  doft  thou  obiett 
Againft  the  duke  of  Nor/olke  Thomas  Mowbray  ? 

Bui.  Firft  (heauen  be  the  record  to  §  my  fpeecb) 
In  the  deuotion  of  a  fubie&s  loue, 
Tendring  the  precious  fafety  of  my  prince. 
And  free  from  other  mifbegotten  hate, 
Come  I  appeallant  to  this  \\  princely  prefence. 
Now  Thomas  Mowbray,  do  I  turne  to  thee ; 
And  marke  my  greeting  well :  for  what  I  fpeake^ 
My  body  (hall  make  good  vpon  this  earth, 
Or  my  diuine  foule  anfwere  it  in  heauen, 
Thou  art  a  traitour,  and  a  mifcreant ; 
Too  good  to  be  fo,  and  too  bad  to  liue  : 
Since  the  more  faire  and  chriftall  is  the  flde, 
The  vglier  feeme  the  clouds  that  in  it  flie. 
Once  more,  the  more  to  agrauate  the  note, 
With  a  foule  traitors  name  ftuffe  I  thy  throate. 
And  with  (fo  pleafe  my  foucraigne)  ere  I  moue, 
,  What  my  tong  fpeaks,  my  right  drawne  fword  may  prone. 

Mow*  Let  not  my  cold  *  words  here  accufe  my  zeale, 
Tis  not  the  triall  of  a  womans  ^arre, 
The  bitter  clamor  of  two  eager  tongues, 
Can  arbitrate  this  caufe  betwixt  vs  twaiqe : 
The  blood  is  hot  that  muft  be  coold  for  this, 
Yet  can  I  not  of  fuch  tame  patience  boaft, 
AS  to  be  huAt  and  nought  at  all  to  fay. 

t  **»      5  ?T        0  *»      #  <** 
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Richard  the  Second. 

Firft  thefaire  rcuercnce  of  your  highneffe  curbs  me, 

Fronl  giuing  reynes  and  fpurs  to  ihy  free  fpeech, 

Which  elfe  f  would  poft  vntill  it  had  returnd 

Thefe  tearmes  of  treafon  doubled  *  downe  his  throat; 

Setting  afide  his  high  bloods  royalty : 

And  let  him  be  no  kinfean  to  my  liege, 

t  doe  defie  him,  and  fpit  at  him ; 

Call  him  tf  flaunderous  coward  and  a  villaifle  2 

Which  to  maintaine,  I  would  allow  him  odsf 

And  meete  him,  were  I  tide  to  runtie  a  foote, 

Euen  to  the  frozen  ridges  of  the  Alpest 

Or  any  other  ground  inhabitable, 

Where  euer  Englifb  man  durft  fet  his  foote. 

Meapetime,  let  this  defend  my  loyaltie%, 

By  all  my  hopes,  molt  falfely  doth  he  lie. 

Bui.  Pale  trembling  coward,  there  1  throw  my  gage, 
Difclaiming  here  the  kindred  of  a  king, 
And  lay  afide  my  high  bloods  royaltie ; 
Which  feare,  not  reuerence  makds  thee  §  to  except. 
If  guiltie  dread  haue  left  theefo  much  ftrength, 
As  to  take  vp  mine  honors  pawne,  then  ftoope  : 
By  that,  and  all  the  rites  ||  of  knighthood  elfe, 
Will  I  make  good  againft  thee  arme  to  arme, 
What  I  hzucjpoke,  or  what  thou  ft  canft  deuife. 

Mow.  I  take  it  vp,  and  by  that  fword  I  fweare, 
Which  gently  laid  my  knighthood  on  my  {boulder, 
He  anfwere  thee  in  any  faire  degree : 
Or  chiualrous  defigne  of  knightly  triall. 
And  when  I  mount  aliue  §§,  aliue  may  I  not  light, 
Jf  I  be  traitour,  or  vniuftly  fight. 

f  met    •  bubty    %  realty    $  mt    H  right*    ff  ffthm  p  tbtu    ft  alaacmjttti 
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The  Tragedie  of 

King.  What  doth  our  coofin  lay  to  Mowbr'aies  charge  ? 
It  muft  be  great  that  can  inherit  vs, 
So  much  as  of  a  thought  of  ill  in  him. 

Bui.  Looke  what  I  faid,  my  life  (hall  prooue  it  trie, 
That  Mowbray  hath  receiud  eight  thou/and  nobles, 
In  name  of  leadings,  for  your  highnefle  fouldiours : 
The  which  he  hath  detaind  for  leawd  imployments, 
Like  t  falfe  traitour  and  iniurious  villalne. 
Befides  I  fay,  and  will  in  battaile  prooue, 
Or  heere,  or  elfe  where,  to  the  furtheft  verge  » 

That  euer  was  furueyed  by  Englijb  eye, 
That  all  the  treafons/br  *  thefe  eighteene  yeares, 
Complotted  and  contriued  in  this  land, 
Fetcht  from  falfe  Mowbray,  their  firft'hekd  andfpririg: 
Further  I  fay,  and  further  will  maintaine, 
Vpoh  his  bad  life  to  make  all  this  good, 
That  he  did  plotte  the  duke  of  Gloften  death, 
Suggeft  his  foone  beleeuing  aduerfaries, 
And  confequently  like  a  traitour  coward, 
Sluc'teout  his  innocent  foule  through  ftreames  of  blood. 
Which  blood,  like  facrificing  Abels,  cries, 
Euen  from  the  tonguelefle  cauerns  of  the  earth, 
To  me  for  iuftice,  and  rough  chaftifement : 
And  by  the  glorious  worth  of  my  difcent, 
This  arme  (hall  do  it,  or  this  life  be  fpent. 

King.  How  high  a  pitch  his  refolution  foares : 
Thomas  of  Norfolke,  what  fayft  thou  to  this  ? 

Mow.  Oh  let  my  foueraigne  turne  away  his  face, 
And  bid  his  cares  a  litde  while  be  deafe, 
Till  I  haue  told  this  (launder  of  his  blood, 
How  God,  and  good  men,  hate  fo  foule  a  Iyer. 

*>/ 
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Richa*d  the  Second. 

King.  Mowbray,  impartial!  arc  our  eyes  and  eares ; 
Where  he  my  #  brother ;  nay,  my  kingdomes  heire, 
As  he  is  but  my  *-  fathers  brothers  fame, 
Now  by  f  fcepters  awe  I  make  a  vow, 
Such  neighbour  neerenes  to  Our  facred  blood, 
Should  nothiogrpriuiledge  him,  nor  partialize 
The  vnftooping  firmencfle  of  my  vpright  foule  : 
He  is  our  fubieft  Mowbray,  fo  art  thou, 
Free  fpeech  and  fearelefle  I  to  thee  allow. 

Mow.  Then  Bullingbrooke,  as  low  as  to  thy  heart, 
Through  the  falfe  paflage  of  thy  throat  thou  lieft : 
Three  parts  of  that  receipt  I  had  for  CaUict, 
Dilburft  I  to  his  highnefle  fouldiers ; 
The  other  part  referu'd  I,'  by  confent, 
For  that  my  foueraigpe  liege  was  in  my  debt, 
Vpon  remainder  of  a  deere  account, 
Since  laft  I  went  to  France  to  fetch  his  queene : 
Now  fwallow  downe  that  lie.    For  Glocejiers  deaths 
I  flew  him  not,  but  to  mine  oWne  difgracc 
Neglefted  my  fworte'duty  in  that  cafe : 
For  you  my  noble  lord  of'Lancq/ter, 
The  honourable  father  to  my  foe, 
Once  did  /§  lay  an  ambufh  for  your  life ; 
A  trefpafle  that  doth  Yexe  my  grieudd  foule  : 
Ah,  but  ere  I  laft  receiu'd  the  facrament, 
I  did  confefle  it,  and  exaftly  begd 
Your  graces  pardon,  and  I  hope  I  had  it. 
This  is  my  fault ;  as  for  the  reft  appeald, 
It  iflues  from  the  rancour  of  a  villaine, 
A  recreant  and  moft  degenerate  traitour ; 
Which  in  my  felfe  I  boldly  will  defend, 
And  eqterchangeably  hurle  downe  the  f  f  gage* 

•*r        Hym,        $  Hid       ft  -V 
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The  Tragedie  of 

Vpon  this  ouerweening  traitors  foote, 

To  prooue  my  felfe  a  loyall  gentleman, 

Euen  in  the  beft  blood  chambred  In  your  f  bofome : 

In  haft  whereof,  moft  hartily  I  pray 

Your  highnefle  to  afligne  oar  triallday. 

King.  Wrath  kindled  gentleman,  be  ruled  by  me, 
Lets  pvrge  this  choler  without  letting  bloud, 
This  we  prefcribe,  though  no  phifition ; 
Deepe  malice  makes  too  deepe  incifion  : 
Forget,  forgiue,  conclude,  and  be  agreed, 
Our  doctors  fay,  this  is  no  month  §  to  bleed : 
Good  vnckle,  let  this  end  where  it  begunne ; 
Weele  calme  the  duke  of  Norfolk*,  you  your  fonne. 

Gaunt.  To  be  a  make-peace,  fliall  become  my  age : 
Throw  downe  (my  fonne)  the  duke  of  Norfolk*  gage. 

King.  And  Norfolke,  throw  downe  his. 

Gaunt.  When  Harrie,  when  ?  obedience  bids, 
Obedience  bids  I  ftiould  not  bid  againe. 

King •  Norfolke,  throw  downe  we  bid,  there  is  no  boote* 

Mow.  My  felfe  I  throw  (dread  foueraigne)  at  thy  foote 
My  life  thou  (halt  commaund,  but  not  my  fhame : 
The  one  my  dutie  owes ;  but  my  faire  name, 
Defpight  of  death  that  liues  vpon  my  graue, 
To  darke  dishonors  vfe,  thou  (halt  not  haue : 
I  am  difgraft,  impeacht,  and  baffuld  heere ; 
Pierft  to  the  foule  with  (launders  venomd  fpeare, 
The  which  no  balme  can  cure,  but  his  heart  blood 
Which  breathd  this  poyfon. 

King.  Rage  mull  be  withftood  : 
<3iue  me  his  gage ;  lions  make  leopards  tame. 

*  -f  bit        $timt 
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Richard  *h*  Second; 

Mowb.  Yea,  but  not  change  his  fpots ;  take  bat  my  fhame 
And  I  refigne  my  gage,  my  deare  deare  lord. 
The  pureft  treafure  mortall  times  affoord, 
Is  fpotlefle  reputation,  that  away; 
Men  are  but  guilded  loame,  and  f  painted  clay : 
A  iewell  in  a  tenne  time9  bard  vp  cheft, 
Is  a  bold  fpirit  in  a  loyall  breaft. 
Mine  honour  is  my  life,  both  grow  in  one ; 
Take  honour  from  me,  and  my  life  is  done. 
Then  (deare  my  liege)  mine  honour  let  me  try, 
In  that  I  Hue,  and  for  that  will  I  die. 

King.  Coofin,  throw  vp  §  your  gage  ?  do  you  begin. 

Bull.  O  God  I  defend  my  foule  from  fuch  dcepc  •  finne, 
Shall  I  feeme  creft-fallen  in  my  fathers  fight  ? 
Or  with  pale  begger-face  §§  impeach  my  hight, 
Before  this  out-darde  daftard  ?  Ere  my  tongue  , 
Shall  wound  my  honour  with  fuch  feeble  wrong, 
Or  found  fo  bafe  a  parlee,  ft  mJ  tee*  *h*U  tcare 
The  flaui(h  motiue  of  recanting  fcare, 
And  fpit  in  bleeding  in  his  %  high  difgrace, 
Where  dame  doth  harbour,  euen  in  MowbraUs  facedg. 

King.  We  were  not  borne  to  fue,  but  to  command, 
Which  fince  we  cannot  doe,  to  make  you  friends,  • 
Be  ready  (as  your  life  **  (hall  anfwere  it) 
At  Couentrie  vpon  faint  Lombards  day : 
There  (hall  your  fwords  and  launces  arbitrate 
The  fwelling  difference  of  your  fetled  hate  : 
Since  we  cannot  attone  you,  you  (hall  fee 
luftice  defigne  the  viftors  chiualrie. 

•f  tr    $dmrM    \btavm    *  fiutt    ^higsrfeart    if  park    %tbit 
1)11  Exit  Gaunt.  •*  /rw* 
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'Lord mar(hail,  command onr officers at  acmes, 
Be  readie  to  direft  rfiefe  home  all  amies  *.  Exit  ,  f 

Enter  Iohn  tf  Gaunt,  with  the  dutchefle  ^Gloceftcr. 

Count.  Ala**  the,  part  I  had  b  Woodjkeks, §4>lood, 
Doth  more  foliate  me,  then.your-exclaimes, 
To  ftirre  againft  the  butchers  of  bis  life. 
But  fince  correftion  lyeth  in  thofe -handes, 
Which  made  the  fault  that  we  cannot  correct, 
But  wee  our  quarrell  to  the  will  of  heauen ; 
Who  when  they  fee  the  bower's  ripe  on  earth, 
Will  rain©  hot  wngeance  on  offenders  heades. 

Dutcheffe.  Finds  brotherhood  in  thee  no  (harper  fpur  i 
Hath  loue  in  thy  old  Mood-  no  liuing  fire  ? 
Edwards  feauen  fonnes,  whereof  thy  felfe  art  one, 
Were  ||  feauen  viols  of  his  (acred  blood, 
Or  feauen  faire  branches  fpringing  from  one  roote : 
Some  of  thofe  feauen  are  dryed  by  natures  courfe; 
Some  of  thofe  branches  by  the  dcftenles  cut : 
But  Thomas  my  deare  lord,  my  life,  my  Glocefter$ 
One  violl  full  of  Edwards  facred  blood, 
One  flowifluDg  branch  of  his  molt  royall  roote 
Is  craft,  and  all  the  precious  liquor  fpilt, 
Is  hackt  downe,  and  his  fiimmer  leaves  all  faded  §§ 
By  envies  hand,  and  murders  bloodie  axe. 
Ah  Gaunt,  his  blood  was  thine,  that  bed,  that  wombe, 
That  mettall ;  that  fetfe  mould  that  fafliioned  thee, 
Made  him  a  man  :  and  though  thou  liueft  and  breatheft, 
Yet  art  thou  flaine  in  him ;  thou  doft,  confent 
In  fome  large  meafure  to  thy  fathers  death, 
In  that  thou  feed  thy  wretched  brother  die, 

•  alarm*        f  Scaena  fecwnda.        §  Gkfttrt   J  vntt  at,  wlert  are        ftvMtUJ 
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Who  was  the  mcfldl  of  thy  fathers  life : 
Call  it  not  patience,  Gaunt ,  it  is  difpaire, 
In  fnffering  thus  thy  brother  to  be  flaughtred  ; 
Thou  flieweft  the  naked  path-way  to  thy  life, 
Teaching  fteme  murder  how  to  bmcher  thee : 
That  which  in  meane  men  weindtle  patience, 
Is  pale  cold  cowardice  in  noble  breaftes. 
What  (hall  I  fey  ?  to  fafegard  thine  owne  life, 
The  bed  way  is,  to  venge  my  Glocefters  death. 

Gaunt,  Gods*  is  thequarrell,  for  Gods*  fubftitote, 
His  deputie  annoynted  in  his  fight, 
Hath  caufd  his  death ;  the  which  if  wrongfully, 

Let  heauen  reuenge,  for  I  may  neuer  lift 

An  angrie  arme  againft  his  minifter. 
Dut.  Where  then  alas  may  I  complahie  my  felfe  i 
Gaunt.  To  God,  f  the  widowes  champion  and§  defence. 
Bute.  Why  then  I  will :  farewell  old  Gaunt, 

Thou  goeft  to  Couentrie,  there  to  behold 

Oar  cdbfin  Herford  and  fell  Mowbray  fight. 

O/et  S  my  hulbands  wrong  on  Herfords  fpdare, 

That  ir  may  enter  butcher  Mrmkrajes  breaft* 

Or  if  misfortune  miffe  the  firft  carrier, 

Be  Mowbraies  finnes  fo  heauie  in  his  bofame, 

That  they  miy  breake  his  foming  couriers  backe, 

And  throw  the  rider  headlong  in  the  lifts, 

A  caytiffe  recreant  to  my  coofm  Herford. 

Fartwell  old  Gaunt ,  thy  fometimes  brothers  wife, 

With  her  companion,  griefe  muft  end  her  life. 
Gaunt.  Sifter  farewell,  I  miift  to  Couentrie  .♦ 

As  much  good  ftay  with  thee,  as  go  with  me. 

•  Heavens        f  H*«t*»         S  *•        B/' 
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Dutch.  Yet  one  word  more ;  griefe  bouadeth  where  it  fals 
Not  with  the  emptie  hollowfleflc,  but  weight  2 
I  take  my  leaue  before  \  haue  begunne, 
For  forrow  ends  not  when  it  feemeth  done  t 
Commend  me  to  my  brother  Edmund  f  Torke  % 
Loe  this  is  all :  nay  yet  depart  not  fo, 
Though  this  be  all,  do  not  fo  quickly  goe, 
Khali  remember  more :  bidd  him,  ah  what? 
With  all  good  fpeed  at  Plafhie  §  vifite  me. 
Alacke  and  what  (hall  good  old  Torke  there  fee, 
Bat  emptie  lodgings  and  vnfurnifln  walles, 
Vnpeopled  offices,  vntrodden  Aones ; 
And  what  heare  there  for  welcome,  but  my  grones  I 
Therefore  commend  me,  let  him  not  come  there, 
To  feeke  out  forrow,  that  dwels  euery  where  5 
.  Defolate,  defolate  will  I  hence  and  die  1 
The  laft  leaue  of  thee  takes  my  weeping  eye.  Exeunt. I 

Enter  the  lord  Marfhall  and  the  duke  Aumerle. 

Mar.  My  lord  Aumerle,  is  Harry  Herford  armde  i 
Aumerle.  Yea  at  all  points,  and  longs  to  enter  in* 
Mar.  The  duke  of  Norfolke  fprightfully  and  bold, 

Stales  but  the  fummons  of  the  appellants  trumpet 
Aran.  Why  then  the  champions  are  prepard,  and  (lay 

Iter  nothing  butjus  maiefties  approach.* 

The  trumpets  found,  and  the  king  enters  with  his  nobles :  when 
they  are  Jet \  enter  the  duke  0/ Norfolke  in  armes  defendant. 

King.  Marfhall,  demannd  of  yonder  champion, 
The  caufe  of  his  arriuall  heere  in  armes, 

f  Edward        §Plrjbit        |  Sccrna  ttrtia        •  Enter  king,  Gaunt,  Bajby, 
E*Z*>  Grataa  amd  mben,  ibm  Mowbray  in  arm*,  aadfUinlL 
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Aflce  him  his  name,  and  orderly  proceed 
To  fweare  him  in  the  iuftice  of  his  caufe. 

Mar.  In  God6  name  and  the  kings,  fay  who  thou  art, 
And  why  thou  commeft  thus  knightly  clad  in  armes  ? 
Againft  what  man  thou  comft,  and  what's  thy  quarrell, 
Speake  truely  on  thy  knight-hood,  and  thy  oath, 
As  fo  defend  thee  heauenand  thy  valour* 

Mow.  My  name  is  Thomas  Mowbray  duke  of  Norfolk?, 
Who  hither  come  ingaged  by  my  oath, 
{Which  God*  defend  a  knight  fliould  violate) 
Both  to  defend  my  loyaltie  and  truth, 
To  God,  my  king,  and  my  f  fucceeding  ifliie, 
Againft  the  duke  of  Herford  that  appeales  mee, 
^Lnd  by  the  grace  of  God,  and  this  mine  arms, 
To  prooue  him  in  defending  of  my  felfe, 
A  traytor  to  my  God,  my  king,  and  m$$ : 
And  as  I  truly  fight,  defend  me  heauen.J 

The  trumpets  found,  enter  duke  of  Herford  appellant  in  armour. 

King.  Marfliall,  aflce  yonder  knight  in  armes, 
Both  who  he  is,  and  why  he  commeth  hither 
Thus  plated  ||  in  habiliments  of  warre. 
And  formerly  $,  according  to  our  law, 
Depofe  him  in  the  iuftice  of  his  caufe. 

Mar.  What  is  thy  name,  and  wherfore  comft  thou  hither 
Before  king  Richard  in  his  royall  lifts  ? 
Againft  whom  corned  thou  ?  and  what's  thy  quarrell  I 
Speake  like  a  true  knight,  fo  defend  thee  heauen. 

BuL  Harry  of  Herford,  Lancqfter,  and  Darby 
Am  I,  who  readie  heare  do  ftand  in  armes, 
To  proue  by  Gods  **  grace,  and  my  bodies  valour 

*&**&        fbif       %T*dt*t.    Enter  Hereford  Md  Harold        \pkai 
%fornmlly        ••&«*« 
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In  lifts,  on  Thomas  Mowbray  duke  of  Norfolk*, 
That  tie  is  a  traytor  foule  and  dangerous, 
To  God  of  heauen,  king  Richard,  and  to  me : 
And  as  I  truly  fight,  defend  me  heauen. 

Mar.  On  paine  of  death  no  pcrfon  be  fo  bold 
Or  daring,  hardie,  as  to  touch  the  lifts, 
Except  the  marfliall,  and  fuch  officers 
Appointed  to  direft  thefe  faire  defignes. 

Bui.  Lord  marfliall,  let  me  kifle  my  foueraignes  hand, 
And  bow  my  knee  before  his  maiefUe, 
For  Mowbray  and  my  felfe  are  like  two  men,* 
That  vow  a  long  and  wearie  pilgrimage, 
Then  let  vs  take  a  ceremonious  leaue, 
And  louing  farewell  of  our  feuerall  friends. 

Mar.  The  appellant  in  all  dutie  greets  your  highnefle, 
And  craues  to  kifle  your  hand  and  take  his  leaue. 

•  King.  We  will  defcend  and  folde  him  in  our  armes» 
Coofin  of  Iferfordf  as  thy  caufe  is  right  \9 
So  be  thy  fortune  in  this  royall  fight: 
Farewell  my  blood,  which  if  to  day  thou  (head, 
Lament  we  may,  but  not  reuenge  thee  dead. 

BuL  O  let  no  noble  eie  prophane  a  teare 
For  me,  if  I  be  gorgde  %  with  Mowbraits  fpeare : 
As  confident  as  is  the  falcons  flight 
Agaihft  a  bird,  do  I  with  Mowbray  fight* 
My  louing  lord  I  take  my  leaue  of  you : 
Of  you  (my  noble  coofin)  lord  Aunurley 
Not  ficke,  although  I  haue  to  do  with  death, 
Butluftie,  yong,  and  cheerely  drawing  breath* 
Loe,  as  at  EngRJb  feafts  fo  I  regreet 
The  daintjeft  laft,  to  make  the  end  njpft  fwcet. 
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Oh  thou  the  earthly  author,  of  my  bipod, 
Whofe  youthfull  fpirit  inuQS  regenerate,. 
Doth  with  a  two-fold  vigour,  lift  me  vp, 
To  reach  a  *  vi&Qrie  afrau^myliead, 
Adde  proofevnto  mine  arwpvr  with  thy  .p/ayer^. 
And  with  thy  hlcffingg  fleele  my  launoes  pQi^t,, 
That  it  may  enter  Mowhrayts  waxen  coafee,  . 
And  furbiih  new  the  name- of  John  a.  Gau^,j 
Euen  in  the  luftie  hauiour  of  his  fonne. 

Gaunt.  God\t  in  thy  goocVcaufe  inajc?  tjiepfixrfjperous. 
Be  fwifrlikc  lightning  in  the  execution 
And  let  thy  blowes  dpubly  redoubled, 
Fall  like  amazing  thunder  on  the  caQce 
Of  thy  aduerfe  %  perpitious  enemie» 
Rowfe  vp  thy  youthfull  blood,  be  valkat  apd  lhie. 
BuL  Mine  innocence  and  bintdorgi  tQ  thr^ue. 
Mow.  How  euer  God  |)  or  fortune  caftriQy:lQtt& 

There  lits^oc  dies  tru«  tp  Kiqg  Richards,  tfrrpqe, 

A  loyally  iuft,  and  Vf  right  gentleman :. 

Neuer.  cBdcapdue  with  a  freer  heart.  . 

Caft  off  his  chaines  of.  bondage,  and  embftqe 

His  golden  vncontrcJed  eafranchifemettt, 

More  then  my  dauncing  foule  doth  celebrate 

This  feaft  of  battle  with  mine  aduerfarie.  . 

Moft  mightie  liege,  and  my  Companion  peeres, 

Take  from  my  youth  the  wtfh  of  happy  yeares. 

As  gentle  and.as  iocond  as  to  ieft, 

Go  I  to  fight,  truth  hath  a  quiet  breft. 
King.  Farewell  (my  loid)  fecurely.I  efpie, 

Vertue  with  valor  couched  in  thine  eie, 

Order  the  triall  marihall,  and  beginne. 

•  *f       f  Htswn        J  «mbV  |j  Htavtm        \  Uvu 
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Mar.  Harrie  of  Herford,  Lancafter,  znADarbic, 
Receiue  thy  launce,  and  God  •  defend  thy  right. 

Bui.  Strong  as  a  tower  in  hope  I  cry,  amen. 

Mar.  Go  beare  this  lannce  to  Thomas  D.  of  Norfolk, 

t  Herald.  Harry  of Herford,  Lancqfter,  and  Darbie, 
Stands  heere,  for  God,  his  foueraigne,  and  himfdfe, 
On  paine  to  be  found  falfe  and  recreant, 
To  prone  the  duke  of  Norfolk*  Thomas  Mowbray, 
A  traytor  to  his  God9  his  king,  and  him. 
And  dares  him  to  fet  forwards  to  the  fight. 

J  Her.  Here  ftandeth  Thomas  Mowbray  D.  of  Norfolk?, 
On  paine  to  be  found  falfe  and  recreant, 
Both  to  defend  himfelfc,  and  to  approue 
Henry  of  Herford,  Lancqfler,  and  Darby, 
To  God,  his  foueraigfte,  and  to  him  difloyajl, 
Couragioufly,  and  with  a  free  defire, 
Attending  but  the  Agnail  to  bqgin  |. 

Mar.  Sound  trumpets,  andfet/wrfA  §  combatants : 
Stay,  the  king  hath  throwne  his  warder  downe. 

King.  Let  them  lay  by  their  helmets,  and  their  fpeares, 
And  both  returne  backe  to  their  chaires  againe  : 
Withdraw  with  vs,  and  let  the  trumpets  found, 
While  we  returne  thefe  dukes  what  we  decree  **. 
Draw  neere  and  lift. 
What  with  our  counfcll  we  haurdone, 
For  that  our  kingdomes  earth  fhould  not  be  foyld 
With  that  deare  blood  which  it  hath  beenfoftered\\ : 
And  for  our  eies  do  hate  the  dire  afpeft 
Of  ciuill  wounds  ploughd  vp  with  neighbours  fword : 


•fl/ow.  \  \b€T(dd  \x  bit  aid  %*tb*ri*fmm+d 

Sfirmrd  ••*  bugfimri/b  ft  bstbf^tnd 
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*  And  for  we  thinke  the  eagle-winged pride \ 
Cffkhe-ajpiring  and  ambitious  thoughts 
With  riual-hatiug  enuiefet  on  you, 
To  wake  our  peace 9  which  in  our  countries  cradle 
Drawes  tbefweet  infant  breath  of  gentle Jlecpe, 
Which  fo  rouzd  vp  with  boyftrous  vntunde  drummes, 
With  harfti  refoundiag  trumpets  drcadfull  bray, 
And  grating  (hocke  pf  wrathfull  yrou  armes, 
Might  from  our  quiet  tonfines  fright  faire  peace, 
And  make  rs  wade  euen  in  our  kindreds  blood : 
Therefore  we  banifli  you  our  territories. 
You  coofin  Herfordy  vpon  paine  oilife  \f 
Till  twice  fiue  fummers  haue  enricht  our  field, 
Shall  not  regrcete  our  faire  dominions, 
But  tread  the  ftranger  pathes  of  banifhment. 

Bui.  Your  will  be  done ;  this  muft  my  comfort  be, 
That  fun  that  warmes  you  heere,  (hall  ftiine  on  me, 
And  thofe  his  golden  bcames  vnto  %  you  heerc  lent, 
Shall  point  on  me,  and  guild  my  banifiiment. 

King.  Norfolke,  for  thee  remaines  a  heauier  doom*, 
Which  I  with  fome  vnwillingnefle  pronounce. 
The  (lie  flow  howres  (hall  not  determinate 
The  datelefle  limit  of  thy  deare  exile : 
The  hopelefle  word  of  neuer  to  returne, 
Breath  I  againft  thee,  vpon  paine  of  life. 

Mow.  A  heauie  fentence,  my  moft  foueraigne  liege, 
And  all  vnlookt  for  from  your  bighnefle  mouth, 
A  dearer  merit,  not  fo  deepe  a  mayme, 
As  to  be  caft  foorth  in  the  common  ayre, 
Haue  I  deferued  at  your  highnefle  hands  : 
The  language  I  haue  learnd  thefe  fortie  yeares, 

*  Thefe  five  lines  are  profited  m  one  of  the  Copies.        t  ****&  t t0 
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My  natlae  Englijh  now  \  muft  forgoe, 

And  now  my  tongues  vfe  is  to  me  no  more 

Than  an  vnftringed  viollor  a  harpe, 

Or  like  a  cunning  initrument  cafiJe  Tp, 

Or  being  open,  put  into  his  hands 

That  knowes  no  touch  to  tune  the  harmonic. 

Within  my  mouth  you  hane  ingayld  my  tongue, 

Doubly  percullifl  *  with  my  teeth  and  Eppes, 

And  dull  vnfeeling  barren  ignorance 

Is  made  my  iayler  to  attend  on  me : 

I  am  too  old  to  fawne  vppon  a  nnrfe, ' 

To  farre  in  yeares  to  be  a  pupill  nor. 

What  is  thy  fentencebut  fpeachleffe  death ; 

Which  robbes  my  tongue  from  breathing  indue  bctttth  ? 

King,  It  bcotes  thee  not  to  be  companionate, 
After  our  fentence,  playning  comes  too  late. 

Mow.  Then  thus  I  turne  me  from  my  countries  light, 
To  dwell  in  folemne  (hades  of  endlefle  night. 

King.  Returrte  againe,  and  take  an  oath  with  thee, 
Lay  on  our  royall  fwordyour  banilht  hands. 
Sweare  by  the  dutie  that  y'owe  to  Gof  f, 
(Our  part  therein  we  banifh  with  your  felucs) 
To  keepe  the  oath  that  we  adminlfter : 
You  neuer  (hall,  fo  helpe  you  truth  and  Cod^ 
Embrace  each  others  loue  in  baniflimcnt, 
Nor  neuer  ||  looke  vp6n  each  others  face, 
Nor  neuer  §  write;  regreete,  nor  ft  reconcile 
This  louing  %\  temped  of  your  home-bred  hate, 
Nor  neuer  ||i|  by  aduifed  purpofe  meete, 
To  plotte,  contriue,  or  complot  any  ill, 
Gainft  vs,  our  (late,  our  fubiefts,  or  our  land. 

•pvtcuUtfi  f  HtMun  %H**ut*  ||«r#r  $«*r  f  f  m 
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ito/.  I  fwearc.  , 

Mow.  And  I,  to  keepe  all  this.    • 

ito/.  Norfolk,  4b  fee  ai i  to  mine  cocmic:  >        ,      r 

By  this  tine,  bad  the  king  permitted  vs,  , 

One  of  our  folks  had  wandred  in  the  ajrop, 
Baniiht  this  fraile  fepulchre  of  our  Heft, 
As  now  our  flefli  is  bamfltf  from  this  land.  ,.   , 

Confeflc  thy  treafoni  ere  thou  fly  *A*  f  realms 
Since  thou  haft  farre  to^pe^  beare  not  along 
The  cloging  burthen  d^guilticfoule* 

Mow.  No  Bvl&tgtmkfp  if  ener  I  were  tmytoor, 
My  name  be  blotted  fron?  the  booke  of  lik, 
And  I  from  heauen  baniiht,  as  from  hence:  ', 

But  what  art  thon.  Cod  %  thou,  and  I,  do  know, 
And  all  too  foooc  (I  feare)  the  king, (hall  tew. *    . 
Farewell,  {my  liege)  now  no  way  can  I  ftray, 
Sane  backe  to  England*  all  the  world's  njy  way.   vr  ' 

King .  Vncle,  enea  in  the  piaffes  of  thiae  eies, 
I  fee  thy  grieved  heart :  thy  (ad  afpeft 
Hath  from  the  number  of  his  baniiht  yeares 
Pluckt  foure  away,  (ixe  frozen  winters  fpent, 
Returne  with  welcome  home  from  baniflwnent. 

Bui.  How  long  a  time  lies  in  one  little  word  ? 
Foure  lagging  winters,  and  foure  wanton  fpripgs, 
End  in  one  |  word  j  fuch  is  the  breath  of  kiijgs. 

Count.  1  Ihankemy  liege,  that  in  regard  of  mee. 
He  fhortens  foure  ye*res  of  my  fonnes  exile ; 
But  little  vantage  (hall  I  reape  thereby : 
For  ere  the  §  fixe  yeares  that  he  hath  to  fpend 
Can  change  their  #  moones,  and  bring  their  times  about, 
My  oyle-dryed  lampe^  and  time  be  wafted  light 

f  this  ItitABtn  ||  a  §  theft  *  tit 
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Shall  be  extinft  with  age  and  endlefle  night : 
My  inch  of  taper  will  be  burnt  and  done, 
And  blindfold  death  not  let  me  fee  my  fonne. 

King.  Why  vnckle,  thou  haft  many  yeares  to  line. 

Count.  But  not  a  minute  (lftng)  that  thou  canft  giue : 
Shorten  my  daies  thou  canft  with^difen  f  forrow, 
And  plucke  nights  from  me,  but  not  lend  a  morrow. 
Thou  canft  hdfpetimeto  furrow  me  with  age, 
But  ftoppe  no  wrinkle  fa  his  pilgrimage : 
Thy  word  is  currant  with  him  for  my  death, 
But  dead;  thy  kingdome  cannot  buy  my  breath. 

King.  Thy  fonfte  is  bani(ht  with  good  aduife, 
Whereto  thy  tongue,  a,  party,  verdift  gaue, 
Why  at  our  iuftice  feexift  thou  then  to  Iowre  ? 

Gaunt.  Things  fweet  to  taft,  prooue  in  digeftion  fowre,   - 
You  vrge  ^me'as  a  iudge,  but  I  had  rather 
You  would  haue  bid  me  argue  like  a  father. 
J  Ob  hadtJbeen  a  Ji ranger %  not  my  child, 
Tofinooth  bis  fault  I  would  haue  been  more  milde : 
A  partiall flounder  fought  §  I  to  auoyde, 
And  in  tbefentence  my  owne  life  dejlroyde. 
Alas,  I  lookt  when  fome  of  you  ftiould  fay,. 
I  was  too  ftrift  to  make  mine  owne  away : 
But  you  gaue  leau'e  to  my  vnwilling  tongue, 
Againft  my  will,  to  do  my  felfe  this  wrong. 

King .  Coofen  farewell,  and  vnckle  bid  him  fo ; 
Sixe  yeares  we  banilh  him,  and  he  (hall  go  •. 

Au*  Coofin  farewell ;  what  prefence  muft  not  know 
From  where  you  doe  remaine,  let  paper  (how. 

Mar.  My  lord  no  leaue  take  I,  for  I  will  ride 
As  farre  as  land  will  let  me,  by  your  fide. 

f  Jtiddt*         \  UT£*       II  Thefe  four  line*  are  wrntiog  tnoos  of  the  cop*. 
♦  S^t1*       %FlmriJh.    Emit. 
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Gaunt.  Oh  to  what  parpofe  doft  then  hoard  thy  word* 

That  thou  returned  no  greeting  to  thy  friends  I 
Bui.  I  haue  too  few  to  take  my  leiue  of  you, 

When  the  tongues  .office  (book!  be  prodigal,  . 

To  breath  the  abundant  dolour  of  the  h«rt.  .  • 
Gaunt.  Thy  griefe  is  but  thy  abfetvs  Jfar.a  tta* 
2te/.  Ioy  abfeut,  griefe  is  pitfeot  for  that  time* 
Gaunt.  What  is  fixe  winters  ?  they  *f£,qiikkly  goae* 
Bui  To  men  in  ioy,  but  griefe  makes  oae  howre  tt* 
Gaunt.  Call  it  a  trauaifc  that  thoq.fakft  for  pkafiw. 
Bui.  My  heart  will  figh  when  I  mifadl  U  fo. 

Which  finds  it  an  inforced  pilgrimage. 

Gaunt.  The  fallen  paflage  of  thy  wear*  fcpa  ...  ,     , 

Efteeme  a/*y/*  f  wherein  thou  art  to  fet, 

The  precious  iewell  of  thy  home  returae,  ,:  »    • 

%  Bui.  Nay  rather  euery  tedious Jlrid*.  J  m*fa.t    . 

Will  but  remember  me  what  |  deaU  of  world  ,       .   .- ,  > 

/  wander  from  the  towels  that  I  lane. 

Muft  Inotferue  a  long  apprentifhood 

Toforren  paffages,  and  in  the  end, 

Hauing  my  freedom*,  bqqfi  of nothing  elfe, 
'  But  that  I  was  a  journeyman  to  griefe  f  .  ^ 

GaunU  All  placet  that  the  eie  of  heaven,  Vffitts,  *  *\ 

Are  to  awifernan  ports  md  happy  booms,    r  ...  ~    * * 

Teach  thy  neceffitie  to  reqfyn  thus. 

There  is  no  vertue  Ulu  nocefftie  i  z         ,. :,       -t  |f, 

Thinke  not  the  king  did  banj/b  thee 

But  thou  the  king,  vt\v^%  doth  the  hecaderfety 

Where  it  perceiuesjit  is  but  faintly  borne  a  * 

^*>  y&y  /£nf  theefoorthfo purcbafc  honour* • , 

/#&/  no/  /A*  Aj^g"  rxiZoir  f&*  ;  or  fuppofe 

t/9*        J  Thrfe  K««ib«  fc«W»4 2b  ^e  iril  aadtVrd  edjfto,  bat  art  oaitpi 
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Denaturing  Pe/Hlence  bangs  in  our  aire, 

And  then  art  flying  iaaffefleer  dime* 

Look*  what  tby  fate  balds  de^re,  imagine  H 

To  ly  thai  way  tkmgeeft,  net  whence  thou  cm#  s 

Suppofe  tbeflnging  bints  nrnfiUons, 

The  graffe  wheteen  thou  treadft,  the  frefimce JtrewJe, 

The  flowers,  fete  todies,  andthyjlept,  no  mere 

Then  a  deHghtfuilmeafirt,  tr*dnun*e, 

For  gMrBng fentrn  hath  Uffejxrwcr  to  hiu~ 

The  man  that  nieeke*  at  it  dndfets  it  light. 

Bui.  Oh  wh<MatthoMafieriQhuhw>df 
By  thinking  on  the  bofkf  Gauca/us  t 
Or  dby  the  hungry  edge  of  appetite, 
By  bare  imagination  of  a  feaft  ? 
Or  'wallow  naked  in  December  faow, 
By  thinking  e*f an  tiffick  fummeri  heat? 
Oh  no,  the  apprehetirftoodf  the  good 
Give  f  but  the  greater  feeling  to  the  worfe  : 
Fell  forrowes  tooth  doth  neuer  %  raade  more 
Then  when  it  bites,  but  laneheth  Aot  thsfoare. 

Gaunt.  Come  come  my  fcnne,%  Ik  bring  thee  on  thy  way 
Had  I  thy  youth  and  caufe/T  would  not  flay. 

Bui.  Thea  Shgiahd*  ground  fiuetatt,  fcreet  folk  adiew, 
My  mother  and  my  Httffe/&u  II  bea#e*  fife  yet. 
Where  ere  I  wander,  boaft  of  thl*  I  can, 
Though  banifiu  yet  a  true  borne  KngHftman.  Bxemt.j 

•Enter  the  king  pith  Bnfiftie,  At*,  of  one  dor*,  and  the  larat 
Amnerle  *t  the  eetier.    . 
King.  Wee  dtf  obftruc,  coofkr  Humeri* t 
How  farre  brought  you  high  tferfbrd  on  Us  vtey  ? 

*<?/•*!    '  ~\ttnr  '      l^ohkb  '•  '5  StOMa  $****.        •  EmOt  the  ***?> 
•Ambit,  Grikm,  aatiMtg*. 
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Aim.  I  brought  high  Htrfori,  if  yott  call  him  fb, 
But  to  the  next  high  way,  and  there  L  left  him* 

King.  And  fey,  what  ftore  of  parting  tearcs-were  (bed  ? 

^m.  Faith  none  for  me,,  except  the  nortfeeaft  winde, 
Which  then  blew  bitterly  againft  our  fece, 
Awakt  tht  JUepit  \  rewme,  aad  fo  by  chance 
Did  grace  our  f  hollow  parting  with  a-teare. 

King.  What  faid  your  coofin  when  you  parted  with  him  ? 

Au.  Farewell,  and  for  my  heart  difdained  that  my  tongue 
Should  fo  prophane  the  word  that  taught  me  craft, 
To  counterfaite  oppreflion  of  fuch  griefe, 
That  words  \  feemd  buried  in  my  forrowes  graue : 
Marry  would  the  word  farewell  haue  §  lengthned  houres, 
And  added  yeeres  to  his  (hort  banifliment, 
He  fhould  haue  bad  a  Yolume  of  farewels : 
But  fince  it  would  not,  he  had  none  of  me. 

King.  He  is  our  coofins  coofin,  but  tis  doubt. 
When  time  (hall  call  him  home  from  banifbment, 
Whether  our  kinfman  come  to  fee  his  friends. 
Our  felfe  and  Bvfbie  \%. 
Obferucd  his  courtlhip  to  the  common  people. 
How  he  did  feeme  to  diue  into  their  hearts, 
With  humble  and  familiar  curtefie, 
With  reuerence  he  did  throw  away  on  flaues,  . 

Wooing  poore  craftfmen  with  the  craft  of  fmiles,         _    » 
And  patient  vnderbearing  x>f  his  fortune,  r  ^. 

As  twere  to  banifti  their  affefts  with  him,        ; ,     ; 
Off  goes  his  bonnet  to  an  oyfter-wench, 
A  brace  of  draymen  bid  God  fpeed  him^well, 
And  had  the  tribute  of  his  fiipple  knee,    - 
With  thanks  my  countrey-men,  my  buing /fiends, 

-\  JUeping        Jjw«r        |W        §  bad       %%  Bigot,  fare tvid 
Gretu,  fourth  edition. 
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As  were  our  England  in  rsuerfion  his, 
And  he  our  fubiefts  next  degree  in  hope. 

Greene.  Well,  he  is  gone,  and  with  him  go  thefe  thoughts. 
Now  for  the  rebels  which  ftand  our  in  Ireland, 
Expedient  mannage  muft  be  jnade  (my  liege) 
Ere  further  leyfure  yeeld  them  \  further  meanes 
For  their  aduantage,  and  ypur  highnefle  lode. 

King .  We  will  our  fejfe  in  perfon  to  this  warre, 
And  for  our  coffers,  w;th  too  great  a  court 
And  liberall  larges,  are  growne  fomewhat  light ; 
Wee  are  inforft  to  forme  oijr  royall  realme, 
The  reuenu?  whereof  (hall  furnifh  vs  ? 
For  our  affaires  in  hand,  if  that  %  come  fhort, 
Our  fubftitutes  at  home  (hall  haue  blancke  charters, 
Wheneto,  when  they  fhall  know  what  men  are  rich, 
T*bcy(hall  fubfepibe  them  for  large  fummes  of  gold, 
And  fend  them  after  to  fupply  our  wants, 
For  wc  will  make  for  Ireland  prefently. 

Enter  Bulhie  with  newet  fl.  §. 

Bu/b.  Old  Iohn  of  Gaunt  is  grieuqus  *  fi^ke,  my  lord, 
Sodainely  taken,  and  hath  fent  pod  haft 
Tq  iptreate  your  maieftie  to  vifite  him. 

King.  Where  lies  he  ? 

Bufb.  AtEfyehouk. 

King.  Now  put  it  (God  it)  into  the  ||||  phifitJon§  mind, 
To  helpe  him  to  his  graue  immediately : 
The  lyning  of  his  coffers  (hall  make  coates. 
To  decke  our  foldiers  for  thefe  Irijb  warres. 

+  tU  \  they  |  fir/1  *nd  third  tdititi  S**H  *****  *—**  ?  la 

(Jbe^uttJb  edition,  U  added  to  the  kings  ffeech    •  very    J  J  htswtn    |||  tn  bit 
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Come  gentlemen,  let's  all  goe  vifite  him, 

Pray  Cod  f  we  may  make  haft,  and  come  too  late : 

Amen.  Exeunt  %. 

Enter  Iobn  of  Gaunt  f  eke,  with  the  duke  of  Yorke,  &c. 

Gaumt.  Will  the  king  come,  that  I  may  breath  my  laft, 
In  holfome  counfell  to  his  vnftayed  youth  ? 

Torke.  Vex  not  your  felfe,  nor  flriue  not  with  your,  breath 
For  all  in  vaine  comes  counfell  to  his  eare.  ' 

Gaunt.  Oh,  but  they  fay,  the  tongues  of  dying  men, 
Inforce  attention  like,  deepe  harmonle :  /  [ 

Where  wordes  are  fcarce,  they  are  fieldome  fpfent  iti  vaine, 
For  they  breath  troth  that  breath  their  words  in  paihe.  ' 

He  that  no  more  muft  fay,  is  liftened  more 
Then  they  whom  youth  and  eafe  hath  taught  to  glofe. 
More  are  mens  ends  markt,  then  their  Hues  before  : 
Thefetting  funne,  and  muficke  at  the  glofe  ||,  ".."•- 

As  the  laft  taft  of  fweetes  is  fweeteft  laft, 
Writ  in  remembrance,  more  then  things  long  paft. 
Though  Mkhard  my  lines  counfell  would  not  heare,         f 
My  deaths  fad  tale  may  yet  vndeafe  his  eare. 

Torke.  No,  it  is  ftopt  with  other  flattering  founds, 
As  prayfes  of  his  §  ftate :  then  there  ft  **?  found 
Lafciirious  meeters,  to  whofe  venom  found 
The  open  eare  ft  of  youth  doth  alwaies  Hften, 
Report  of  fafhions  in  proud  Italie,  .  - 

Whofe  manners  ftill  our  tardy  apHh  nation 
JLrlmps  after  in  bafe  imitation. 
Where  doth  the  world  thraft  foofth  a  vanitSe; 
jSo  it  be  new,  there's  no  refpeft  how  vile,  ♦: 

Xhat  is  not  quickly  buid  into  his  ||j(  ea*es* 


+  bt+vtn  J  ^Bhn  Stcvadws.    St*na  Prime*  (  « tbt  thjk 

tjwfo/t  ft 'J"*"/'  \%**r"  jH'^ir 


Then 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


TffS  TlA0E9*J*  *f 

Tim  *  all  too  late  come*  connfeU  to  be  taurd* 

Where  will  doth  mntinie  with  wittes  regard, 

Diwft  n*t  him  whofc  way  hinfelfe  will  choofe, 

Tis  breath  thou  lackft,  and  that  breath  thou  wilt  \  loofe. 

Gmrnt.  Me*  thiaks  I  ate  a  prophet,  new  iafpird, 
And  thus  expiring,  doe  foretell  of  him.;  w 

Hii  rafli  fierce  blaze  of  riot  canootlaft: 
For  violent  fires  foonc  burae  out  them&lue*, 
Small  (ho wers  laft  long,  butfodaiittAormesatefhort: 
He  tires  betimes,  that  fpura  too  fall;  betimes. 
With  eager  feeding  food  doth  choke  the  feeder,. 
Light  vanitfe,  infatiate  cormorant, 
Ccmfuming  meanes  foone  pcayes  vpoa  it  felfe: 
This  royall  throne  of  kings,  this  fceptred  ile, 
This  earth  of  maieftie,  this  fcate  of  Mars, 
This  other  £dwi„  demie  paradiee, 
This  foretrefle  built  by  nature  for  her  felfe, 
Againft  infeftion,  and  the  hand  of  wane ; 
Thit  happy  breed  of  men,  this  little  world, 
This  precious  ftone  fet  in  the  filuet  fea» 
Which  ftrututs  $  it  in  the  office  of  a  wall,, 
Or  as  a innate  defenfiue  to  a  houfe, 
Againft  the  eauie  of  lefle  happier  lands  ; 
This  blefled  plotte,  this  earth,  this  realme,  this  England^ 
Thisnurfe,  this  teeming  wombe  of  royaU  kings, 
Feard  by  their  breed,  and  famous  by  their  birth,    - 
Renowned  in  their,  deeds  as  farre  from  hoine,    . 
For  chriftian  (eruice  and  true  chiualric, 
As  is  the  fepulctee  m  ftubbonte  k-wrii, 
Of  tfcc  worlds  ranfome,  (defied  Maries  fonts : 
This  land  of  fuch  deare  faules,  this:  dcare  deare  land ; 

•Wjt  ftoikthm  Xfirvtt 
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Deare  for  he*  reputation  through  the  world, 
Is  now  leased  oat  (I  die  prtoeunciag  it) 
Like  to  a  teaman  and  *  peltng  farm*. 
Englandbaund  in  with  the  tnanpbam  fea, 
Whofe  rockic  lhoare  beates  hacke  the  cntwoas  fiege 
Of  watry  Nipttme,  is  now  bound  in  with  fhatne, 
With  inkie  blottes,  and  fotten  parchment  bonds. 
That  England  that  wf»  Wont  to  conqne*  others. 
Hath  made  a  fhamefull  conqucft  of  it  felfe : 
Ah  would  the  fcandaU  vanjfbt  +  with  my  Kfe, 
How  happy  then  were  my  enfuing  death  i 

Yorke.  The  king  fc  odme,  deafe  mildly  with  his  youth* 
For  young  hot  colts  bctqg  jrag*de,  do  rage  the  morc$ 

Enter  the  king  and  quttne,  Sec. 

'   Queene.  How  fares-  our  noble  vadt  Lancqfier  ? 

Xing*  What  comfort  man  ?  how  ift  with  aged  Gaunt  ? 

Gaunt.  O  how  that  name  befits  my  compofkion, 
Old  Gaunt  indeed,  and  gaunt  in  being  old ;  a  ,; 

Within  me  griefe  hath  kept  a  tedious  faft, 
And  who  abftaines  from  meate,  that  is  not  gaunt  I 
For  deeping  England^  long  time  haue  I  watcht ; 
Watching  breedes  leanenefle,  leanenefle  is  all  gaunt  : 
The  pleafure  that  fome  fathers  feede  vppon, 
Is  my  ftrickt  faft,  I  meane  my  childrens  lookes, 
And  therein,  fating  haft  thou  made  me  gaunt* 
Gaunt  am  I  for  the  graue,  gaunt  as  a  graue, 
Whofe  hollow  wombe  inherits  nought  but  bones.  ' 

King.  Can  ficke  men  play  fo  nicely  with  their  names  ? 

Gaunt.  No,  miferie  makes  fport  to  mocke  it  felfe.    m 
Since  thou  doft  feeke  to  lull  my  name  in  me, 
0  \  mocke  my  name  (great  king)  to  flatter  thee* 

•  #?  +  vsnifb  \  Enttr  the  king,  p*ne,  A*mrU}  Bujby,  Cram,  Ba» 

pi,  RMsnJJMkBtUy,  fourth  edition.  1 1 
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King.  Should  dying  men  flatter  thofe  that  Hue  ? 
Gaunt.  No,  no,  men  lining  flatter  thofe  that  die. 
King.  Thou  now  a  dying  fayft,  thon  flattened  me* 
Gaunt.  Oh  no,  tjiou  died,  tftotfgh  Ithe  ficker  be. 
King .  I  am  In  health,  I  breath;  I  fee  thee  ill.     * 
Gaunt.  Now  he  that  made  me,  fcnowes  Ifee  thee  ill,. 

HI  in  my  felfe  to  fee,  and  In  thofefoinfe  ill, 
Thy  death-bed  is  no  lefler  then  the  land, 

Wherein  thou  lyeft  in  reputation  ficke, 

And  thou  too  carelefle  patient  as  thou  art, 

Cotamitft  thy  annoynted  body  to  the  cure 

Of  thofe  phifitions  that  firft  wounded  thee  i 

A  thoufand  flatterers  fit  within  thy  crowne, 

Whofe  compaffe  is  no  bigger  then  thy  bead*  j 

And  yet  inraged  f  in  fo  fmall  a  verge, 

The  wafte  is  no  whit  lefler  then  thjlMand  : 

Oh  had  thy  grandfire  with  a  prophets  eye, 

Seene  how  his  fonnes  fonne  fhould  deftroy  his  fonnes, 

From  foorth  thy  reach  he  would  haue  layd  thy  flume, 

Depofing  thee  before  thou  wert  pofleft, 

Which  art  pofleft  now  to  depofe  thy  fclfe. 

Why  cop^n  wert  thou  regent  of  the  world, 

It  were  a  (hame  to  let  this  land  by  leafe  : 

But  for  thy  world  enioying  but  this  land, 

Is  it  not  more  then  fliame  to  fliame  it  fo  ? 

Land-lord  of  England  art  tKou  now  not,  nor  J  king. 

Thy  ftate  of  Jaw  is  bpnd-flaue  to  the  law, 

And  fhou  H 
King.  Ah  §  lunatick  leane-witted  foole, 

Prefuming  on  an  agues  priuiledge, 

Dareft  with  thy  frozen  admonition 

•  band  f  incaged  \wdnx  \  Jad—  §  And  tbtu  t 
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Richard  the  Second, 

Make  pale  our  cheeke,  chafing  •  the  rqyall  blood 

With  furie  from  his  natiue  refidence. 

Now  by  my  feates  right  royall  maieftie 

Wert  thou  not  brother  to  great  Edwards  fonne, 

This  tongue  that  runnes  fo  roundly  in  thy  head, 

Should  runne  thy  head  from  thy  vnreverent  (boulders. 

Count.  Oh  fpare  me  not  my  brother  Edwards  fonne, 
For  that  I  was  his  father  Edwards  fonne : 
That  blood  already,  like  the  pellican, 
Haft  thou  tapt  f  and  drunKenly  carowft  ||  : 
My  brother  Gloce/ler,  plaine  well  meaning  foule, 
Whom  fare  befall  in  heauen  moogft  happy  foules, 
May  be  a  prefident  and  witnefle  good, 
That  thou  refpe&'ft  not  fpilling  Edwards  blood, 
ibyne  with  the  prefect  iicknefle  that  I  hauc, 
And  thy  Fnkindaes  be  like  crooked  age, 
To  crop  at  once  a  too  long  withered  flower. 
Liue  in  thy  fhame,  but  die  not  fliame  with  thee : 
Thefe  words  haereafter,  thy  tormentors  be : 
Conuay  me  to  my  bed,  then  to  my  gcaue, 
JLoue  they  to  liue,  that  loueand  honour  haue.  Exit* 

King.  And  let  them  di^  that  age  and  fullens  hau^, 
For  both  haft  thou,  and:  both  become  the  graue. 

Torkc*  I  do  befeech  your  maieftie  impute  his  words 
To  wayward  ftcklipefle  and  age  in  him : 
He  loues  you  on  my  life,  and  holds  you  deere,  s 

As  Harry  duke  of  Herford,  were  he  heere. 

King.  Right,  you  fay  true ;  as  Herfords  loue,  fo  his: 
As  theirs,  fo  mine,  aad^  be  as  it  is.  * 

North.  My  liege,  old  Gaunt  commends  him  to  your  ma- 

King.  Whatfayesheefc     •  (ieftie. 


►  chafing  f  Tbou  baft  tapt  oat    "r    g  carxmCd  \  and  off 
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North.  Nothing,  all  is  fayd; 
His  tongue  is  now  a  ftringlefle  inftrament, 
Words,  life,  and  all,  old  Lancaster  hath  /pent, 

Torke.  Be  Torke  the  next  that  inuft  be  banckrout  fo, 
Though  death  be  poore,  it  ends  a  mortaBwo. 

King.  The  ripeft  -finite  frft  faHes  and  fo  doth  fee  ; 
His  time  is  fpent,  onr  pilgrimage  muft  be : 
So  much  for  that.    Now  for  our  Irijb  warres: 
Wcmuft  fupplant  thofe  rough  rug  headed  Kerne*, 
Which  Hue  like  venome,  where  no  venome  elfe 
But  ooely  they,  haue  priufledge  to  lioe. 
And  for  thefe  great  aflayres  do  afke  fome  charge, 
Towards  our  afEftance  we  do  feare  to  vs, 
The  plate,  coyne  ♦,  reuenewes,  and  mbueabies 
Whereof  our  vndde  Gaunt  did  ftand  pofleft. 

Torke.  How  long  (hall  I  be  patient  \  ah  how  bug 
Shall  tender  duetie  make  me  fofler  wrong  ? 
TZotGloceJters  death,  nor  Herfords  banHhraent, 
Nor  G aunts  rebukes,  nor  England*  priuate  wrongs 
Nor  the  preuention  of  poore  BtdRngbroote 
About  his  marriage,  tior  my  owne  difgraee, 
Haue  euer  made  me  fower  my  patient  chceke, 
Or  bend  one  wrinckle  on  my  foueraignes  fece : 
I  am  the  laft  of  the  f  noble  Edwards  faanes, 
Of  whom  thy  father  prince  of  Wales  was  firft. 
In  warre,  was  fteuer  lion  rage  \  taoet  fierce  s 
In  peace,  was  neuer  gentle  lambe  mote  miMe 
Then  was  that  young  and  priacdygenikmant 
His  face  thou  haft,  for  euen  fo  lookt  ht, 
AccompKftit  with  a  number  of  thy  fcowe* ; 
But  when  he  frowned,  it  was  again*  *hc  Jrwwi, 
And  not  againft  his  friendes :  his  noMe  hand 

•  tymmJ  f  riv,  oaihted  i'l* 
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Did  winne  what  he  did  fpend,  and  fpeat  sot  that  ' 
Which  his  triumphant  fathers  hand  had  woones 
His  hands  -were  guiltte  of  no  kindred  .Mood, 
Bat  bloody  with  the  enemies  of  his  kiirae. 
Oh  Richard  l  Torke  is  too  ferrc  gone  with  griefe, 
Or  elfe  he  neaer  wopld  compare  betwcene. 
King.  Why  vncle,  what*  {he  matter  i 
Torke.  Oh  my  Itege,  pardon  me  if  you  pleafe, 
If  not,  I  pleafd,  not  to  he  pardoned,  am  oonteat  wkhall  t 
Seeke  you  to  feize  and  gripe  into  your. hands, 
The  royalties  and  rights  of  banifltt  Herford? 
Is  not  Gaunt  dead  ?  and  doth  not  Herford  line  \ 
Was  not  Gaunt  iuft  ?  and  is  not  Harry  tfue  ? 
Did  not  the  one  deferue  to  haue  an  heyre  ? 
Is  not  his  heyre  a  well  deferuing  fonne  ? 
Take  Herfords  right  away,  and  take  from  time, 
His  charters  and  his  cuftomarie  rights ; 
Let  not  to  morrow  then  enfue  to  day :     . 
Be  not  thy  felfe;  for  how  art  thou  a  king, 
But  by  faire  fequencc,  and  fucceffion  ? 
Now  afore  God,  God  forbid  I  fay  true, 
-If  you  doe  wrongfully  feize  Herfords  right, 
Call  in  the  letters  patents  that  he  hath 
By  his  attournies  generall  to  fue 
His  littery,  and  deny  his  offered  homage, 
Yon  plucke  a  thoufand  dangers  on  your  head, 
Yon  loofe  a  thoufand  well  difpofed  hearts, 
And  pricke  my  tender  patience  to  thofe  thoughts, 
Which  honour  and  allegeance  cannot  thinke. 

King.  Thinke  what  you  will,  we  feize  into  our  hands, 
His  plate,  his  goods,  his  money  and  his  land. 

Torke.  He  not  be  by  the  while,  my  liege  farewell, 
What  will  enfue  heereof,  ther's  none  cm  tell: 

But 
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But  by  bad  courfes  may  be  vndeMtood, 

That  their  events  can  neuer  fall  out  good*  Exit. 

King.  Go  Bu/bu,  to  the  earie  of  Wiltjhire  (traight, 
Bid  him  repayre  to  vs  to  Efye  hoafe, 
To  fee  this  bofinefle :  to  morrow  next 
We  will  for  Ireland*  and  t"is  time  I  trow; 
And  wee  create  in  abfcnce  of  our  felfe, 
Our  vnckle  Torke,  lord  gouernour  of  England; 
For  he  is  iuft,  and  alwaies  loued  ys  well : 
Come  on  our  qucene,  to  morrow  mutt  we  part, 
Be  merry,  for  our  time  of  flay  is  fliort. 

Exeunt  king  and  queene.     Manet  North  *. 

North.  Well  lords,  the  duke  of  Lancafter  is  dead. 

Rojfe.  And  liuing  too,  for  now  his  fonne  is  duke. 

Willough.  Barely  in  title,  not  in  rcuenewes. 

North.  Richly  in  both,  if  iuttice  had  her  right. 

Rojfe.  My  heart  is  great,  but  it  mutt  breake  with  filence, 
Er't  be  difburdened  with  a  liberall  tongue. 

North.  Nay  fpeak  thy  mind,  and  let  him  nere  fpeak  more, 
That  fpeakes  thy  words  againe,  to  do  thee  harme. 

Willough.  Tend's  that  thou  wouldft  fpeake,  to  the  D.  of 
If  it  be  fo,  out  with  it  boldly  man,  [HerfordT 

Quicke  is  mine  eare  to  heareof  good  towards  him. 

RoJJe.  No  good  at  all,  that  I  can  doe  for  him : 
Vnleffe  you  calUt  good,  to  pitty  him, 
Bereft  and  gelded  of  his  patrimonie. 

North.  Now  afore  Cod\  t'is  (hame  fiich  wrongs  are  borne 
In  him  a  royall  prince,  and  many  mo 
Of  noble  blood  in  this  declining  land  : 
The  king  is  not  himfelfe,  but  bafely  led 
By  flatterers,  and  what  they  will  informe, 


•  Wtil*ugbby%  swd  Rofi,  fourth  Edition. 
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Richard  thb  Second; 

Meerely  in  hate  agaiqft  any  of  vs  all, 
That  will  the  king  feuerely  profecute 
Againft  vs,  oar  lines,  our  children,  and  our  heires. 

Roffe.  The  commons  hath  be  pild  *  with  grieuous  taxes, 
And  quite  loft  their  hearts.  The  nobles  hath  he  £n'd 
For  ancient  quarrels,  and  quite  loft  their  Jiearts. 

Willoug.  And  dayly  new  exactions  are  deuifd, 
As  blancks,  beneuoJences,  and  I  wot  not  what. 

North.  But  what  a  Gods  name  doth  become  of  this  ?  f 

Wtilo.  Warres  hath  not  wafted  it ;  for  warr'd  he  hath  not, 
But  bafely  yeilded  vpon  compromife, 
That  which  his  noble  ft  aufrceftors  atchieud  with  blowes  s 
More  hath  he  fpent  in  peace,  then  they  in  warres. 

Rojfe.  The  earle  of  JViitJhire  hath  the  realme  in  farme.   . 

Wii.  The  king's  §  growne  banckrout  like  a  broken  man. 

North.  Reproach  and  devolution  hangeth  oner  him. 

Rojfe.  He  hath  not  money  far  thefe  lrifb  warres, 
His  burthenous  taxations  notwithstanding, 
But  by  the  robbing  of  the  baniftit  duke. 

North.  His  noble  kinfman  moft  degenerate  king  « 
But  lords,  we  heare  this  fearefull  tempeftfing, 
Yet  feeke  no  (belter  to  auoyfle  the  ftorme. 
We  fee  the  winde  fit  fore  vpon  our  lailes, 
And  yet  we  ftrike  not,  but  fecurely  pcrifh.   . 

Rojfe.  We  fee  the  very  wracke  that  we  muft  fuffer, 
And  vnauoyded)  is  the  danger  now, 
For  fuffcring  fo  the  caufes  of  our  wracke. 

North.  Not  fo,  euen  through  the  hollow  des  of  death, 
I  efpie  life  faring  ••  ;  but  I  dare  not  fay, 
How  neere  the  tidings  of  our  comfort  is. 

Wil  Nay  let  vs  (hare  thy  thoughts,  as  thou  doft  oura. 

•  filld         f  This  line  in  therdition  of  1 598  11  added  to  th*  for  .-going  Jpocb. 
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Roffe.  Be  confident  to  fpeake  Northumberland, 
We  three  are  but  thy  felfe ;  and  (peaking  fo, 
Thy  words  are  but  as  thoughts,  therefore  be  bold. 

North.  Then  thus  :  I  hauefrom  Le  port  blan 
(A  bay  in  Britaine  #)  receiude  intelligence, 
That  Harry  duke  of  Herford,  Raynold  L.  Cobham, 
That  late  broke  from  the  duke  of  Exeter 
His  brother  archbifhop  late  of  Canterbury, 
Sir  Thomas  Erpingham,  fir  hhn  Ramfton  f, 
Sir  John  Norberie,  fir  Robert  Waterton,  add  Francis  C6ints\ 
All  thefe  well  furnifhed  by  the  duke  of  Britaine, 
With  eight  tall  (hips,  three  thoufand  menof  warre, 
Are  making  hither  with  all  due  expedience, 
And  fhortly  meane  to  touch  our  northern  fbore, 
Perhaps  they  had  ere  this,  but  that  they  flay 
The  firft  departing  of  the  king  for  Ireland: 
If  then  we  (hall  (hake  off  our  countries  }  flauifli  yoke, 
Impe  §§  out  our  drowping  countries  broken  wing, 
Redeeme  from  broken  ft  pawne  the  blemiftit  crowne, 
Wipe  of  the  duft  that  hides  obr  (|||  fcepters  guilt  §§-$, 
And  make  high  maieftie  looke  like  it  felfe, 
Away  with  me  in  poft  to  Rauenjpurgh  .• 
But  if  you  faint,  as  fearing  to  do  fo, 
Stay,  and  be  fecret,  and  my  felfe  will  go. 

Roffe.  To  horfe,  to  horfe,  vrge  doubts  to  them  that  feare. 

Willo.  Hold  out  my  horfe,  and  I  will  firft  be  there. 

Exeunt,  ftt 

Enter  the  qvcene,  Bufhie,  and  Bagot. 

Bufb.  Madam,  your  maieftie  is  too  much  fadde, 
You  promift  when  you  parted  with  the  king, 

•  Briittnit        f  Raitfltn        |%0"!/        §  cotntritt  omitted  SSJ1"^9 
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To  lay  afide  halfe  *-harming  heauineffe, 
And  entertaine  a  cheereftrll  difpofition. 

Queene.  To  pleafe  the  king  I  did,  to  pleafe  my  fclfe 
I  cannot  doo  it  5  yet  I  know  no  caufe 
Why  I  (hould  welcome  fuch  agueft  as  griefe,' 
Saue  bidding  farewell  to  fo  fweete  a  gueft, 
As  my  fweete  Richard  t  yet  againe  me  thinks 
Some  vnborne  forrow  ripe  in  fortunes  wombe, 
Is  comming  towards  me  and  my;  inward  foule, 
With  nothing  trembles,  at  fome  thing  it  grieues, 
More  then  with  parting  from  my  lord  the  king. 

Bujh.  Each  fabftance  of  a  griefe  hath  f  twenty  fliadowes 
Which  fliewes  like  griefe  it  felfe,  but  is  not  fo : 
For  forrowes  eyes  ||  glazed  with  blinding  teares, 
Deuides  one  thing  entire  to  many  objects, 
Like  perfpeftiues,  which  rightly  gazde  vpon, 
Shew  nothing  but  confufion,  eyde  awry, 
Diftinguiih  forme  :  fo  your  fweete  maieftie, 
Looking  awry  vpon  your  lords  departure, 
Find  (tapes  of  griefe  more  then  himfelfe  to  waile, 
Which  lookt  on  as  it  is,  is  naught  but  (haJowes 
Of  what  it  is  not,  then  thrice  (gracious  queene) 
More  then  your  lords  departure  weepe  not,  more  is  not  feene, 
Or  if  it  be,  I19  with  falfe  forrowes  eyes  §9 
Which  for  things  true,  weepes  things  imaginarie. 

Queene.  It  may  be  fo,  but  yet  jny  inward  foule 
Perfwades  me  it  is  otherwife  s  how  ere  it  be, 
I  cannot  but  be  tsU ;  fo  heauie  fad, 
As  though  on  thinking  on,  no  thought  I  thinke, 
Makes  me  with  heauie  nothing  faint  and  ftirlnkc, 

Bujh.  Tis  nothing  but  concdte  (my  gracious  lady.) 

•lifi.filfe.  ^bsd  l*yt  S'P 
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Sgueene.  Tis  nothing  lefle,  conocitc  is  ftill  denude 
From  fome  forefather  griefe,  mine  is  not  fo  3 
For  nothing  hath  begot  my  fomething  griefe, 
Or  fomething  hath. the  nothing  that  I  grieue, 
Tis  in  reverfion  that  I  doe  poflefle  : 
But  what  it  is,  that  is  not  yet  knowne,  what 
1  cannot  name,  tis  namelefle  woe  I  wot.  *  • 

Greene.  God\  faue  your  maieftie,  and  well  met  gentlemen, 
I  hope  the  king  is  not  yet  fhipt  for  h  eland. 

Queene.  Why  hopeft  thou  fo?  tis  better  hope  he  is, 
For  his  defignes  craue  haft,  his  haft  %  good  hope : 
-Then  wherefore  doft  thou  hope  he  is  not  fhipt  ? 

Greene.  That  he  our  hope  might  haue  retirde  his  power 
And  driuen  into  defpaire  an  enemies  hope, 
Who  ftrongly  hath  let  footing  in- this  land, 
The  baniflit  Bullingbrooke  repeales  himfelfe, 
And  with  vplifted  armes  is  fafe  ariude  at  Rauenfpurgh. 

Queene.  Now  God  in  heauen  forbid. 

Greene.  Ah  madam,  tis  too  true ;  and  that  is  worfe  : 
The  lord  Northumberland^  his  young  fonne  H.  Percie, 
The  lords  ofRoffe,  Beaumond,  and  Willwghbie, 
With  all  their  powerfull  friends,  are  fled  to  him* 

Bujb.  Why  haue  you  not  proclaimd  Northumberland . 
And  the  reft  of  the  retaking  ||  faftion,  traytours  i 

Greene.  We  haue,  wherevpon  the  earle  of  Worcefter, 
Hath  broke  his  ftaffe,  reilgnd  his  ftewardftup. 
And  all  the  houfhold  feruants  fled  with  him  to  Bullingbrooke. 

§>ueene.  So  Greene,  thou  art  the  midwife  of  my  woe, 
And  Bullingbrooke,  my  forrowes  difmall  heire : 
Now  hath  my  foule  brought  foorth  her  prodigie, 
And  I  a  gafping  new  deliuered  mother, 
Haue  woe  to  woe,  forrow  to  forrow  ioynd. 

•  Enter  Grttnt,  fourth  Edition.        f  Hem*        \  bit  £4*  omitted,  fourth 
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Bujb.  Difpaire  not  madam. 
Queene.  Who  (hall  hinder  mc  i 
I  will  difpaire  and  be  at  enmitie 
With  couetous  *  hope,  he  is  a  flatterer, 
A  parafite,  a  keeper  backe  of  death. 
Who  gently  would  diflblue  the  bands  of  life, 
Which  falfe  hope  lingers  f  in  extremitie. 
Greene.  Heere  comes  the  duke  of  Torke. 
gueene.  With  fignes  of  warre  about  his  aged  necke : 
Oh  full  of  carefull  bufineffe  are  his  lookes : 
Vnckle,  for  Gods  fake  fpeake  comfortable  words. 

Torke.  Should  I  do  fo,  I  fbould  bcly  my  thought s%, 
Comfort's  in  heauen,  and  we  are  on  the  earth, 
Where  nothing  liues  but  erodes,  care,  and  griefe. 
Your  hufband  he  is  gone  to  faue  farre  off, 
Whilft  others  come  to  make  him  ||  loofe  at  home : 
Heere  am  I  left  to  vnderprop  his  land,*    . 
Who  weake  with  age,  cannot  fupport  my  felfe. 
Now  comes  the  ficke  houre  that  his  furfet  made, 
Now  (hall  he  trie  his  friends  that  flattered  him.  $ 

Seruing.  My  lord,  your  fonne  was  gone  before  I  came. 
Torke.  He  was,  why  fo ;  go  all  which  way  it  will : 
The  nobles  they  are  fled,  the  commons  they  are  cold, 
And  will  (I  feare)  reuolt  on  Herfords  fide. 
Sirra,  get  thee  to  Plajhle  to  my  After  Chcejlert 
Bid  her  (end  me  prefently  a  thoufand  pound, 
Hold  take  my  ring. 

Sen  My  lord,  I  had  forgot  to  tell  your  lordfliip, 
To  day  I  came  by  and  called  there ; 
But  I  (hall  grieue  you  to  report  the  reft. 
Torke.  What  i'ft  knaue. 

•  cmxtuing  f  bopet  11*1*  t  This  line  omitted  in  the  fourth  Edition* 
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Ser.  An  houre  before  I  came,  the  dutchefle  diedt. 

Torke.  God  *  for  his  mercy  !  what  a  tldt  of  woe* 
Comes  rufhing  on  this  woefull  land  at  once  ? 
I  know  not  what  to  doe.i  I  would  to  God  * 
(So  my  vntruth  had  f  not  prouokt  him  to  it) 
The  king  had  cut  off  my  head  with  my  brothers. 
What,  are  there  two%  polls  difpatcht  for  Ireland? 
How  (hall  we  doe  for  money  for  theft  warres  i 
Come  lifter,  coofin  I  would  fay  ;  pray  pardon  me  s 
Goe  fellow,  get  thee  home,  prouide  fome  carts. 
And  bring  away  the  armour  that  is  there. 
Gentlemen,  will  you  go  mufter  men  ? 
•  If  I  know  how  or  which  way  to  order  thefc  affayre*, 
Thus  diforderly  thruft  \nto  my  hands, 
Neuer  beleeue  mee :  both  are  my  k'mfmen  ; 
T'one  ||  is  my  foueraigne,  whome  both  my  oath 
And  dutie  bids  defend  :  t'other  againe, 
Is  my  kinfman,  whom  the  king  hath  wrong'd, 
Whom  confeience  and  my  kindred  bids  to  right. 
Well,  fomewhat  we  muft  doe :  come  coofin, 
He  difpofe  of  you  :  gentlemen,  goe  matter  vp  your  men, 
And  meete  me  prefendy  at  Barckly  §  .• 
I  ftiould  to  Plajhie  too,  but  time  will  not  permit :     . 
All  is  vneuen,  and  euery. thing  is  left  at  fixe  and  feauen. 

Exeunt  duke  and  queene :  manent  Buftue  and  Greene* 

Bujh.  The  wind  fits  faire  for  newes  to  go  far  **  Ireland^ 
But  none  returnes.    For  vs  to  leuie  power 
Proportionable  to  the  enemie,  is  all  vnpoffible 

Qreine.  Befi des,  our  neerenefie  to  the  king  in  loue. 
Is  neere  the  hate  of  thofe  loue  not  the  king, 

•  lUomm        f  tgtb        J/woro:tid         J73>*        %B*r*fyctfik      ••* 
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Bag.  And  that  is  the  watering  commons ;  for  their  Joiie 
Lies  in  their  purfes,  and  who  fo  empties  them,  . 
By  fo  much  fils  their  hearts  with  dttadfy  hate*         * 

Bujb.  Wherein.  #  the  king  ftands  generally  condemn* d. 

Bag.  If  iudgemeUt  lie  in  them,  then  fo  do  we, 
Becaufe  we  euer  haae  b*en  neere  the  king. 

Greene.  Well,  I  will  for  refuge  ftratght  to  Brijl.  +  eaftfe, 
The  earle  of  Wiltfbire  is  already  there. 

Bufb.  Thither  Will  will  I  with  you,  for  little  office 
Will  the  hateful*  commons  performe  for  Vi, 
Except  like  curres,  to  teare  vs  all  in  peeces : 
Will  you  goe  along  with  vs  ? 

Bag.  No,  I  will  to  Ireland  to  his  maieftie: 
Farewell,  if  hearts  prefages  be  not  vaine, 
We  three  heere  part,  that  neere  (hall  meete  againe. 

Bufb   Thats  as  Torke  thriues  to  beat  backe  Buttingbrtok*. 

Greene.    Alas  poore  duke,  the  taflce  he  vndertakes, 
Is  numbring  (ands,  and  drinking  oeeans  dry, 
Where  one  on  his  fide  fights,  thoufands  will  ffie : 
%  Farewell  at  once,  for  once,  for  all  and  cuer, 

Bufb.  Well,  wee  may  meete  againe. 

Bag.  I  feare  me  aeuer.  || 

Enter  Hereford :  Northumberland. 

Bull.  How  farre  is  it  my  lord  to  Barckly  now  ? 

North*  Beleeue  me  noble  lord, 
I  am  a  Aranger  in  Glocefierfbire, 
Thefe  high  wild  §  hils  and  rough  vneuen  wayes, 
Drawes  out  our  miles,  and  makes  them  wearifome, 
And  yet  your  ft  faire  difcourfe  hath  beeoe  as  fugar, 
Making  the  hard  way  fweet  and  delegable :  ' 

•  Tbtrtin        +  Brifioli        JThii  line  with  the  following  one  is  fchren  to  Bofty, 
fouita  edition.        |  &«»*  7<r//*.        §w*<fc       tfw 
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But  I  bcthinke  me  what  a  wearie  way, 

From  Rauenjjturgb  to  Cotjball  *  will  be  found, 

In  Rojfe  and  Wilioughby  wanting  your  company, 

Which  I  proteft  hath  very  much  beguild 

The  tedioufhefle  and  grocefle  of  my  trauell : 

But  theirs  is  fweetened  with  the  hope  t?  haue 

The  prefent  beoefite  that,  I  poffcffe, 

And  hope  to  ioy  is  little  lelTe  in  ioy. 

Then  hope  inioyed :  by  this  the  wearie  lords 

Shall  make  their  way  feeme  (hort,  as  mine  hath  done, 

By  fight  of  what  1  haue,  your  noble  companie. 

Bui.  Of  much  leffe  value  is  my  company, 
Then  your  good  words.    But  who  conies  hecre  ? 

Enter  Harry  Percie. 

North.  It  is  my  fonne,  young  Harrie  Pfjit, 
Sent  from  my  brother  Worcefter  when/oeuer  \ : 
Harry,  how  fares  your  vnckle  ? 

Per.  I  had  thought  my  lord  to  haue  karncd  his  health  of 

North.  Why  i  is  he  not  with  the  quecne  ?  (you 

d.  Per.  No  my  good  lord,  he  hath  forfooke  the  court, 
Broken  his  ftaffe  of  office,  and  difperft 
The  hou(hold  of  the  king. 

North.  What  was  his  reafon  ?  he  wrs  no:  fb  refolu'd, 
When  laft  we  %  fy*k*  tqgethcr. 

H.  Per.  Becaufe  your  lonjfhip  was  proclaimed  traitour  ; 
But  he  my  lord  is  gone  to  Rauenjpurgh, 
To  offer  feruicc  to  the  duke  of  Herford, 
And  fent  me  ouer  by  Barckly  to  difcouer, 
What  power  the  duke  of  Torke  had  leuied  thene, 
Then  with  directions  ;  to  reprareto  Raucnfpvrgh. 

North.  Haue  you  forgot  the  duke  of  Herford,  boy  ? 

•  CottfiUd        f  wbmccjon*        J  %ot  Ufk 
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H.  Per.  No  my  good  lord  for  that  is  not  forgot 
Which  ne're  I  did  remember,  to  my  knowledge 
I  neaer  in  my  life  did  looke  on  him. 

Nouth.  Then  learne  to  know  him  now,  this  is  the  duke, 

H.  P.  My  gracious  lord,  I  tender  you  my  fejruice, 
Such  as  it  is,  being  tender,  raw,  and  young, 
Which  elder  daies  (hall  ripen  and  confirme 
To  more  approued  feruiqe  and  defert. 

Bid.  I  thanke  thee  gentle  Percie,  and  be  f  ure, 
I  count  my  felfe  in  nothing  elfe  fo  happy, 
As  in  a  foule  remembring  my  good  friends : 
And  as  my  fortune  ripens  with  thy  #  lou§, 
It  (hall  be  ftiil  thy  true  Joues  recom  pence, 
My  heart  this  couenant  makes,  my  hand  thus  feales  it. 

North.  How  farre  is  it  to  Barkley,  and  what  fturre . 
Kcepes  good  old  Torke  there  with  his  men  of  warre  ? 

H.  P.  There  (lands  the  caftle  by  yon  tuft  of  trees, 
Mann'd  with  three  hundred  men,  as  I  haue  heard  : 
And  in  it  are  the  lords  of  Torke,  Barkley,  and  Seymor, 
None  elfe  of  name  and  noble  cftimation  \. 

Nor.  Here  comes  the  lords  of  RoJJe  and  Wllloughby%  % 
Bloudy  with  fpurring,  fierie  red  with  haft. 

Bui.  Welcome  my  lords,  I  wot  your  loue  purfues 
A  baniftit  traitour :  all  my  treafurie 
Is  yet  but  vnfelt  thanks,  which  more  enrichr, 
Shall  be  your  loue  and  labours  recompence. 

Rojfe.  Your  prefence  makes  vs  rich,  mod  noble  lord. 

Wil.  And  farre  furmounts  our  labour  to  attaint  it. 

Bull.  Euermor*  thanks,  the  exchequer  of  the  poore, 
Which  till  my  infant  fortune  comes  to  yeares, 
Stands  for  my  bounty :  but  who  comes  heere  i  § 

Nor.  It  is  my  lord  of  Barkcley,  as  I  guefle. 

•  my        f  tfiimcf        \  tnttr  Rfr  m*d  mUmgbky        $  Ewttr  BsrWj 
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Jforr*.  My  lord  of  Jtetfordf  my  meflkge  is  td  you. 

2?a/.  My  lord,  my  aofwere  to  tc>  Laneaftet, 
And  I  am  come  to  feeke  that  bame'  in  England, 
And  1  muft  fiiid  thdt  title  in  yotir  tongue  #, 
Before  1  mate  reply  to  ought  you  fay. 

Bark.  Miftake  riie  riot  n*y  l<rfd,  t*is  not  my  meaning 
To  race  one  title  of  ycrar  honofar  otot : 
To  you  my  lord  I  come,  whit  loh!  you  will, 
From  the  moft  glorious  of  this,  land, 
The  duke  ok  Torke ,  to  knbw  what  pricks  yoti  cfl, 
To  take  aduantage  Of  the  abfent  time, 
And  fright  our  natiue  peace  with  fdfe-borne  amies?  ?  • 

BuL  I  (hall  not  need  tranfpdrt  my  words  by  yon, 
Here  comes  his  grace  in  perfoft  :  my  noble  vnckle  I  f 

Torke.  Shew  me  thy  humble  heart,  and  not  thy  knee, 
Whofe  duety  is  deceiueable  and  faHe. 

BuL  My  gracious  vnckle ! 

Torke.  Tut,  tut,  grace  me  tto  grace,  nor  vnckle  me  no 
I  am  no  traitours  vnckle ;  and  that  word  grace         {unckk,t 
In  an  vngracious  mouth,  is  but  prophane : 
Why  haue  thofe  \  banifht  and  forbidden  legs 
Darde  once  to  touch  a  §  duft  of  Englands  ground  ? 
But  more  then  why  ?  why  haue  they  darde  to  march 
So  many  miles  vpon  her  peaceful!  bofome, 
Fryting  her  pale-facde  villages  with  warre, 
And  oftentation  of  defpifed  armes  ? 
Comft  thou  beatufe  th'annoynfed  king  \i  hence? 
Why  fooliih  boy,  the  king  is  left  behifid, 
And  in  my  loyaff  bofome  lies  his  power : 
Were  I  but  now  ft  lord  of  fuch  hot  youth, 
As  when  braae  Gaunt  thy  father,  and  thy  it  ^e> 
Refcued  the  blacke  prince  that  young  Mars  of  men, 

From 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


Richard  thb  Secctkd. 

From  foorth  the  raocks  df  many  theafanda  French^ 

0  then  how  quickly  fhould  this  arme  of  mine, 
Now  prifoner  to  the  paulfey  *,  chaftifethee, 
And  minifter  correction  to  thy  fault  I 

Bui.  My  gracious  Vnckle,  kt  me  know  my  fault, 
On  what  condition  Hands  it,  and  wherein  ? 

Torke.  Euen  in  condition  of  the  worft  degree. 
In  grofle  rebellion,  and  dctefted  treafon: 
Thou  art  a  baniftit  man,  and  heefre  art  com*, 
Before  the  expiration  of  thy  time,  . 
In  brauing  armes  againft  my  f  foueraf&ne. 

BuL  As  I  was  banifht,  I  was  baniiht  Herfotd, 
But  as  1  come,  I  come  for-  Lancqfter  .- 
And  noble  vnckle,  I  befcech  your  grace, 
Looke  on  toy  wrongs  with  an  indifferent  eye  * 
You  are  my  father,  or  %  me  thinks  in  you 

1  fee  old  Gaunt  tfliue.     Oh  then  ||  father, 
Will  you  permit  that  I  (hall  ftand  condefnn'd 

A  wanderkig  vagabond,  my  rights  and  royalties 
Pluckt  from  my  armes  perforce,  and  gioen  away 
To  vpftart  vnthrifts?  whfcrefore  was  I  borne  i 
If  that  my  coofin  king,  be  king  of  England, 
It  muft  be  graunted  I  am  duke  of  Lancqjkr : 
You  haue  a  fonne,  Aumcrle,  ray  noble  coofin  $, 
Had  you  firft  died,  and  he  beene  thts  trod  downe, 
He  fhould  haue  fqund  his  Tnekle  Gaunt  a  father, 
To  rouze  his  wrongs,  and  chafe  them  to  the  bay, 
I  am  denied  to  fue  my  Iiuerie  hceft, 
And  yet  my  letters  patents?  giue  me  leatfe. 
My  fathers  good*  are  all  diflnkt'd  and  fold, 
And  thefe,  and  all,  or*  all  ff  amifle  employed. 
What  would  you  haue  me  doe  \  I  a*  a  fiibicft, 
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And  /•  challenge  law,  attnrnies  are  denide  me, 
And  therefore  perfoaally  I  lay  my  claime 
To  my  inheritance  of  free  defcent. 

North.  The  noble  duke  hath  been  too  much  abufde. 

RoJJe.  It  ftands  your  grace  vpon,  to  do  him  right. 

Wtllo.  Bafe  men  by  his  endowments  are  made  great. 

Torke.  My  lords  of  England,  let  mc  tell  you  this  ; 
I  haue  had  feeling  of  my  coofins  wrongs, 
And  laboured  all  I  could  to  do  him  right ; 
But  in  this  kind,  to  come  in  bracing  armes, 
Be  his  owne  earner,,  and  cut  out  his  way, 
To  find  out  right  wkh  wrong,  it  may  not  be : 
And  you  that  do  abette  him  in  this  kind, 
Cherifti  rebellion,  and  are  rebels  all. 

North.  The  noble  dnke  hath  fworne,  his  comming  is 
But  for  his  owne ;  and  for  the  right  of  chat, 
We  all  haue  ftrongly  fworne  to  giue  him  ayde : 
And  let  him  ne're  fee  ioy  that  breakes  that  oath. 

Torke.  Well,  well,  1  fee  the  iflue  of  thefe  armes  5 
I  cannot  mend  it,  I  mud  needs  confefle, 
Becaufe  my  power  is  weake,  and  all  ill  left: 
But  if  I  could,  by  him  that  gaue  me  life, 
I  would  attach  you.  all,  and  make  you  ftoope 
Vnto  the  foueraigne  mercy  of  the  king : 
But  fince  I  cannot,  be  it  knowne  to  yon, 
I  do  remaine  as  newter ;  fo  fare  you  well, 
Vnlefle  you  pleafe  to  enter  in  the  caftle, 
And  there  repofe  you  for  this  night* 

Bui.  An  offer  vnckle  that  we  will  accept, 
But  we  muft  winne  your  grace  to  go  with  ?s 
To  Briftow  ca(lle,  which  they  fay  is  held 
By  Bujbie,  Bagot,  and  their  complicies,  x 
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The  caterpillers  of  the  common-wealth ; 

Which  I  haue  fworne  to  weede  and  plucke  away* 

Yorke.  It  may  be  I  will  go  with  you ;  but  yet  lie  paufe, 
For  I  am  loth  to  breake  our  couatries  lawes  : 
Nor  *  ftiends,  nor  foes,  to  me  welcome  you  are, 
Things  paft  redrefle,  are  now  with  me  paft  care,  f 

Enter  earle  gf  Salifburie,  and  a  Welch  \  captain*. 

Welch.  My  lord  of  SaJj/burie,  we  haue  ftaide  ten  daies, 
And  hardly  kept  our  countrymen  together ; 
And  yet  we  heare  no  tidings  from  the  king, 
Therefore  we  will  difperfe  our-felues :  farewell. 

Sa/if.  Stay  yet  another  day,  thou  tfufty  Welchman,   t 
The  king  repofeth  all  his  confidence  in  thee. 

Welch.  Tis  thought  the  king  is  dead,  we  will  not  ftay, 
The  bay-trees  in  our  countrey  all  are  withered, 
And  \  meteors  fright  the  fixed  ftarres  of  heauen : 
The  pale-fac'd  moone  lookes  bloody  on  the  earth, 
Andxleane-look't  prophets  whifper  fearefull  change, 
Rich  men  looke  fadde,  and  ruffians  daunce  and  leape, 
The  one  in  feare  to  loofe  what  they  enioy. 
The  other  to  enioy  by  rage  and  warre. 
Thefe  fignes  fore-run  the  death  of  kings. 
Farewell,  ourcountrimen  are  gone  and  fled, 
As  well  aflured  'Richard  their  king  is  dead. 

Sal.  Ah  Richard!  with  eies  of  heauic  mind, 
I  fee  thy  glorie  like  a  {hooting  ftarre, 
Fall  to  the  bafe  earth  from  the  firmament, 
Thy  funne  fets,  weeping  in  the  lowly  weft, 
Witneffing  ftormes  to  come,  woe  and  vnreft  : 
Thy  friends  are  fled  to  waite  vpon  thy  foes, 
And  croflely  to  thy  good  all  fortune  goes.  § 

•  Net        f  Sterns  Smarts.  •      %  JVtlcb  omitted        jj  Tie        $  d&u\  7ertin*. 
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Enter  the  duke  of  Retford,  Yorke,  Northumberland  *,  Bulhic 
and  Greene  prijonerj. 

Bui.  Bring  foorth  thefe  men. 
Buflne  and  Greene,  I  will  not  vexe  your  foules 
Since  prefendy  your  foules  muft  part  your  bcxjies, 
With  two  much  vrging  your  pernicious  Hues, 
For  tVere  no  charitie ;  yet  to  wafh  your  blood 
Trom  off  my  hands,  herein  the  view  of  men, 
I  will  vnfold  fome  caufes  of  your  deaths 
You  haue  mif-led  a  prince,  a  royall  king, 
A  happie  gentleman  in  blood  and  lineaments, 
By  you  vnhappied  and  disfigured  cleane, 
You  fcaue  in  manner  with  your  finfull  howres, 
Made  a  diuorce  betwixt  his  queene  and  him, 
Broke  the  profeffion  f  of  a  royall  bed, 
And  ftaind  the  beautie  of  a  fayre  queenes  cheekes, 
With  teares  drawne  from  her  eies  with  your  foule  wrongs, 
My  felfe  a  prince  by  fortune  of  my  birth, 
Neere  to  the  king  in  blood,  and  neere  in  loue, 
Till  they  did  make  him  mif-interpret  me, 
Haue  ftoopt  my  necke  vnder  your  iniuries, 
And  figh'd  my  Englifb  breath  in  forren  clouds, 
Eating  the  bitter  bread  of  baniftiment, 
While  you  haue  fedde  vpon  my  fegnidries, 
Difparkt  my  parkes,  and  feld  my  forreft  woods, 
From  mine  owne  windowes  torne  my  honfliold  coate, 
Rac't  %  out  my  imprefle,  leauing  me  no  figne, 
Saue  mens  opinions,  and  my  liuing  blood, 
To  (hew  the  world  1  am  a  gentleman. 
This,  and  much  more,  much  more  then  twice  all  this, 
Condemns  you  to  the  death :  fee  them  deliuered  oner 
To  execution  and  the  hand  of  death. 

•  RJpf,  Per<y±  WilUmihby%  with        f  f*J&m        J  *«*'' 
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Bufb.  More  wdcomc  is  the  ftrok?  of  death  tome, 
Then  Bullingbrqoke  to  England:  lords  farewell  *. 

Greene.  My  comfort  is,  that  heauen  wtU  take  oar  foules, 
And  plague  iniuftice  with  the  paines  of  hell. 

BuL  My  Jord  Northumberland,  ice  them  difpatcht : 
Vnckle,  you  fay,  the  quecne  is  at  your  hoafe, 
Gor  Cods  t  fake  fairelie  let  her  be  entreated, 
Tell  her,  I  fend  to  her  my  kind  commends ; 
Take  fpedall  care  my  greetings  be  deliaered. 

Torke.  A  gentleman  of  mine  I  haue  difpatcht 
With  letters  of  your  loue  to  her  at  large. 

Bull,  Thanks  (gentle  vnckle:)  conxe  lords,  away, 
To  fight  with  Glendor  %  and  his  complices, 
A  while  to  worke,  and  after  holiday.  Exeunt,  g 

Enter  tbe  king,  Aumerle,  Carlile,  ifc. 

King*  BarkJoughfy  cattle  call  you  this  at  hand  ? 

Aut  Yea  my  lord ;  how  brook's  your  grace  the  ayre 
After  your  late  toffing  on  the  breaking  feas  ? 

King.  Needs  muft  I  like  it  well,  I  weepe  for  ioy, 
To  (land  vpon  my  kingdom-  once  againe 
Deare  earth,  I  doe  falute  thee  with  my  hand, 
Though  rebels  wound  thee  with  their  horfes  hoofes  : 
As  a  long  parted  mother  with  her  child, 
PLries  fondlie  with  her  teares,  and  fmiles  in  meeting : 
So  weeping,'  fmiling,  greet  I  thee  my  ft  earth, 
And  doe  thee  fauour  with  my  royall  hands, 
Feede  not  thy  foueraignes  foe,  my  gentle  earth, 
Nor  with  thy  fweets  comfort  his  rauenous  fence, 
But  let  thy  fpiders,  that  fucke  vp  thy  venome, 
And  heauie  gated  toads  lie  in  their  way, 
Dooing  annoyance  to  the  trecherous  feete, 

*  hrdt  fartwll  omitted        ftfiawnt        J  Gtndovtrt        ||  Sc*ns  Stcundd. 
Drums  Jiourifi  and  coimn  ssJ/oiditrs,        f  f  tbt 
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Which  with  vfurpidg  fteps  do  trample  thee : 
Yeeld  flinging  oetdes  to  mine  enemies :  . 
And  when  they  from  my  *  bofome  plucke  a  flower, 
Guard  it  I  pray  died  with  a  larking  adder, 
Whofe  doable  tongue  may  with  a  mortaU  touch. 
Throw  death  vpon  thy  foueraignes  enemies : 
Mocke  not  my  fenfleffe  coniuration  lords  : 
This  earth  (hall  haue  a  feeling,  apd  thefe  Acmes 
Prooue  armed  fouldiers  ere  her  natiue  king 
Shall  falter  vnder  foule  rebellious  armes. 

Carl.  Feare  not  my  lord,  that  power  that  made  you  king, 
fHath  power  to  keepe  you  king  in  fpite  of  all ; 
f  The  meant s  that  heauens  yeeld  muft  be  imbrac't 
And  not  negleftcd.     Elfe  heauen  would. 
And  we  would  X  not ;  heauens  offer,  we  refufe 
The  pooffered  g  meanes  offuccours  and  redrejfe. 

Aunt.  He  meanes,  my  lord,  that  we  are  too  remifle, 
Whilft  Bullingbrooke,  through  our  §  fecuritie, 
Growes  ftrong  and  great  in  fubftance  and  in  power  \\m 

King.  Difcomfortable  coofin,  knowft  thou  not, 
That  when  the  fearching  eie  of  heauen  is  hid 
Behind  the  globe  that  lights  the  lower  world, 
Then  theeues  and  robbers  range  abroade  vnfeene, 
In  murthers,  and  in  outrage  bloodie  heere. 
But  when  from  vnder  his  %\  terreftrial  ball, 
He  fires  the  proud  tops  of  the  eafterne  pines, 
And  darts  his  light  §§  through  euery  guilty  hole; 
Then  murders,  treafons,  and  detefted  flnnes, 
The  cloake  of  night  being  pluckt  from  off  their  backes, 
Stand  bare  and  naked  trembling  at  themfelues : 
So  when  this  thiefe,  this  traitour  Bullingbrooke, 

+  tbj        f  The re  four  lines  arc  omitted So  the  fourth  edition.        \  wiit 
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Richard  the  Second; 

Who  all  this  while  hath  rcueld  in  the  night, 

||  Whiljt  we  were  wandring  with  the  Antipodes, 

Shall  fee  vs  riling  in  our  throne  the  eaft, 

His  treafons  will  fit  blufhing  in  his  face, 

Not  able  to  endure  the  fight  of  day, 

But  fclfe  affrighted,  trembled  *  at  his  finne, 

Not  all  the  water  in  the  rough  rude  fea, 

Can  wafh  the  balme  off\  from  an  annoy nted  lung. 

The  breath  of  worldly  men  can  cannot  depofe 

The  deputy  elefted  by  the  Lord, 

For  euery  man  that  BuUingbrooke  hath  preft 

To  lift  fhrewd  fteele  againft  our  golden  crowne, 

Cod  %  for  his  Richard  hath  in  heaueoly  pay, 

A  glorious  angel :  then  if  angels  fight, 

Weake  men  muft  fall,  for  heauen  dill  guards  the  right. 

Enter  Sdlilb. 

King*  Welcome  my  lord :  how  farre  off  lies  your  power  ? 

Salisb.  Norneere,  nor  farthar  off,  my  gracious  lord : 
Than  this  weake  arme  ;  difcomfort  guides  my  tongue. 
And  bids  me  (peake  of  nothing  but  defpaire. 
One  day  too  late,  I  feare,  my  noble  lord 
Hath  clouded  all  thy  §  happy  daies  on  earth, 
O  call  backe  yefterday,  bid  time  returne, 
And  thou  (halt  haue  twelue  thoufand  fighting  men: 
To  day,  to  day,  vnhappy  day,  too  late, 
Ouerthrowes  thy  ioyes,  friends,  fortune,  and  thy  ftate : 
For  all  the  Welchmen  hearing  thou  wert  dead, 
Are  gone  to  BuUingbrooke,  difperft,  and  fled. 

Jum   Comfort,  my  liege,  why  lookes  your  grace  fo  pale**? 

King.  But  now  the  blood  of  twenty  thoufand  men 
Did  triumph  in  my  face,  and  they  are  fled : 

I  Thi«  line  ii  omitted  in  the  edition  in  1 634.         •  tnmbh  f  •§  omitted 
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An£  till  fo  much  blood  thither  come  againe, 
Hauef  I  not  reafoa  to  looke  pale  and  dead  ? 
All  foules  that  will  be  fafe,  flie  from  my  fide, 
For  time  hath  fet  a  blot  vpon  my  pride. 

Jum.  Comfort,  my  liege,  remember  who  you  arc. 

King.  I  had  forgot  my  felfe,  am  I  not  king  ? 
Awake  thou  coward  *,  maieftie  thou  fleepeft, 
Is  not  the  kings  name  twenty  f  thoufand  names  ? 
Anne,  arme,  my  name  a  puny  fubieft  ftrikes 
At  thy  great  glory,  looke  not  to  the  ground, 
Yee  fauourites  of  a  king,  are  we  not  high  ? 
High  be  our  thoughts,  I  know  my  vncle  Torke 
Hath  power  enough  to  feme  our  turne :  but  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Scroope. 

Scroope.  More  health  and  happinefle  betide  my  liege,' 
Then  can  my  care  tunde  tongue  deliuer  him. 

King.  Mine  eare  is  open,  and  my  heart  prepard, 
The  worft  is  worldly  loffe  thou  canft  vnfold. 
Say,  is  my  kingdome  loft  ?  why  twas  my  care, 
And  what  loffe  is  it  to  be  rid  of  care  ? 
Striues  Bullingbrooke  to  be  as  great  as  wee  ? 
Greater  he  (hall  not  be:  if  he  ferue  God, 
Weele  ferue  him  too,  and  be  his  fellow  fo. 
*  Reuolt  our  fubie&s  ?  that  we  cannot  mend, 
They  breake  their  faith  to  God  as  well  as  vs : 
Crie  woe,  deftru&lon,  ruine,  and  %  decay, 
The  worft  is  death,  and  death  will  haue  his  day. 

Scroo.  Glad  am  I,  that  your  highneffe  is  fo  armd 
To  beare  the  tidings  of  calamine, 
Like  an  vnfeafonable  ftormie  day, 
Which  make  ||  the  filuer  riuers  drown  xheir Jbowers  § 
As  if  the  world  were  all  diflblud  to  teares, 
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So  high  aboue  his  limits  fwels  the  rage 

Of  Bultingbrooke,  couering  your  fearefull  land 

With  hard  bright  fteele,  and  hearts  harder  then  fteele  ? 

White  beards  *  haue  armd  their  thinnc  and  hairelefle  fcalfs 

Againft  thy  maieftie :  and  boyes  with  womens  voyces 

Strioe  to  fpeake  bigge,  and  clap  their  female  ioyuts 

In  ftifle  vnwildie  armes,  againft  thy  crowne, 

Thy  very  beadf-men  learne  to  bend  their  brows  f, 

Of  double  fatal!  iu9t  X  againft  thy  (late. 

Yea  diftaffe  women  mannage  ruftie  bilks  ; 

Againft  thy  feate  both  young  and  old  rcbell, 

And  all  goes  worfe  then  I  haue  power  to  tell. 

King •  To  ||  welly  to  ft  well  thou  telft  a  tale  fo  ill. 
Where  is  the  carle  oiW'dtJbire  ?  where  is  Bagot? 
What  is  become  of  Bufbie  t  where  is  Greene? 
That  they  haue  let  the  dangerous  enemie 
Meafure  our  confines  with  fuch  peaceful!  Aeps. 
If  we  preuaile,  their  heads  $  (hall  pay  for  it : 
I  warrant  they  haue  made  peace  with  Bullingbrooke. 

Scro.  Peace  haue  they  made  with  him  indeed  my  Ion?. 

King.  Oh  villaines,  vipers,  damod  without  redemption, 
Dogs  eafily  wonne  to  fawne  on  any  man. 
Snakes  in  my  heart  blood  warmd,  that  fling  my  heart ; 
Three  ludqfes,  each  one  thrice  worfe  then  Iudes, 
Would  they  make  peace  ?  terrible  hell 
Make  warre  vpon  their  fpotted  foules  for  this  ft* 

Scro.  Sweet  lane's  $  §  (I  fee)  changing :  his  property 
Turnes  to  the  fowneft  and  moft  deadlie  hate.      , 
Againe  vncurfe  their  fofries,  their  peace  is  made 
With  head,  and  not  with  bands,  thofe  whom  you  corit 
Haue  felt  the  worft  of  deaths  deftooying  ipauni  % 
And  lie  full  low  frau'd  in  the  hollow  ground. 

•it*rtt       fkmt        %*wt        ||  Tm        %b**b        \\tbitofftnet 
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The  Tragedie  of 

Axon.  Is  Bujbie,  Greene,  and  the  carle  of  Wiltjbire  dead  I 

Sqro.  Yea,  all  of  them  at  Brifiov)  loft  their  heads. 

Au.  Where  is  the  duke  my  father  with  his  power  ? 

King,  No  matter  where,  of  comfort  no  man  fpeakc. 
Lets  talke  of  grattes,  of  wormes,  and  epitaphs. 
Make  daft  our  paper,  and  with  rainie  eyes 
Write  forrow  on  f  the  bofome  of  the  earth. 
Lets  choofc  executors  and  talke  of  wils : 
And  yet  not  fo,  for  what  can  we  bequeath, 
Sane  our  depofed  bodies  to  the  ground  ? 
Our  lands,  our  Hues,  and  all  are  Bullingbrookes, 
And  nothing  can  we  call  our  owne,  but  death, 
And  that  fmall  modell  of  the  barren  earth, 
Which  femes  as  pqfi  ||  and  couer  to  our  bones. 
For  Gods  %  lake  let  vs  fit  vpon  the  ground  ? 
And  tel|  fad  ftories  of  the  death  of  kings, 
How  fome  bane  beene  depofde,  fome  flaine  in  warre, 
Some  haunted  by  the  ghofts  they  haue  depofed, 
Some  poyfoned  by  their  wiues,  fome  fleeping  kild, 
AU  murthered :  for  within  the  hollow  crowne 
That  rounds  the  mortall  temples  of  a  king, 
Keepes  death  his  court,  and  there  the  antique  fits, 
Scoffing  his  ftate,  and  grinning  at  his  pompe, 
Allowing  him  a  breath,  a  little  fceane, 
To  monarchife,  be  fcard,  and  kill  with  lookes, 
Infufing  him  with  felfe  and  vaine  conceit, 
As  if  this  flefh  which  walks  about  our  life, 
Were  braflp  impregnable :  and  humord  thus, 
Comes  at  the  laft,  and  with  a  little  pin 
Bom  through  his  caftlc  walles,  and  farewell  king. 
Couer  your  heads,  and  mocke  not  flefh  and  blood, 
With  folemnereuercnce  throw  away  refpeft, 
Tradition,  forme,  and  ceremonious  dutie, 

fit  Ipiftt         IBuvtwt 
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Richard  the  Second. 

For  you  haue  bat  miftooke  me  all  this  while, 

I  liue  with  bread  like  you,  feele  want, 

Tad  griefe,  need  friends :  fubiefted  thus, 

How  can  you  fay  to  mee,  I  am  a  king  ?  ' 

Carl.  My  lord,  wife-men  ne're/f  and  f  waile  their  %  woes 
But  prefently  preuent  the  waies  to  waile, 
To  feare  the  foe,'  fince  feare  opprefleth  ftrength, 
Giues  in  your  weakenefle  ftrength  vnto  your  foe, 
D  And fo  your  follies  fight  againjt  your  fetfe :  * 

Feare,  and  be  flaine,  no  worfe  can  come  to  fight : 
And  fight  and  die,  is  death  deftroying  death, 
Where  fearing  dying,  paies  death  feruile  breath. 

Avon.  My  father  hath  a  power,  inquire  of  him, 
And  learne  to  make  a  body  of  a  limme. 

King.  Thou  chidft  me  well ;  proud  Bullingbrotk£>  I  come 
To  change  blowes  with  thee  for  our  day  of  doome : 
This  ague-fit  of  feare  is  ouerblowne, 
An  eafie  talke  it  is  to  winne  our  owne. 
Say  Scroofie,  where  lies  our  vnckle  with  his  power  ? 
Speake  fweetly  man,  although  thy  lookes  be  fower. 

Scroofe.  Men  iudge  by  the  complexion  of  the  flue, 
The  (late  and  inclination  of  the  day; 
So  may  you  by  my  dull  and  heauy  eye : 
My  tongue  hath  but  a  heauier  tale  to  fay, 
I  play  the  torturer  by  fmall  a»d  final], 
To  lengthen  out  the  word  that  muft  be  fpoken : 
Your  vnckle  Torke  is  ioyn'd  with  Bullingbrookc, 
And  all  your  northeroe  caftles  yeelded  vp, 
And  all  your  foutherne  gentlemen  in  armes 
Vpon  his  pariu  §. 

King.  Thou  haft  fayd  enough : 
Befhrew  thee  cooCn  which  didft  lead  me  foorth 
Of  that  fweet  way  I  was  in  to  difpaire. 

^fit  *ud  omitted    |  tbtir  frtfaf    |  emitted  in  the  fourth  edition    Sft&i** 
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What  fay  you  now  ?  what  comfort  haoc  we  now  ? 
By  heaucn  lie  hate  him  eueriaftingLy, 
That  bids  me  be  of  comfort  any  more, 
Goe  to  Flint  caftle,  there  ile  pine  away, 
A  king  woes  flaoe,  Audi  kingly  woe  obey : 
That  power  I  haue  ;  difcharge,  and  let  "them  go 
Toeare  the  land  that  hath  fome  hope  to  grow: 
For  I  haue  none ;  kt  no  man  fpeake  agaiae 
To  alter  this,  for  counfell  is  but  vaine. 

Jum .  My  liege  one  word. 

King.  He  does  me  double  wrong, 
That  wounds  me  with  the  flatteries  of  his  tongue : 
Difcbarge  my  followers,  let  them  hence  away, 
From  Richards  night,  to  BtdtingbrooAet  fsiht  day.  * 

Enter  \  Bull,  Yorke,  Nof  th. 

Bull.  $o  that  by  this  intelligence  we  learne, 
The  Welchmen  are  difpearft,  and  Salisbury 
Is  gone  to  meete  the  king,  who  lately  landed 
With  fome  few  priuate  friends,  vpon  this  coaft. 

North.  The  newes  is  very  faire  and  good,  my  lewd  : 
Richard  not  farre  from  hence  hath  hid  his  head. 

Torhe.  It  would  befeeme  the  lord  Northumberland, 
To  fay,  king  Richard,  alacke  the  heauie  day, 
When  fuch  a  facred  king,  fhould  hide  his  head. 

North.  Your  grace  miftakes ;  onely  to  be  briefe, 
Left  I  his  X  title  out. 

Tbr.  The  time  hath  bin,  Jbould  J  you  haue  bin  fo  briefe 
with  him 
He  would  haue  bin  fo  briefe  §  to  ftiorten  you, 
For  taking  fo  the  head,  your  whole  heads  length. 

Bui.  Miftake  not  (vnckle)  further  then  you  fhould. 

•  Sctt*s  Tenia.        f  Enter  witb  drums  f  colours,  &c.  with  attendswtu 
J  'Hi         |  vfonU        §  6rie/o  witbytM 
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Torke.  Take,  not  (good  coofin)  farther  then  you  fhauld 
Leaft  you  miftake  the  heauens  are  ouer  your  *  heads, ' 

Bui.  I  know  it  vnckle,  and  oppofe  not  my  felfe 
Againft  their  willes.     But,  who  comes  heere  ? 

-Enter  Percy. 
Welcome  Harry  :  what,  will  not  this  caftle  yeeld  i 
Hen.  Per.  The  caftle  is  royally  f  mand  my  lord. 
Againft  thy  eotrance. 

Bull.  Royally,  why  it  containes  no  king, 
H.  Per.  Yes  (my  good  lord) 
It  doth  containe  a  king,  king  Richar d  lies 
With%  the  limits  of  yon  lime  and  ftone, 
And  with  him  the  lord  Jumerle,  Lord  Salisburie, 
Sir  Stephen  Scroope,  befides  a  cleargie  man 
Of  holie  reuerence,  who  I  cannot  learne. 
North.  Oh  belike  it  is  the  biftiop  of  Carleile. 
Bui  Noble  krds  ||, 
Go  to  the  rude  ribbes  of  that  ancient  caftle, 
Through  brafen  trumpet  fend  the  breath  of  parlee  § 
Into  his  ruinde  eares,  and  thus  deliuer. 
*   H .  Bui.  on  both  his  knees  **,  doth  kiffe  king  Richards  hand 
And  fends  alleageance  and  true  faith  of  heart 
To  his  ft  royaU  perfon :  hither  come 
Euen  at  his  feete,  to  lay  my  arines  and  power  t 
Prouided,  that  my  banHhment  repeald, 
And  lands  reftoredagaine  be  freely  graunted ; 
If  not,  *  He  vfe  the  aduantage  of  my  power, 
And  lay  the  fummers  duft  with  Ihowres  of  blood, 
Raind  from  the  wounds  of  flaughtered  Englijbmen  ? 
The  which,  how  far  off  from  the  mind  of  BuUinghrooki 
It  is,  fuch  chrimfon  tempeft  Ihould  be  drencht  ||||f 

**H<wrjBulli*gkr9kc*pc«biskims    i^Umbismoft    ||  MfM* 
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The  freih  greene  lap  of  faire  king  Richards  land. 

My  ftooping  datle  tenderlie  (hall  (hew. 

Go  fignifie  as  much,  while  here  we  march 

Vpon  the  graffie  carpet  of  this  plaine ; 

Lets  march  without  the  nqyfe  of  threatning  drumiqe, 

That  from  this  caftles  tattered*  battlements, 

Our  (aire  appointments  may  be  well  pcrufd. 

Me  thipks  king  Richard  and  my  felfe  fhould  meete 

With  no  lefle  terrour  th-a  the  elements 

Of  fire  and  water, » when  their  thundring  fmoake, 

At  meeting  teares  the  cloudy  cheekes  of  heauen. 

Be  he  the  fire,  He  be  the  yeeldjng  water ; 

The  rage  be  his,  whilft  on  jhe  earth  I  r.aigne  \ 

My  water's  on  the  earth,  and  not  on  him  r 

March  on,  and  marke  king  Richard  how  he  lookes. 

The  trumpet  found.     Richard  appear  eth  on  the  walles.  % 

Bull.  See,  fee,  king  Richard  doth  himfelfe  appeare, 
As  doth  the  blufhing  difcontented  funne 
From  out  the  fierie  portall  of  the  eaft, 
When  he  perceiues  the  enutoijs  clouds  are  bent 
To  dimme  his  glorie,  and  to  ftaine  the  tracke  \ 
Of  his  bright  paflage  to  the  Occident. 

Torkel  Yet  lookes  he  like  a  kin£,  behold  his  eye. 
As  bright  as  is  the  eagles,  lightens  foorth 
Controlling  majeflie ;  alacke  §  for  woe, 
That  any  harme  (bpuld  ttaine  fo  faire  a  (hew. 

King.  We  are  amazd,  and  thus  long  hauQ  ye  flood, 
To  watch  the  fearefull  tending  of  tjiy  knee, 
JBecaufe  we  thought  pur  felfe  the  f  *  lawfuli  king  : 
And  if  we  be,  how  dare  thy  ioynts  forget 
To  pay  their  ft  awefull  dutie  to  §§'  our  prefence  ? 

*  fat ttred        f  rain*         }  Psrle  witbtut,  and  tufwer  within,  that  afimrijh* 

M*ter  m  tbt  wallet  Richard,  Carlile,  Aamt'le,  Scr»f>,  SaHfimy.         g  tra3 
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If  we  be  not,  (hew  vs  the  hand  of  God 
That  hath  difmift  vs  from  our  (tewardfhip : 
For  well  we  know,  no  hand  of  blood  and  bone, 
Can  gripe  the  facred  handle  of  our  fcepter, 
Vnlefle  he  do  prophane,  fteale,  or  vfurpe : 
And  though  you  thinke  that  all  as  you  haue  done, 
Haue  torne  their  foules,  by  turning  diem  from  vs, 
And  we  are  barren  and  bereft  of  friends : 
Yet  know,  my  maifter  God  omnipotent, 
Is  muttering  in  his  clouds  on  our  behalfe, 
Armies  of  peftilence,  and  they  (hall  ftrike 
Your  children  yet  vnborne,  and  vnbegot, 
That  lift  your  vaflaile  hands  againft  my  head, 
And  threat  the  glorie  of  my  precious  crowne. 
Tell  Bullingbrooke  (for  yon  me  thinks  heftands  *) 
That  euerie  ftride  he  makes  vpon  my  land. 
Is  dangerous  treafon :  he  is  come  to  open  f 
The  purple  tcftament  of  bleeding  warre  2 
But  ere  the  crowne  he  lookes  for,  liue  in  peace, 
Ten  thoufand  bloody  crownes  of  mothers  fonnes, 
Shall  ill  becotpe  the  flower  of  England*  face, 
Change  the  complexion  of%  mayd-pale  peace, 
To  fcarlet  indignation,  and  bedeaw 
Her  pallors  grade  with  faithfull  Englijb  blood. 

North.  The  king  of  heauen  forbid,  our  lord  the  king 
Should  fo  with  ciuill  and  vnciuill  armes 
Be  rufht  vpon.    Thy  thrife  noble  coofin, 
Jtarry  Bullingbrooke  doth  humbly  kifle  thy  hand, 
And  by  the  honourable  tombe  he  fweares, 
That  ftands  vpon  your  royall  grandfires  bones, 
And  by  the  royalties  of  both  your  bloods 
Currents  that  fpring  from  one  moft  gracious  head, 
find  i>y  the  buried  hand  of  warlike  Gaunt, 

•be  h         t¥*  fl** 
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And  by  the  worth  and  honour  of  himfelfc, 
Comprifing  all  that  may  be  fworne  or  faid, 
His  comming  hither  bath  no  further  fcope. 
Then  for  his  lineall  royalties,  and  to  begge 
Infranchifement  immediate  on  his  knees. 
Which  on  thy  royall  partie  graunted  once, 
His  glittering  armes  he  will  commend  to  ruft, 
His  barbed  fteeds  to  (tables,  and  his  heart 
To  faithfull  feruice  of  your  maieftie. 
This  fweares  he,  as  he  is  a  prince  iuft  * : 
And  as  I  am  a  gendeman,  I  credit  him. 

King.  Northumberland,  fay  thus  :  the  king  returnes 
His  noble  coofin  is  right  welcome  hither. 
And  all  the  number  of  his  faire  demaunds 
Shall  be  accompliftit  without  contradi&ion, 
With  all  the  gracious  vtterance  thou  haft ; 
Speake  to  his  gende  hearing  kind  commends : 
We  doe  debafe  our  felues  (coofin)  do  wee  not  ? 
To  looke  fo  poorely,  and  to  fpeake  fo  faire  ? 
Shall  we  call  backe  Northumberland,  and  fend 
*  Defiance  to  the  traitour,  and  fo  die  \ 

Aunt.  No  good  my  lord,  lets  fight  with  gentle  words, 
Till  time  lend  friends,  and  friends  their  helpfull  f  fwords. 

King.  Oh  God,  oh  God  that  ere  this  tongue  of  mine. 
That  laid  the  fentence  of  dread  baniftiment 
On  you  proud  man,  (hould  take  it  offagaine, 
With  words  of  footh  !  Oh  that  I  were  as  great, 
As  is  my  griefe,  or  lefler  then  my  name  ! 
Or  that  I  could  forget  what  I  haue  been ! 
Or  not  remember  what  I  mufi  be  now ! 
SwelTft  thou  (proud  heart,)  He  giue  thee  fcope  to  beat, 
Since  foes  ha^e  fcope  to  beat  both  thee  and  mee. 

Aum.  Northumberland  comes  backe  from  Bullingbrooh. 
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King.  .What  muft  the  king  do  now  ?  muft  he  fnbmil  i 
The  king  (hall  do  it :  muft  he  be  depofde  ? 
The  king  (hall  be  contented :  muft  he  loofe 
The  name  of  a  king  ?  a  *  Gods  name  let  it  goe: 
lie  giae  my  jewels  for  a  fet  of  beades : 
My  gorgeous  pallace,  for  a  hermitage : 
My  gay  apparell,  for  an  almef-mans  gowne: 
My  figurde  goblets,  for  a  di(h  of  wood  : 
My  fcepter,  for  a  palmers  walking  ftafle  : 
My  fubiefts,  for  a  payre  of  carued  faints  : 
And  my  large  kingdome,  for  a  little  graue ; 
A  little  little  graue,  an  obfcure  graue, 
Or,  -fie  be  buried  in  the  kings  hie  way, 
Someway  of  common  trade,  where  fubie&s  foete 
May  hourely  trample  on  their  foueraignes  head ; 
For  on  my  heart  they  tread  now  whilft  I  Hue  s 
And  buried  once,  why  not  vpon  my  head  ? 
AutnerU,  thou  weepeft  (my  tender-hearted  coofm) 
Weele  make  foule  weather  with  defpifed  teares ; 
Our  fighes,  and  they,  fliall  lodge  the  fummer  coroe, 
And  make  a  dearth  in  this  reuolting  land : 
Or  ftiall  we  play  the  wantons  with  our  woes, 
And  make  fame  pretty  match  with  (heading  teares, 
And  \  thus  to  drop  them  it  ill  vpon  one  place, 
Till  they  haue  fretted  vs  a  paire  of  graues 
Within  the  dearth  :  and  therein  laydc ;  their  lies 
Two  kinfmen  dig'd  their  graues  with  weeping  eyes  I 
Would  not  this  ill  doe  well  ?  well  well  I  fee, 
I  talke  but  idlely,  and  you  laugh  ||  at  mee. 
Moft  mighty  prince,  my  lord  Northumberland, 
What  fayes  king  Bullingbrookc,  will  his  maieftie 
Giue  Richard  leaue  to  liue  till  Richard  die  r 
You  make  a  legge,  and  Bullingbrooke  fayes  I, 
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North.  My  lord;  in  the  bafe  court  he  doth  attend, 
To  fpeake  with  you :  may  it  pleafe  you  td  come  downe. 
King.  Downe,  downe  I  come,  like  glittering  Phaeton, 
Wanting  the  mannage  of  vnruly  iades. 
In  the  bafe  court,  bafe  court  where  kings  grow  bafe, 
To  come  at  tray  tors  calles,  and  do  them  grace. 
In  the  bafe  court  come  downe :  downe  court,  downe  king 
For  night  owles  fhreeke  where  mounting  larks  (hould  fing. 
Bvll.  What  fayes  his  maieftie  ? 
North.  Sorrow  and  griefe  of  heart, 
Makes  him  fpeake  fondly  like  a  franticke  man : 
Yet  he  is  come. 

Bull.  Stand  all  apart, 
And  (hew  faire  dutie  to  his  maieftie : 

Jffo  kneeles  drume. 
My  gracious  lord. 

King.  Faire  coofin  you  debafe  your  princely  knee, 
To  make  the  bafe  earth  proud  with  kiffing  it : 
Me  rather  had  my  heart  might  feele  your  loue, 
Then  my  vnpleafed  eye  fee  your  curtefie : 
Vp  coofin  vp ;  your  heart  is  vp  I  know, 
Thus  high  at  lead,  although  your  knee  be  low. 
Bull.  My  gracious  lord,  I  come  but  for  mine  owne. 
King.  Your  owne  is  yours,  and  I  am  yours  and  all. 
Bull.  So  farre  be  mine,  my  mod  redoubted  lord, 
As  my  true  feruice  (hall  deferue  your  loue. 

King.  Well  you  deferue  * .-  they  well  deferue  to  haue, 
That  know  the  ftrong'ft  and  fureft  way  to  get. 
Vnckle,  giue  me  your  hand;  nay  dry  your  eyes, 
Teares  fhew  their  loue,  but  want  their  remedies. 
Coofin,  I  am  too  young  to  be  your  father, 
Though  you  are  old  enough  to  be  f  heyre ; 
What  you  will  haue,  He  giue,  and  willing  top : 
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For  doe  we  muft,  what  force  will  hdue  vs  do  t 
Set  on  towards  London,  coofin  is  it  fo  ? 

Bull.  Yea  my  good  lord. 

King .  Then  I  muft  not  (ay  no.  Exeunt,  * 

£rt/*r  /&  queene  with  her  attendants  f 

Que.  What  fport  (hall  we  deuife  heere  in  this  garden, 
To  driue  away  the  heauie  thought  of  care  ? 

Lady,  Madam  weclc  play  at  bowles. 

Que.  Twill  make  me  thinke  the  world  is  full  of  rubs. 
And  that  my  fortune  runnes  agaiflft  the  bias. 

Lady.  Madam  weele  daunce. 

Que.  My  legs  can  keepe  no  meafure  in  delight, 
When  my  poore  heart  no  meafure  keepes  in  griefe  : 
Therefore  no  dauncing  girle,  fome  other  fport. 

Lady.  Madam  weele  tell  tales. 

Que.  Of  forrow  or  of  griefe? 

Lady.  Of  either  madam. 

Que.  Of  neither  girle, 
For  if  of  ioy,  being  altogither  wanting, 
It  doth  remember  me  the  more  of  forrow : 
Or  if  of  griefe,  being  altogither  /add  X 
It  addes  more  forrow  to  my  want  of  ioy : 
For  what  I  haue  I  needenot  to  repeate, 
And  what  I  want  it  bootes  not  to  complaine. 

Lady.  Madam  He  ling. 

Que.  TXs  well  that  thou  haft  caufe, 
But  thou  (houldft  pleafe  me  better  wouldft  thou  weepe. 

Lady.  I  could  weepe  madam,  would  it  do  you  good. 

Quee.  And  I  could  (ing  would  weeping  do  me  good, 
And  neuer  borow  any  teare  of  thee* 
But  (lay,  heere  commeth  the  gardiners, 

•  &***  %*i*t*<       -\  dnd  two  i«na       %ui 
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Lets  ftep  into  the  fbadow  of  thefe  trees. 
My  wretchcdnefle  vnto  a  row  of  pines  #. 
They  will  talke  of  Aate,  for  euery  one  doth  fo, 
Againft  a  change  woe  is  forc-runae  with  woe, 

Enter  gardiners  f* 

Card,  Goe  bind  thou  vp  yon  dangling  apricockes* 
Which  like  vnruly  children  make  their  fire 
Stoope  with  oppreflion  of  their  prodigall  weight : 
Gine  fomc  fupportance  to  the  bending  (wigs. 
Goe  thou,  and  like  an  executioner 
Cat  off  the  heads  of  two  %  faft  growing  fprayes, 
That  looke  too  loftie  in  our  common-wealth : 
All  muft  be  euen  in  our  gouerment. 
You  thus  imployde,  I  will  goe  roote  away 
The  noyfome  weedes  that  without  profit  fucke 
The  foyles  fertilitie  from  holfome  flowers. 

Man  ||.  Why  (hould  we  in  the  compafle  of  a  pale, 
Keepe  law  and  forme,  and  due  proportion, 
Shewing  in  A  a  modell  our  firme  efiate  ff. 
When  our  lea-walled  garden,  the  whole  land 
Is  full  of  weedes ;  her  faireft  flowers  choakt  vp, 
Her  fruit  trees  all  vnprund  her  hedges  ruinde, 
Her  knots  difordered,  and  her  holefome  hearbes 
Swarming  with  caterpillers. 

Card.  Hold  thy  peace, 
He  that  hath  fuffred  this  difordered  fpring, 
Hath  now  himfelfe  met  with  the  fall  ofleafe  : 
The  weedes  that  his  broad  fpreading  leaues  did  iheker, 
That  feemde  in  eating  him,  to  hold  him  vp, 
ArejtoW||l|  vp,  roote  and  all,  by  Bullingbrooke : 
I  meane  the  earle  of  Wdtjbire,  Bvjbie,  Greene. 

•  pitmet        "t gar diner *nd two fervantt        %t*        |  Srr.         §n» 
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Man  *.  Whaj,  are  they  dead? 

Card.  They  are, 
And  Bullingbroeke  hath  feizd  the  waftfull  king. 
Oh  what  pit  tie  it  is,  that  he  had  not/of  trimde 
And  dreft  his  land ;  as  we  this  garden,  at  time  of  yeetc 
Do  wound  the  barke,  the  Ikinne  of  our  fruit  trees, 
Leaft  being  ouer-proud  with  fappe  and  blood, 
With  too  much  rkhes  it  confound  it  felfe. 
Had  he  done  fo,  to  great  and  growing  men, 
They  might  haue  liude  to  beare,  and  he  to  tafte . 
Their  fruites  of  duetie  :  fuperflwus  %  branches 
We  loppe  away,  that  bearing  boughes  may  liuc  x 
Had  he  done  fo,  himfelfe  had  borne  the  crowne, 
Which  wafte  cf  \  idle  houres  hath  quite  throwne  downe, 

Man  §.  What,  thinke  you  the  king  (hall  be  deppfde  ? 

Card.  Depreft  he  is  already,  and  depofde 
T'is  doubt  **  he  will  be.    Letters  came  hft  night 
To  a  deare  friend  of  the  \\  duke  of  Tories, 
That  tell  blacke  tidinges. 

Queen.  Oh !  I  am  preft  to  death  through  want  of  fpeaking 
Thou  old  Adams  likeAes  fet  to  drefle  this  garden, 
How  dares  thy  harfh  rude  %%  tongue  found  jhis  vnplealing 
What  Eue  ?  what  ferpent  hath  fuggefted  thee,  (aewes ; 

To  make  a  fecond  fall  of  curfed  man  ? 
Why  doft  thou  fay  king  Rkhard  is  depofde  ? 
Darft  thou,  thou  little  better  thing  then  earth 
Diutne  his  downe  fall  ?  fay,  where,  when,  and  how 
Camft  thou  by  this  ill  tidinges  ?  fpeake  thou  wretdh  ? 

Card.  Pardon  me  madam,  little  ioy  haue  I 
To  breath  thefe  newes,  yet  what  I  fay  is  true : 
King  Richard,  he  is  in  the  mighjy  hold 
Of  Bullingbrooke :  their  fortunes  both  are  weyde  j|||. 

•  *r  f  Utb  not        %  allfuperfluous         ||  and        §  Ser.         ••  dcuktd 
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In  your  lo.  *  fade,  is  nothing  but  himfelfe, 

And  fome  few  vanities  that  make  him  light: 

But  in  the  ballancc  of  great  Buliingbrooke, 

Befides  himfelfe,  are  all  the  Engli/b  peeres, 

And  with  that  oddes,  he  wheighes  king  Richard  downs'. 

Poft  you  tt>  London,  and  you  will  finde  it  fo ; 

I  fpeake  no  more  then  every  one  doth  know. 

Queen.  Nimble  mifchaunce,  that  art  fo  light  of  foote, 
Doth  not  thy  embaflage  belong  to  me, 
And  am  I  laft  that  knowes  f  it  >  oh  thou  thinkeft  . 
To  feme  me  laft,  that  I  may  longeft  keepe 
Thy  forrow  in  my  breaft :  come  ladyes,  goe 
To  meete  at  London^  Londcns  king  in  woe. 
What,  was  I  borne  to  this,  that  my  fadd  looke, 
Should  grace  the  triumph  of  great  Buliingbrooke  T 
Gardner,  for  telling  me  thefe  %  newes  of  woe, 
Pray  Cod  ||,  the  plants  thou  graftft  may  neuer  grow.        Exit. 

Card.  Poore  queenc,  fo  that  thy  ftate  might  be  no  worfo 
I  would  my  (kill  were  fubieft  to  thy  curfe, 
Heere  did  (he  drop  a  teare,  heere  in  tins  place, 
lie  fet  a  bancke  of  rewfowre  hearbe-of-grace: 
Rew,  euen  for  ruth,  heere  fhortry  (hall  be  feene, 
In  §  remembrance  of  a  weeping  queene.  ||fl 

ft  Enter  Buliingbrooke,  Aumerle,  and  others. 
Butt.  Call,  foorth  Bagot . 

Enter  Bagot. 

Now  Bagot,  freely  fpeake  thy  mind, 

What  thou  doft  know  of  noble  Clocefiers  death, 

+  l$ri*        flvcw         \th\i        1 1  would        %  In  the        HABrnQnartn. 

Sc**0prm*.        ff  Enter nsto  tbtfnrlrmunt,  Buliingbrooke,  Aumerle, 

Northumberland,  Percy,  Fitswater,  Surrey,  Cariile,  Met  e/Weftmicnftef, 

herald,  officers,  and  Begot* 
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Who  wrought  it  with  the  king?  and  who  performde 
The  bloodic  office  of  his  timelefle  end  ? 

Bagot.  Then  fet  before  my  face  the  lord  Aumerle. 

Buff.  Coofin,  (land  foorth,  and  looke  vpon  that  man. 

Bagot.  My  lord  Aumerle  t  I  know  your  daring  tongue, 
Scprnes  to  vnfay  what  once  it  hath  #  deliuered  : 
In  that  dead  time  when  Glocefters  death  was  plotted, 
I  heard  you  fay,  Is  not  my  arme  of  length, 
That  reacheth  from  the  reftfull  Engli/b  court 
As  farre  as  Callia  to  mine  vnckles  head  ? 
'  Amongft  much  other  talke,  that  very  time 
I  heard  you  fey,  that  you  had  rather  refufe 
The  offer  of  an  hundred  thoufand  crownes, 
Then  Buttingbrookcs  returne  to  England,  adding  withall,    „ 
How  bleft  this  land  would  be  in  this  your  cooflns  death. 

Avm.  Princes,  and  .noble  lords, 
What  anfwere  (hall  I  make  to  this  bafe  man  ? 
Shall  I  fo  much  diflionour  my  foire  ftarres, 
On  equall  tearmes  to  giue  him  chafticement? 
Either  I  muft,  or  haue  mine  honour^/*/  % 
With  the  attainder  of  his  flaunderous  lips : 
There  is  my  gage,  the  manuall  feale  of  death, 
That  markes  thee  out  for  hell :  thou  Heft, 
And  will  maintaine  what  thou  haft  fayd,  is  falfe, 
In  thy  heart  blood,  though  being  all  too  bafe 
To  ftaine  the  temper  of  my  knightly  fword. 

Bull.  Bagot,  forbeare,  thou  {halt  not  take  it  vp. 

Aum.  Excepting  one,  I  would  he  were  the  beft 
In  all  this  prefence,  that  hath  mooud  me  fo. 

Fitz.  If  that  thy  valour  (land  on  fimpathie, 
There  is  my  gnge  Aumerle,  in  gage  to  thine ; 
By  that  faire  funoe  that  (hewes  me  where  thou  ftandft, 
T  heard  thee  fay,  and  vauntingly  thou  fpakft  it, 

•  •  wk*t  it  b$tb  9*tt.        XftxtiM. 
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That  thou  wert  caufe  of  noble  Glocefters  death : 
If  thou  denieft  it  twentie  times,  thou  lyeft, 
And  I  will  turne  thy  faUhood  to  thy  heart, 
Where  it  was  forged,  with  my  rapiers  poynt. 

Aum.  Thou  darft  not  (coward)  Hue  /•  to  fee  the  day. 

Fitz.  Now  by  my  foule,  I  would  it  were  this  houre. 

Aum\  Fitzwaters,  thou  art  damnd  to  hell  for  this. 

L.  Per.  Aumerle9  thou  lieft,  his  honour  is  as  true, 
In  this  appeale,  as  thou  art  all  vniuft, 
And  that  thou  art  fo,  there  I  throw  my  ggge, 
To  prooue  it  on  thee  to  the  extreameft  poynt 
Of  mortall  breathing,  feize  it  if  thou  dar'ft. 

Aum.  And  if  I  do  not,  may  my  hands  rot  off. 
And  neuer  brandifh  more  reuengefull  fteele 
Ouer  the  glittering  helmet  of  my  foe. 

f  Another  L.  I  take  the  earth  to  the  like  [forjworru  Aumerle) 
And J^ur  thee  on  with  full  as  many  lies, 
As  it  may  be  hollowed  in  thy  trecherous  care 
Fromjinne  tojinne  :  there  is  my  honours  fawne$ 
Ingage  it  to  the  try  all  if  thou  darft. 

Aum.  Whofets  me  elfe?  by  heauen  lie  throw  at  ail. 
I  hone  a  thou/and  Jfyiritf  in  one  breqft, 
To  anfwer  twenty  thoiffandfuch  as  you. 

Sur.  My  lord  Fitzwater,  I  doe  remember  well 
Theverie  time  Aumerle  and  you  did  talke. 

Fitz.  |  Tis  very  true,  you  were  in  prefence  then, 
And  you  can  witnefle  with  me  this  is  true. 

Sur.  As  falfe  by  heauen,  as  heauen  it  felfe  is  true. 

Fitz.  Surrie,  thou  lieft. 

Sur.  Dishonourable  boy,  that  ly  (hall  ly  fo  heapie  on  my 
That  it  (hall  render  vengeance  and  rcuenge  (fword, 

Till  thou  the  lie-giuer,  and  that  lie  do  lie, 

•  I  omitted.  f  Thefe  Icnet  ait  qwttod  in  the  Uft  edition. 
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In  earth  as  quiet  as  thy  fathers  fcull. 

In  proofe  whereof  there  is  my  honours  pawne, 

Ingage  it  to  the  tryatl  if  thou  darft. 

Fitz.  How  fondly  doft  .thou  fpurre  a  forward  horfe. 
If  I  dare  eate,  or  drioke,  or  breath,  orliue, 
I  dare  meet  Surry  in  a  wildernefle, 
And  fpit  vpon  him  whilft  I  fay  he  lyes, 
And  lyes,  and  lyes :  there  is  my  *  bond  of  fayth, 
To  tie  thee  *to  my  ftrong  oocreftion: 
As  I  intend^  to  thriue  in  this  new  world, 
Aumerle  is  guiltie  of  fny  tjue  appeale. 
Bcfides,  I  heare  the  banifhed  Norfolk*  hyi    . 
That  thou  Aumerle  didft  fend  two  of  thy  men 
To  execute  the  noble  duke  ef%  Collie*. 

Jum.  Some  hoaeft  chriftian  truft  me  with  a  gage, 
That  Norfolk*  lyes,  heere  do  I  throw  dpwne  this, 
If  he  may  be  repeaid  to  try  his  honour  i 

Bull.  Thefe  differences  fhall  all  reft  vnder  gage, 
Till  Norfolke  be  repeaid,  repeaid  he  <haH  be, 
And  though  mine  enemie,  reftor'd  againe 
To  all  his  lands  and  iignories  t  when  he  is  returned, 
Againft  Aumerle  we  will  inforce  his  triall. 

Carl.  That  honorable  day  (hall  never  $  befeene: 
Many  a  time  hath  baniflit  Norfolke  fought 
For  lefus  Cbrifi,  in  glorious  chriftian  field, 
Streaming  the  enfigne  of  the  chriftian  erode, 
Againft  blacke  Pagans,  Turkes,  and  Saracens, 
And  toyld  with  workes  of  warre,  retir'd  hunfelfe     . 
To  Italy,  and  there,  at  Venice  gaue 
His  body  to  a  plealant  countries  earth, 
And  his  pure  foule  vnto  his  captaine  Chrjfl, 
Vnder  whofe  colours  he  had  fought  fo  long- 

*  the*         f  imndtd.         %  *'•         $  *  V#. 
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•  The  Tragi  die  of 

Bull.  Why  bifhop,  is  Norffolke  dead? 

Carl.  As  fare  as  I  liue,  my  lord. 

Bull.  Sweet  peece  conduft  his  Tweet  foule  to  the  bofome 
Of  good  old  Abraham  :  lords  appellants, 
Your  differences  (hall  all  reft  under  gage, 
Till  we  affigne  you  to  your  dayes  of  triall. 

Enter  Yorke. 

Torke.  Great  dnke  of  Lancafierr  I  come  to  thee, 
From  plume-pltlckt  Richard,  who  with  willing  foule 
Adopts  thee  heire,  and  his  high  fcepter  yeelds 
To  the  pofleffion  of  thy  royall  hand  : 
Afcend  his  throne,  defcending  now  from  hiito, 
And  long  liue  Henrie,  fourth  of  that  name  *. 

Bui.  la  Gods  name,  He  afcend  the  regall  throne. 

Carl.  Marry  God\  forbid. ' 
Worft  in  this  royall  prefence  I  may  %  fpcake : 
Yet  beft  befeeming  me  to  fpeake  the  truth  : 
Would  God  4-  any  in  this  noble  prefence. 
Were  enough  noble  to  be  vp right  iudge 
Of  noble  Rifhard:  then  true  noblenefle  would 
Learne  him  forbearance  from  fo  foule  a  wrong. 
What  fubieft  can  giue  fentence  on  his  king  ? 
And  who  Jits  ||  heere  that  is  not  Richards  fubieft  ? 
Theeues  are  not  iudged,  but  they  are  by  to  heare, 
Although  apparant  guilt  be  feene  in  them : 
And  (hall  the  figure  of  Gods  maieftie, 
His  captaine,  (leward,  deputie,  deft, 
Annointed,  crowned  §,  planted  many  yeares, 
.  Be  iudg'd  bjfubietl  #*  and  inferior  breath, 
And  he  himfelfe  not  prefent  ?  oh forfend  ff  it  God, 
That  in  a  chriftian  climate  foules  refinde, 

•  •/  that  nam*  tbtfiurtb.      \  Utrotn.      J  majj.      +  Ged  tb*t.      |/f/i  wt. 
§  enrwn'd  and.        •,•  Jubjt&u        \\  fvb'td. 
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Should  (hew  fo  hainous  blacke  obfcene  a  deede. 
I  fpeake  tofubietts,  and  a  fubielt  fpeakes, 
Stird  Tp  by  God  *  thus  boldly  for  his  king. 
My  lord  of  Hereford  here  whom  you  call  king, 
Is  a  foule  traitor  to  proud  Herefords  king. 
And  if  you  crowne  him,  let  me  prophefie, 
The  blood  of  EngKJb  (hall  manure  the  ground, 
And  future  ages  groane  for  his  foule  aft, 
Peace  (hall  goe  fleepe  with  Turkes  and  infidels, 
And  in  this  feate  of  peace,  tumultuous  wars 
Shall  kin  with  kin,  and  kind  with  kind  confound : 
Diforder,  horror,  feare  and  mutinie, 
Shall  heere  inhabit,  and  this  land  be  cald 
The  field  of  Golgotha,  and  dead  mens  fkuls. 
Oh  if  you  raife  \  this  houfe  againft  his  %  houfe, 
•It  will  the  wofulleft  diuifion  prooue, 
That  euer  fellvpon  this  cur  fed  earth  : 
Preuent  it,  refill  it,  and  let  it  not  be  fo, 
Leaf!  child,  childs  children  crie  againft  you  woe. 

North.  Well  haue  you  argued  fir,  and  for  your  paines, 
Of  capitall  treafon,  we  arreft  you  here : 
My  lord  of  fPe/lmin/ler,  be  it  your  charge, 
To  keepe  him  fafely  till  his  day  of  triall.        , 
|  May  it  pleafe  you  lords  9  to graunt  the  common\fuite% 
Fetch  hither  Richard,  that  in  common  view 
He  may  furrender •,  fo  we  Jhall proceed  without  fufpition. 

Torke.  I  will  be  his  conduft. 

Bui*  Lord*,  you  that  are  here,  are  vnder  our  arreft 9 
Procure  your fureties  for  your  dales  qfanfwere ; 
Little  are  we  beholding  to  your  loue. 
And  little  lookefor  at  your  helping  hands. 

•  Heaven.       Inert.       %  this.       |  Thefe  lines  in  Jtalicks  were  ail  added 
fince  the  edition  in  1 598.        §  commons, 

A  a  3  Enter 
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TSB    f  RAOEDl*  6* 
Enter  king  Richard. 

Rich.'  Alacke  why  amlfentfor  to  a  king, 
Before  I  hauejbooke  off  the  regallf  bought* 
Wherewith  Iraigndi  Ihatilieyet  haue  learnt 
To  infinuate,  flatter,  bow,  and  bend  my  limbes  *  ? 
Giueforrow  leaue  a  while  to  tutor  me  f  to  this  fubmijfion  : 
Tet  I  well  remember  thefauours  of  thefe  men, 
Were  they  not  mine  ?  did  they  not  fometimes  crieal  haile 
Tome?  fo  Iudas  did  to  Chrift ;  but  he  in  twelue, 
Found  truth  in  all  but  one ;  I  in  twelue  thou/arid  none  •• 
Codfaue  the  king,  will  no  man  fay  amen : 
Am  I  both  prieft  and  clarke ;  well  then,  Amen. 
Codfaue  the  king,  although  I  be  not  hee, 
And  yet  amen,  ifheaueh  do  thinks  him  mee  : 
To  do  what  feruice  am  1  fentfor  hither : 

Torke.  To  do  that  office  of  thine  owne  good  will, 
Which  tired  maieftie  did  make  thee  offer ; 
The  refignation  of  thyjlate  and  crowne 
To  Harry  Bullingbrooke. 

Rich.  Seaze  the  crowne  %. 
Heere  coofin,  on  this  fide  my  hand,  and  on  that  fide  yours  J : 
Now  is  this  golden  crowne  like  a  deepe  well, 
That  owes  two  buckets  filling  one  an  other, 
The  emptier  euer  dauncing  in  the  ay  re, 
The  other  downe  vnfeene,  and  full  of  water : 
That  bucket  downe,  and  full  of  teares,  am  I, 
Drinking  my  grief  e,  whilft  you  mount  vp  on  high. 

Bui.  /thought  you  had  been  willing  to  refxgne  t 

Ric.  My  crowne  I  am,  but  Jlill  my  grief  es  are  mine  : 
You  may  my  glories  and  myftate  depofe, 
But  not  my  grief  es,  Jlill  am  Iking  ofthofe. 

Bnl.  Part  of  your  cares  you  gins  me  withyottt  crown* 

•  knee. '       f  to  returnt.        J  Give  met  be  crcrwn  here  cmtjk*         ||  thine. 

Rich. 
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Rich.  Tour  cares  Jet  vp,  do  not  plucke  my  cares  tfownz 
My  care  is  lojfe  of  care,  by  old  care  done, 
Tour  care  is  gaine  of  care  by  new  care  won : 
The  cares  Igiue,  Ihaue,  though  giuen  away, 
They  tend  the  crownef  yet  fill  with  me  theyjlay. 

Bui.  Are  you  contented  to  refigne  the  crowne  ? 

Rich.  I,  no  no  I;  for,  Jmujl  nothing  bee, 
Therefore  no  no,  for  1  refigne  to  thee, 
Now  marke  me  bow  I  will  vndoe  myfelfe: 
Igiue  this  heauie  waigbtfrom  off  my  head, 
And  this  vnweildie  fcepter from  my  hand, 
The  pride  of kingly fway from  out  my  heart*. 
With  mine  owne  teares  I  wafb  away  my  balme  *, 
With  mine  owne  hands  Igiue  away  my  crowne, 
With  mine  owne  tongue  denie  my  f acred  ft  ate, 
With  mine  owne  breath  releafeaU  duties  rites  f , 
Atlpompe  andmaieftie  I  doe  forfweare, 
My  mannors,  rents,  reuenewes  Iforgoe, 
My  aftes,  decrees,  andfiatutes  I  denie . 
Cod  pardon  alloathes  that  are  broke  to  me, 
Codkeepe  all  vowes  vnbroke  that  fweare  %  to  thee : 
Make  me  that  nothing  have,  with  nothing  grieud, 
And  thou  with  allpleafd,  that  haft  all  atchieud: 
Long  mayfi  thou  Hue  in  Richards^**  to  fit, 
Andfoone  lie  Richard  in  an  earthly  pit : 
Codfaue  king  Harry  vnkingd  Richardy&i*/, 
And  fend  him  many  yeeres  offun-fbinc  dales. 
What  more  remaines  ? 

North.  No  more,  but  that  you  read 
Thefe  accusations,  and  thefe  grieuous  crimes, 
Committed  by  your  perfon,  and  your  followers, 
4gainft  the  fate  and  profite  of  this  land ; 

*  bUmu        \  d*mm  #be9        J  gre  made. 

Aa4  That. 
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That  by  conf effing  them,  thefoules  of  men 
May  deeme  that  you  are  worthily  depofde. 

Rich.  Muft  Idoefo  ?  and  muft  I  rauell  out 
My  weaudvp  folly  *  gentle  Northumberland  ? 
If  thy  offences  were  vpon  record, 
Would  it  not  fbame  thee  info  f aire  a  troope, 
To  read  a  letlure  of  them,  ifthouwouU/h, 
There  fhouldft  thoujind  one  hainous  article, 
Containing  the  depqfing  of  a  king. 
And  cracking  theftrong  warrant  of  an  oath, 
Markt  with  a  blot,  damd  in  the  boohe  ofheauen : 
N^y  ||  of  you  that  ftand  and  looke  vpon, 
JVbilft  that  my  wretthedneffe  doth  bate  f  myfelfe\ 
Though  fome  of  you  (with  Pilate^  wafh  your  hands, 
Shewing  an  outward pittie,  yet  you  Pilates, 
Jfaue  heere  deliuered  me  to  myfowre  croffe, 
Andwater  cannot  wafb  away  your  finne. 

North.  My  lord  difpatch,  read  ore  thefe  articles. 

Rich.  Mine  eyes  are  full  of  teares,  I  cannot  fee; 
And  yet  fait  water  blinds  them  not  fo  much, 
But  they  can  fee  afort  of  traitors  here: 
Nay,  if  I  turne  mine  eies  vpon  my felfe, 
1  find  "my  f elf e  a  traitor  with  the  reft  ; 
For  Ihavegiuen  here  myfoules  confent 
To  vnlccke  the  pompous  body  of  a  king ; 
Madeglorie  bafe,  and  foueraigntie  J  ajlaue ; 
Proud  maiejlii  afubiecl,  Jlate  a  peafant. 

Ncrth.  My  lord. 

Rich.  No  lord  of  thine,  thou  haught  infulting  man, 
Nor  n,  mans  lord ;  Ihaue  no  name,  no  title, 
No  nti  that  name  was  giuen  me  at  the  font, 
But  tis  vfurpt ;  alacke  the  heauie  day 
That  I  hauewornefo  many  winters  out, 

•folTm.  life;  a.'/.  tb*.  \  *  fever *iZf*. 
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And  know  not  now,  whaf  name  to  coO  my  fetfe, 
0  that  I  were  a  mockerie  king  of '/now, 
Standing  before  the  fume  of  Bullingbrooke, 
To  melt  myfetfe  away  in  water  drops. 
Good  king,  gr&tkingi  and  yet  not  greatly  good;  ' 
And  if  my  name  beftarling,  yet  in  England 
Let  it  command  a  mirrouf  hither  fir aite 
That  it  mayfhew  me  what  a  face  Ihaue, 
Since  it  is  banckrout  of  his  maieJHe. 

Bui.  Go  form  of  you  and  fetch  a  looking-glaj/i. 

North.  Read  ore  this  paper  while  the  glajfe  doth  come. 

Rich.  Fiend,  thou  torments  me  ere  I  come  to  hell. 

Bid.  Vrge  it  no  more,  my  fori  Northumberland. 

North.  The  commons  will  not  then  be  fatisfied. 

Rich.  They  fball  be  fatisfied,  He  read  enough, 
When  I  doe  fee  the  very  booke  indeed. 
Where  all  myjinnes  are  writ,  and  that's  myfelfe,  * 
'  Giuc  me  the  glafle  f  «  no  deeper  wrinkles  yet  ? 
Hathforrowfirokefo  many  blowes  vpon  this 
Face  of  mine,  and  made  no  deeper  wounds  f 
Oh  flattering  glaffe,  like  to  my  followers  inprofperitiel 
Was  this  the  face  that  euery  day  vnder  his 
Houfbold  rorfe  didkeepe  ten  thoufandmen? 
Was  this  the  face  that  faaftfo  many  follies, 
And  was  at  loft  outfaqft  by  Bullingbrooke  I 
A  brittle  gloriefhineth  in  this  face, 
As  brittle  as  theglorie  is  the  face, 
For  there  it  is  crackt  in  a  hundred  fhiuers  : 
Marke  filent  king  the  moral!  of  tUsfpor, 
Howfoone  myfbrrow  hath  deftroyd  my  face. 

Bui.  The  fbadow  rfyourforrow  hath  deftroyd 
Thefbadow  of  your  face. 

0  MMttr  on  vntb  a  glajfe.         •fGhre  me  that  glafi  and  thtrm  will  rudt. 

Rich. 
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JP/rA.  Say  that  agaim?  tbejbadowofmyforrow, 
Ha  lets  fee:  tis  very  true,  my  grief* 
lies  all  within,  andtbefe  external!  manners 
Of  laments  aremeerelyjbadowes  to  the  vttfcene. 
Criefe  thatfvelU  withfdence  in  the  tarturedjouk :  * 
And  I  thank  thee  king  that  not  onely  giueft 
Me  caufe  to  waile,  but  teacheft  me  the  way 
How  to  lament  the  caufe :  Ik  begge  one  boone, 
And  then  be  gone,  and  trouble  you  no  more.  || 

Bull.  Name  it  f aire  coofin. 

Rich.  Faire  coofe,  why  $  ?  Iamgredter  then  a  king* 
For  when  I  was  a  king,  my  flatterers  were  then  but**  JuhieSs 
Being  now  aJubieQ,  I  haue  a  ting  heere 
Tony  flatterer;  being  fi  great,  I  haue  no  need  to  beg. 

Bui.  Yet  a/he. 

Rich.  Andjhall  I  haue  it  ft  ? 

Bui.  TwfbqU. 

Rich.  Why  ||||  then  giue  me  leaut  to  goe. 

Bui  Whither? 

Ric.  Whither  you  will,  fo  I  were  from  your  flghts* 

Bui.  Goe  feme  cf you  conuay  him  to  the  tower* 

Rich.  0  good  conuay,  conuayers  are  you  all, 
That  rife  thus  nimbly  by  a  true  kings  fall. 

§§  Bui.  On  Wednefday  next  we  folemnelyfet  drtvnc, 
Our  coronation*,  lords  prepare yourfchtes. 

Exeunt.    Manet  Weft.  Carleill,  Aumerie. 

Abbot.  A  wtefull  pageant  haue  we  heere  beheld. 
Car.  The  woe's  to  come ;  the  children  yet  vnborne, 
Shall  feele  this  day  as  fliarpe  to  them  as  thorne. 

•  There  tin  the  fitbfla/icf,  and 1 thank  tbtt  king  for  thy  put  bounty,  that,  Ice. 
fourth  edition.  U  Shall  I  obtain*  it  f        .   \CofimIam.  ••  •sj. 

ff  it  omitted.  .  ||  Wby  omitted.  §§  Let  it  befo,  and  he*  Wcdnefday 
tujet,  rVefikmlyprulalme  ear  conaatien,    Lerds  be  ready  all.    Fkft  Edition  • 
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Awn.  You  holy  clergiemen,  is  there  no  plot, 
To  rid  the  realrae  of  this  pernitious  blot  ? 

Abbot •  *  Before  I  freely  fpeake  my  mind  heeftiti, 
You  fhall  not  onely  take  the  facramenf 
To  bury  mine  intent,  but  alfo  to  effeft 
What  euer  I  (hall  happen  to  deuife : 
I  fee  your  browes  are  full  of  difcontent, 
Your  heart  of  foirow,  and  your  eies  of  teares  t. 
Come  home  with  me  to  fupper,  He  lay  a  plot, 
Shall  (hew  vs  all  a  merry  day.  Exeunt.  \ 

Enter  queene,  with  her  attendants  J. 

Queene.  This  way  the  king  will  come,  this  is  the  way 
To  Iulius  Cafars  ill  erefted  tower. 
To  whofe  flint  bofome  my  condemned  lord 
Is  doomde  a  prifoner  by  proud  Bullingbrooke. 
Heere  let  vs  reft,  if  this  rebellious  earth 
Haue  any  refling  for  her  true  kings  queene. 

Enter  Richard.  [ 

Bat  (oft,  but  fee,  or  rather,  do  not  fee, 
My  faire  rofe  wither  s  yet  looke  vp,  behold, 
That  you  in  pittie  may  diflblne  to  deaw, 
And  wafh  him  fre(h  againe  with  true  bue  teares. 
Ah  thou  the  modell  where  old  Troy  did  ftand  ! 
Thou  mappe  of  honour,  thou  king  Richards  toombe : 
And  not  king  Richard:  thou  moft  beauteous  inne, 
Why  (hould  hard  fauourd  griefe  be  lodged  in  thee, 
When  triumph  is  become  an  alehoufe  gueft  ? 

Rich.  Ioyne  not  with  griefe,  faire  woman,  do  not  fo, 
To  make  my  end  too  fadden,  learne  good  foule, 

•  Mfyhrdbtftre,  &c.      f  J£ht  Qahtus.     &**a  Prima.        %andladla. 
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To  thinke  our  former  (late  a  happy  dreame, 
>  From  which  awakt,  the  truth  of  what  we  are, 
Shewes  vs  but  this  J  I  am  fworne  (brother  fweete) 
To  grimme  neceffitie,  and  he  and  I 
Will  keepe  a  league  till  death,  >  Hie  *  thee  to  France, 
And  cloyfter  thee  in  fome  religious  houfe : 
Our  holy  lines  muft  wiene  a  new  worlds  crowne, 
Which  our  prophane  houres  here,  haue  thrown  +  downe. 

Queene.  What  is  my  Richard  both  in  (hape  and  mind, 
Traasformd  and  weakned  ?  hath  Bullingbrooke 
Depofd  thine  intellcft  ?  hath  he  been  in  thy  heart  ? 
The  lyon  dying  thrufteth  foorth  his. paw, 
And  wounds  the  earth,  if  nothing  elfe,  with  rage, 
To  be  o'repowerd ;  and  wilt  thou  pupil-like 
Take  thy  correction,  mildly  kifle  the  rodde, 
And  fawne  on  rage  with  bace  humilitie, 
Which  art  a  lyon,  and  a  king  of  beafts? 

King.  A  king  of  beafts  indeed,  if  aught  but  beafts  \ 
I  had  been  ftill  a  hapj>y  king  of  men. 
Good  (fometime  queene)  prepare  thee  hence  for  France, 
Thinke  I  am  dead,  and  that  euen  heere  thou  takeft 
As  from  my  death  bed  my  laft  liukig  leaue. 
In  winters  tedious  nights  %  fit  by  the  fire 
With  good  old  folkes,  and  let  them  tell  thee  tales 
Of  woefull  ages  long  agoe  betide, 
And  ere  thou  bid  good  ||  to  quite  their  griefe, 
Tell  thou  the  lamentable  tale  §  of  me, 
And  fend  the  hearers  weeping  to  their  beds : 
For  why,  the  fencelefle  brands  wiWfimpathy  ** 
The  heauy  accent  of  thy  ff  moouing  tongue, 
And  in  compailion  weepe  the  fire  out ; 
And  fome  will  mourne  in  afhes,  fome  cole  blacke, 
For  the  depofing  of  a  rightfull  king. 

•  BJgb.    \firUkiM.  \btaf.  Xnlgbi.  \g»imgbt.  §/«&  +*Jmp*l*ff.  ft  «T- 
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Enter  Northumberland, 

North.  My  lord,  the  mind  of  Bullingbrooke  is  changd, 
Tou  muft  to  Pomfret,  not  veto  the  tower. 
And  madam,  there  is  order  tane  for  you, 
With  all  fwift  fpeed  you  muft  away  to  France. 

King.  Northumberland,  thou  ladder  wherewithal! 
The  mounting  Bullingbrooke  afcends  my  throne.  ' 

The  time  (hall  not  be  many  houres  of  age 
More  then  it  is,  ere  foule  finne  gathering  head, 
Shall  breake  into  corruption,  thou  (halt  thinfce, 
Though  he  deuidc  the  realpae,  and  giue  thee  halfe, 
It  is  too  little,  helping  him  to  all :  ^ 

He  (hall  thinke,  that  thou  which  knowft  the  way  \ 

To  plant  vnrightfull  kings,  will  know  againe, 
Bedng  n$re  (b  little  vrgd  another  way, 

To  plucke  him  headlong  from  the  vfurped  throne, 

The  loue  of  wicked  men  *  conuerts  to  feare, 

That  feare,  to  hate ;  and  hate  turnes  one  or  both 

To  worthy  danger  and  deferued  death. 

North.  My  guilt  be  tin  my  head,  and  there  an  end : 

Take  leaue  and  part,  for  you  muft  part  foorthwith. 
King.  Doubly  diuorc't  (bad  men)  you  violate 

A  twofold  manage,  betwixt  f  my  crowne  and  me, 

And  then  betwixt  me,  and  my  married  wife. 

Let  me  vnkifle  the  oath  betwixt  thee  and  me: 

And  yet  not  fo,  for  with  a  kifle  t'was  made, 

Part  vs  Northumberland,  I  towards  the  north, 

Where  (hiuering  cold  and  (ickenefle  pines  the  dime: 

My  wife  to  France,  from  whence  fet  foorth  in  pompe. 

She  came  adorned  hither,  like  fweete  May, 

Sent  backe  like  Hollowmas,  or  fhortft  of  day, 
§>ue.  And  muft  we  be  deuided  ?  muft  we  part  ? 
King*  I,  hand  from  hand  (my  loue)  and  heart  from  hwt 

•  jfricndi,  f  twifit. 

Queen. 
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Queen.  Banifh  vs  both,  and  fend  the  king  with  me. 

King.  That  were  fame  lone,  butlktle  palicie. 

.?*wb.  Then  whither  he  goes,  thither  let  me  goe. 

AT*7i£.  So  two  togither  weeping,  make  ope  woes 
Weepe  for  *  me  in  Franc*,  I  for  thee  here, 
Better  fame  off  then  *xeere  be  nw*  f  theneere: 
Goe  count  thy  way  with  fighes,  I  nunc  with  groaac*. 

Queen.  Solongeft  way  flull  haue  thelongeftttoanes. 

King.  T wife  for  ooe  ftep  lie  grone,  the  way  being  fhort, 
And  peece  the  way  oat  with  a  heauie  heart. 
Come,  come,  in  wooing  forrow  lets  be  Jbriefe, 
Since  wedding  it,  there  is  fuch  length  in  grkfe : 
One  kifle  ftiall  ftoppe  our  mouthes,  and  doubly  part. 
Thus  giue  I  mine,  and  thus  take  I  thy  heart. 

Queen.  Giue  me  my  owne  againe,  twere  no  good  part. 
To  take  on  me  to  keepe,  and  lull  thy  heart. 
So  now  I  haue  mine  owne  againe,  be  gone, 
That  I  may  ftriue  to  kill  it  with  a  groane. 

King .  We  make  woe  wanton  with  this  fond  delay* 
Once  more  adew,  the  reft  let  forrow  (ay.  Exeunt,  t 

Enter  duke  of  Yorbe  and  the  datckeft. 

Dut.  My  lord,  you  told  me  you  would  tell  the  reft, 
When  weeping  made  you  breake  thejlory  ( 
Of  our  two  coofins  comming  into  London* 

Yorke.  Wheredid  1  leaue  ? 

Bute.  At  that  fad  ftop  my  lord, 
Where  rude  mifgouernd  hands  from  windowes  tops, 
Threw  duft  aod  rubbifli  on  king  Rithardr  head. 

Torke.  Then  (as  I  faid)  the  duke  great  BuBingbro**, 
Mounted  vpon  a  hote  and  fierie  fleede, 
Which  his  afpiring  rider  feemd  to  know 
With  flow,  but  ftately  pace  kept  on  his  courfe, 
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While  all  tongues  cride,  God  hvtc  the  *  Bul/ingtrroob, 
You  would  haue  thought  the  very  windowes  fpake : 
So  many  greedy  lookes  of  young  and  old, 
Through  cafements  darted  their  defiring  eyes 
Vpon  his  vifage,  and  that  all  the  walks, 
With  painted  imagery  had  feyd  at  once, 
He/a  preferuc  the*  welcome  Buffingbrooke,  * 
Whilft  he  from  the  one  fide  to  the  other  turning 
Bare-headed,  lower  then  his  proud  fteeds  necke 
Befpake  them  thus,  I  thanke  you  countrymen : 
And  thus  (till  doing,  thus  he  pall  along. 

Du.  Alacke  poore  Richard,  where  rides  he  the  whilft  ? 

Yarte.  As  in  a  theater  the  eyes  of  men, 
After  a  well  graced  altar  leaues  the  ftage, 
Are  idlely  bent  on  him  that  enters  next, 
Thinking  his  prattle  to  be  tedious : 
Euen  fo,  or  with  much  more  contempt  mens  eyes 
Did  fcoule  on  gentle  f  Richard,  no  man  cried  God  faue  him  t 
No  ioyfaU  tongue  gaue  him  his  welcome  home, 
But  duft  was  throwne  vpon  his  facred  head  ; 
Which  with  fuch  gentle  forrow  he  fhooke  off, 
His  face  ftill  combating  with  teares  and  fmiles, 
The  badges  of  his  griefe  and  patience  5 
That  had  not  God  for  fome  ftrong  purpofe  fteeld 
The  hearts  of  men,  they  mult  perforce  haue  melted, 
And  barbarifme  it  felfe  Jiaue  pittied  him  : 
But  heauen  hath  a  hand  in  thefe  euents, 
To  whofe  high  will  we  bound  our  calme  contents, 
To  Bullingbrooke  are  we  fworne  fubieft  now, 
Whofe  ftate  and  honour  I  for  aye  allow. 

Dut.  Heg?  comes  my  fonne  AumerU, 


+  ?b**  \  guttle  embtM* 
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Enter  Aum. 

torke.  Aumerle 'that  was, 
But  that  is  loft,  for  being  Richards  friend  i 
And  madam,  you  ihuft  call  him  Rutland  now : 
I  am  in  parliament  pledge  for  his  trueth 
And  lafting  fealtifc  to  the  new  made  king. 

Dut.  Welcome  my  fonne,  who  art  *  the  violets  now, 
That  ftrew  the  greene  lappe  of  the  new-come  fpring. 

Aum.  Madam  I  know  not  nor  I  greatly  care  not, 
God  knowes  I  had  as  liefe  be  none  as  one. 

Torke.  Well,  beare  you  ttell  in  this  new  fpring  of  time, 
Leaft  you  be  cropt  before  you  come  to  prime. 
What  newes  from  Oxford?  do  thefe  iujis  and  triumphs  ho!d\  ? ' 

Aum.  For  aught  I  know  (my  lord)  they  do. 

Torke.  You  will  be  there  I  know. 

Awn.  If  God  preuent  not  I  purpofe  fo. 

Torke.  What  feate  is  that  that  hangs  without  thy  bofome 
Yea,  lookft  thou  pale  ?  let  mee  fee  the  writting. 

Auw.  My  lord  tis  nothing. 

Torke.  No  matter  then  who  fee  %  it, 
I  will  be  fatisfied,  let  me  fee  the  writting. 

Aum.  I  do  tefeech  your  grace  to  partlon  me, 
It  is  a  matter  of  fmall  confequence, 
Which  for  fome  reafons  I  would  nothaue  feene. 

Torke.  Which  for  fome  reafons  (fir)  I  meane  to  fee. 
I  feare,  I  feare. 

Dut .  What  ftiould  you  feare  ? 
Tis  nothing  but  fome  band  that  he  is  entred  into 
For  gay  apparrel  againft  the  triumph. 

Torke.  Bound  to  himfelfe,  what  doth  he  with  b  bond 
That  he  is  bound  to  ?  wife,  thou  art  ||  a  foole; 
Boy,  let  me  fee  the  writting. 

•  «r#.         f  hrfd  tbffi  tufts  *nd  triuntfbf.        J  fees.         Q  j$m  mrt. 

x  Aunu 
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Aum.  I  do  befeech  you  pardoa  me,  1  may  not  (hevr  it. 

Torke.  I  will  be  faxisfied ;  let  me  fee  it,  I  fay : 

He  pluckes  it  out  of  bis  bofome,  and  reads  iti 
Treafon,  foule  treafon :  villaine,  traytor,  flaue. 

Dut.  What  is  the  matter,  my  lord  ? 

Tori*.  Ho,  who  is  within  there  ?  faddle  my  horfe : 

Cod  #  for  his  mercy !  what  trechery  is  hcere  ? 

Du.  Why,  what  Is  it  my  lord  ? 

Torke.  Giue  me  my  bootes  I  fay,  fadle  my  horfe, 
Now  by  mine  honour,  my  life,  my  troth, 
I  will  appeach  the  villaine. 

Du.  What  is  the  matter? 

Torke.  Peace  folifli  woman. 

Dutc.  I  will  not  peace,  what  is  the  matter  AumerU  f  f 

Aum.  Good  mother  be  content,  it  is  no  more 
Then  my  poore  life  muft  anfwere. 

Dutch.  Thy  life  anfwere  ? 

Torke.  Bring  me  my  bootes,  I  will  vnto  the  king. 

His  man  enters  with  his  bootes  J. 

Du.  Strike  him  Aumerle,  poore  boy  thou  art  amazd, 
Hence  villaine  neuer  store  come  in  my  fight. 

Torke.  Giue  me  my  bootes  I  fay. 

Du.  Why  Torke,  what  wilt  thou  do  ? 
Wilt  not  thou  hide  the  trefpafle  of  thine  owne  ? 
Haue  we  more  fonnes  ?  or  are  we  like  to  haue  ? 
Is  not  my  teeming  date  drunke  vp  with  time  ? 
And  wilt  thou  plucke  my  faire  fonne  from  mine  agef 
And  robbe  me  of  a  happie  mothers  name  ? 
Is  he  not  like  thee  ?  is  he  not  thine  owne  ? 

Torke.  Thou  fond  mad  woman, 
Wilt  thou  conceale  this  darke  confpiracie  ? 

•  HtavfM.        \Jvn  t        \  Enter  Jervant  with  hts. 

Vol.  II.  B  b  A  doozen 
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A  doozen  of  them  heere,  haue  tane  the  facrament, 
And  interchangeably  fet  downe  their  hands, 
To  kill  the  king  at  Oxford. 

Du.  He  (hall  be  none,  weele  keepe  him  heere, 
Then  what  is  that  to  him  ? 

Tor.  Away  fond  woman,  were  he  twenty  times  my  fon» 
I  would  appcach  him. 

Du.  Hadft  thou  groand  for  him  as  I  haue  done, 
Thou  wouldft  be  more  pittifull : 
But  now  I  know  thy  mind,  thou  doft  fufpeft 
That  I  haue  beene  difloyall  to  thy  bed, 
And  that  he  is  a  baftard,  not  thy  fonne : 
Sweete  Torke,  fweete  hufband  be  not  of  that  mind, 
He  is  as  like  thee  as  a  man  may  be, 
Not  like  me  or  any  of  my  kinne, 
And  yet  I  loue  him. 

Torke.  Make  way  vnruly  woman.  Exit. 

Du.  After  Aumerle:  mount  thee  vpon  his  horfe, 
Spur,  poft,  and  get  before  him  to  the  king, 
And  beg  thy  pardon  ere  he  do  accufe  thee, 
He  not  be  long  behind,  though  I  be  old, 
I  doubt  not  but  to  ride  as  feft  as  Torke, 
And  neuer  will  I  rife  vp  from  the  ground, 
Till  Bullingbrooke  haue  pardoned  thee,  away,  be  gone,  * 

•f  Enter  the  king  with  his  nobles.  § 

King  H.  Can  no  man  tell  me  %  of  my  vnthriftie  fonne  ? 
Tis  full  three  months  fmce  I  did  fee  him  lad ; 
If  any  plague  hang  ouer  vs,  tis  hee; 
I  would  to  God  N  my  lords,  he  might  be  found : 
Inquire  at  London,  mongft  the  tauernes  there, 
For  there  they  fay,  he  dayly  doth  frequent, 

*  Exeunt*        f  Seeena  Tertia.        §  Enter  Bullingbrooke,  Percy,  eniubcr  hrdu 
f  me  omitted.         D  Heaven, 

With 
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With  vnreftrained  loofe  companions, 

Eucn  fuch  (they  fay)  as  ftand  in  narrow  lanes, 

And  beate  *  our  watch,  and  robbe  f  our  paflcngers, 

Which  he  yong  wanton  and  effeminate  boy, 

Takes  on  the  point  of  honor  to  fupport  fo  diflblute  a  crew 

H.  Per.  My  lord,  fome  two  daies  fince  I  faW  che  prince 
And  told  him  of  thcfe  %  triumphs  held  at  Oxford. 

King.  And  what  find  the  gallant  ? 

Percie.  His  anfwere  was,  he  would  to  the  ftewes, 
And  from  the  coramoneft  creature  plucke  a  gloue, 
And  weare  it  as  a  fauour,  and  with  that 
He  would  vnhorfe  the  luftieft  challenger. 

King  H.  As  diflblute  as  defpcrate,  yet  through  both 
I  fee  fome  Jparkks  ||  of  better  hope,  which  elder  yeares  § 
May  happily  bring  forth.     But  who  comes  heere  ? 

Enter  Aumerle  amazed  *•*. 

Aum.  Where  is  the  king  ? 

King  H.  What  meanes  our  ft  coofin  that  he  flares  and 
looks  fo  wildly  ? 

Aum.  God  faue  your  grace;  I  do  befcech  your  maiefty, 
To  haue  fome  conference  with  your  grace  alone. 

King.  Withdraw  you:  fclucs,  and  leaue  vs  here  alone: 
What  is  the  matter  with  our  coofin  now  ? 

Aum.  For  euer  may  my  knees  grow  to  the  earth, 
My  tongue  cleaue  to  my  roofe  within  my  mouth, 
Vnlefle  a  pardon  ere  I  rife  or  fpe.ike. 

King.  Intended,  or  committed,  was  this  fault  ? 
If  on  the  firft,  how  hainous  ere  it  be, 
To  winne  thy  after  loue,  I  pardon  thee. 

Aum.  Then  giue  me  leaue  that  I  may  turne  the  key, 
That  no  man  enter  till  my  %\  t?-le  be  done. 

•  robbt,         -\btat.         J  tit  ft.         |j  fparh.         §  days.         **  emaxed  omi  ted. 
1t»jr."        Hth:. 

Bb  2  King. 
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King.  Haue  thy  defire. 

The  duke  of  Yorke  knocks  at  the  doore  and  cryeth. 

Yorke   My  liege  beware,  looke  to  thy  felfe, 
Thou  haft  a  traitor  in  thy  prefencc- there. 
King.  Villaine,  He  make  thee  fafe. 
Au   Stay  thy  reuengefull  hand,  thou  haft  no  caufe  to  feare 
Torke   Open  the  doore,  fecure  foole,  hardy  king : 
Shall  I  for  loue  fpeake  treafon  to  thy  face  ? 
Open  the  doore,  or  I  will  breake  it  open.  * 

King.  What  is  the  matter  vnckle,  fpeake,  recouer  breatb, 
Tell  vs,  how  neere  is  danger, 
That  we  may  arme  vs  to  encounter  it  ? 

Torke.  Perufe  this  writing  here,  and  thou  (halt  know, 
The  treafon  \  that  my  haft  forbids  me  (how. 

Au.  Remember  as  thou  read'ft,  thy  promife  part, 
I  doe  repent  me,  reade  not  my  name  there, 
My  heart  is  not  confederate  with  my  hand. 

Torke.  It  was  (villaine)  ere  thy  hand  did  fet  it  downe : 
I  tore  it  from  the  traitors  bofome  (king) 
Feare,  and  not  loue,  begets  his  penitence : 
Forget  to  pitty  him,  left  thy  pitty  prooue 
A  ferpent,  that  will  fting  thee  to  thee  heart. 

King.  O  hey  nous,  ftrong,  and  bold  confpiracie ! 
O  loyall  father  of  a  treacherous  fonne  ! 
Thou  (heere  immaculate  and  (iluer  fountaine, 
From  whence  this  ftreame  through  muddie  paflages 
Hath  hald%  his  current,  and  defilde  himfelfe : 
Thy  ouerflow  of  good  conuerts  to  bad, 
And  thy  aboundantgoodnefle  (hallexcufe 
This  deadly  blot  in  thy  digreffing  fonne. 

Torke.  So  (hall  my  vertue,  be  his  vices  baude, 
And  he  (hall  fpend  mine  honor,  with  his  (hame, 

•  Enttr  Yorke.        f  rtafo*.        J  bad,  be!a\ 

'   As 
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As  thriftles  (bones,  their  fcraping  fathers  gold : 
Mine  honour  lines  when  his  difhonour  dies, 
Or  my  fliamde  life  in  his  difhonor  lies : 
Thou  kilft  me  in  his  life  giuing  him  breath. 
The  traitor  Hues,  the  true  man's  put  to  death.  • 

Dutch.  What  ho,  my  liege  for  Gods  \  fake  let  me  in* 

King.  What  flxrill  voyc'd  fuppliant  makes  this  egpr  cry  ? 

Dutc.  A  woman,  and  thy  aunt  (great  king)  tis  I, 
Speake  with  me,  pittie  me,  open  the  doore, 
A  begger  begs,  that  neuer  begd  before. 

King.  Our  fcene  is  altered  from  a  ferious  thing, 
And  now  changde  to  the  beggar  and  the  king: 
My  dangerous  coofin,  let  your  mother  in, 
I  know  (he  is  come,  to  pray  for  your  foule  finne. 

Torke.  If  thou  do  pardon  whofocuer  pray, 
More  finnes  for  this  forgiuenes,  profper  may : 
This  feftred  ioynt  cut  off,  the  reft  reft  %  found, 
This  let  alone,  will  all  the  reft  confound.  | 

Dut.  Oh  king,  beleeue  not  this  hard-harted  man  : 
tone  louing  not  it  felfe,  none  other  can. 

Torke.  Thou  franticke  woman,  what  doft  thou  make  here  ? 
Shall  thy  old  dugs  once  more  a  tray  tor  reare  ? 

Dut.  Sweete  Torke  be  patient ;  heare  me  gentle  liege. 

King  H.  Rife  vp  good  aunt. 

Dut.  Not  yet  I  thee  befeech, 
For  euer  will  I  walke  $  vpon  my  knees, 
And  neuer  fee  day  that  the  happy  fees, 
Till  thou  giue  joy;  vntill  thou  bid  me  ioy, 
By  pardoning  Rutland*  my  tranfgreffing  boy. 

Au.  Vnto  my  mothers  praters  I  bend  my  knee. 

Torke.  Againft  them  both  my  true  ioynts  bended  be, 
•#  III  mayft  thou  thriut  if  thou  graunt  any  grace. 

•  Datcheflc  within,        f  Heavens.        \rtfls.      J  Eater  dutchefle.      §*«**£. 
•t  omitted. 

B  b  3  Dutc. 
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Dutc.  Pleades  he  in  earned  ?  looke  vpon  his  face: 
His  eyes  do  drop  no  teares,  his  prayers  are  in  ieft, 
His  words  do  come  from  his  mouth,  ours  from  our  breafi : 
He  prayes  but  faintly,  and  would  be  denide, 
We  pray  with  heart  and  foule,  and  all  befide : 
His  weary  ioynts  would  gladly  rife  I  know, 
Our  knees  ftill  kneele  till  to  the  ground  they  grow : 
His  prayers  are  full  of  folfe  hypocryiie, 
Ours  of  true  zeale  and  deepe  integritie : 
Our  prayers  doe  out-pray  his,  then  let  them  *  hanc 
That  mercy  which  true  prayer  ought  to  haue. 
King,  Good  aunt  Hand  vp. 
Dutc.  Nay,  doe  not  fay,  (land  vp; 
Say  f  pardon  firft,  and  afterwards  ftand  vp, 
And  if  I  were  thy  nurfe  thy  tongue  to  teach, 
Pardon  (hould  be  the  firft  word  of  thy  fpeach : 
I  neuer  longd  to  heare  a  word  till  now, 
Say  pardon  king,  let  pinie  teach  the  how  : 
The  word  is  fhort,  but  not  fo  ftiort  as  fwecte ; 
No  word  like  pardon  for  kings  mouthes  fo  meete. 
Yorke.  Speake  it  in  French,  king  fay,  Pardonne  moy. 
Dutc.  Doft  thou  teach  pardon  ?  pardon  to  deftroy : 
Ah  my  fowre  hulband,  my  hard  hearted  lord ! 
'  That  fets  the  word  it  felie  againft  the  w  rd ; 
Speake  pardon  as  tis  currant  in  our  land, 
The  chopping  French  we  do  not  vnderftand : 
Thine  eye  begins  to  fpeake,  fet  thy  tongue  there, 
Or  in  thy  piteous  heart,  plant  thou  thine  eare, 
That  hearing  how  our  %  plaints  and  prayers  doe  pierce, 
Pittie  may  mooue  thee  pardon  to  rehearfe. 
King  H.  Good  aunt  ftand  vp. 
Dutch.  I  doe  not  fue  to  ftand ; 
Pardon  is  all  the  fute  I  haue  in  hand* 

•A/m.  J  But*  %jourm 
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King.  I  pardon  him  as  God  (hall  pardon  me. 

Dutc.  O  happy  vantage  of  a  kneeling  knee. 
Yet  am  I  ficke  for  fcare,  fpeake  it  againe  ; 
Twice  faying  pardon,  doth  not  pardon  twaine, 
Bat  makes  one  pardon  ftrong. 

King.  I  pardon  him  with  all  my  heart. 

Dutch.  A  God  on  earth  thou  art. 

King.  But  for  our  truftie  brother  in  law  and  *  the  abbot, 
With  all  the  reft  of  that  conforted  crew, 
Definition  ftrait  (hall  dog  them  at  the  heeles, 
Good  vnckle,  helpe  to  order  feuerall  powers 
To  Oxford,  or  where  ere  thefe  traitours  are, 
They  (hall  not  iiue  within  this  world  I  fweare, 
But  I  will  haue  them,  if  I  once  know  f  where. 
Vnckle  farewell,  and  coofin  %  adue, 
Your  mother  well  hath  prayed,  and  prooue  you  true. 

Dutc.  Come  my  old  fonne,  I  pray  Cod  ||  make  thee  new. 

Exeunt.  »  Manet  Sir  Pierce  Exton,  ire.  § 

Exton.  Didft  thou  not  marke  the  K  **.  what  words  he  fpake 
Haue  I  no  friend  will  rid  me  of  this  liiiing  feare  ? 
Was  it  not  fo  ? 

Man.  Thefe  ft  were  h'is  v*#y  XX  words. 

Exton.  Haue  I  no  friend  quoth  he  ?  he  fpake  it  twice, 
And  vrgde  it  twice  together,  did  he  not  ? 

Man.  He  did. 

Exton.  And  fpeaking  it,  he  wiftly  lookt  on  me, 
As  who  fhould  fay,  I  would  thou  wert  the  man, 
That  would  diuorce  this  terrour  from  my  heart, 
Meaning  the  king  at  Pomfret.     Come,  lets  go, 
I  am  the  kings  friend,  and  will  rid  his  foe.  .         Exeunt.  [||| 

•and  omitted.  f  kneitr.  Xcofinteo.  fi  Heaven.  %  Enter 

ZlU>n  *nd Servant.     •*  king,     if  Thefe.     JJ  vny  omitted.     ||||  Sc*na$*arta. 
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Enter  Richard  alone. 

Rich.  I  haue  been'  ftudying  how  to  compare 
This  prifon  where  I  line,  vnto  the  world : 
And  for  becaufc  the  world  is  populous, 
And  heere  is  hot  a  creature  but  my  felfe, 
I  can  not  do  it :  yet  He  hammer  it  out : 
My  braine  He  prooue  the  female  to  my  foule ; 
My  foule  the  father,  and  thefe  two  beget 
A  generation  of  ftill-breeding  thoughts ; 
And  thefe  faime  thoughts  people  thi9  little  world, 
In  humours  like  the  people  of  this  world : 
For  no  thought  is  contented :  the  better  fort, 
As  thoughts  of  things  diuiqe  are  intermixt 
With  fcruples,  and  do  fet  the  word  *  is  f  felfe 
Againft  thy  word  $,  as  thus  :  come  little  ones,  and  then  again* 
It  is  as  hard  to  come  as  for  a  cammell 

To  thread  the  fmaU  ||  pofterne  of  a  fmall  needlbs  eye : 

Thoughts  tending  to  ambition  they  doe  plot 

Vnlikelie  wonders :  how  thefe  vaine  weake  nayles 

May  teare  a  paflfage  thorow  the  flinty  ribs 

Of  this  hard  world,  my  ragged  prifon  walles  : 

And  for  they  cannot  die  in  their  owne  pride, 

Thoughts  tending  to  content,  flatter  themfelues, 

That  they  are  not  the  firft  of  fortunes  flaues,  ' 

Nor  (hall  not  be  the  laft,  like  feely  beggars ; 

Who  fitting  in  the  ftockes,  refnuge  §  their  (hame, 

That  many  haue,  and  others  rauft  fit  there, 

And  in  this  thought  they  find  a  kind  of  eafe, 

Bearing  their  owne  misfortunes  on  the  backe 

Of  fuch  as  haue  before  indurde  the  like. 

Thus  play  I  in  one  prifon  many  people, 

And  none  contented ;  fometimes  am  I  a  king, 

*Jaitb*  fit,         %tbtfutb*  \jmdl  omitted.  §  rtfmge 9  rtfxtg. 
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Then  treafons  make  me  wifli  iny  fetfc  a  bcggcr, 
And  fo  I  am :  then  crafting  penurie 
,  Perfwades  me  I  was  better  when  a  king; 

Then  am  I  a  king  *  againe,  and  by  and  by, 

Thioke  that  I  am  vnkiogd  by  BulKngbrooke, 

And  ftraight  am  nothing.    Bat  what  ere  I  be  f , 

Nor  I,  nor  any  man,  that  but  man  is, 

With  nothing,  fliall  be  pleafde,  till  he  be  eafde 

With  being  nothing  muficke  do  I  heare ;  muftcke §laiv. 

Ha,  ha,  keepe  time ;  how  fowre  fweete  muficke  is 

When  time  is  broke,  and  no  proportion  kept, 

So  is  it  in  the  muficke  of  mens  liues : 

And  heere  haue  I  the  damtinefle  of  care  % 

To  cbecke  ||  time  broke  in  difordered  firing: 

But  for  the  concord  of  my  flate  and  time, 

Had  not  an  eare  to  heare  my  true  time  broke : 

I  wafted  time,  and  now  doth  time  wafte  me  r 

For  now  hath  time  made  §  his  numbring  clocke ; 

My  thoughts  are  minutes,  and  with  fighes  they  iane, 

There  watches  on  vnto  **  mine  eyes  the  outward  watch 

Whereto  my  finger  like  a  dials  point, 

Is  pointing  ftill,  in  cleanfing  them  from  teares. 

Now  fir,  the  found  that  tels  what  howre  it  is, 
Are  clamorous  groanes,  which  ftrike  vpon  my  hearty 
Which  is  the  bell :  fo  fighes,  and  teares,  and  groanes, 
Shew  minutes,  times,  and  hour es  ft  •'  but  %%  my  time 
Runnes  polling  on  in  Bullingbrooks  proud  ioy, 
While  I  (land  fooling  heere  his  iacke  of  the  clocke : 
This  muficke  maddes  me,  let  it  found  no  more, 
For  though  it  hath  \\  holp  madde  men  to  their  wits, 
In  me  it  feemes  it  will  make  wife  men  madde. 
Yet  bkfling  on  his  heart  that  giues  it  me, 

•«*V.    ism.    lean.    %be*rt.    $m*dtme.    ••<,,    f| bcttm and tiwm. 
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For  t'is  a  figne  of  lone :  and  lone  to  Richard, 

Is  a  ftrange  brooch  in  this  al-hating  world. 

# 
Enter  agroomc  of  the  ftable  #. 

Croome.  Haile  royall  prince. 

Rich.  Thanks  noble  peere : 
The  cheapeft  of  vs  is  ten  groats  too  deare. 
What  art  thou  ?  and  how  commeft  thou  hither, 
Where  no  man  euer  comes  but  that  fad  dogge, 
That  brings  me  foode  to  make  misfortune  Uue  ? 

Groome.  I  was  a  poore  groomeof  thy  ftable,  king, 
When  thou  wert  king :  who  trauelling  towards  York*, 
With  much  adoe  (at  length)  haue  gotten  leaue 
To  looke  vpon  my  fometimes  royall  maifters  face : 
Oh  how  it  erndmy  heart,  when  I  beheld 
In  London  ftreets  that  coronation  day, 
When  Bidlingbrooke  rode  on  roane  Barbaric, 
That  horfe,  that  thou  io  often  haft  beftride, 
That  horfe,  that  I  fo  carefully  haue  dreft. 
w  Rich.  Rode  he  on  Barbaric,  tell  me  gentle  friend, 
How  went  he  vnder  him  ? 

Croome.  So  proudlie,  as  if  he  f  difdaind  the  ground. 

Rich.  So  proud  that  Buttingbrooke  was  on  his  backe : 
That  iade  hath  eate  bread  from  my  royall  hand  ; 
This  hand  hath  made  him  proud  with  clapping  him : 
Would  he  not  ftumble  ?  would  he  not  fall  downe? 
Since  pride  muft  haue  a  fall,  and  breake  thenecke 
Of  that  proud  man,  that  did  vfurpe  his  backe  ? 
Forgiuenefle  horfe,  why  do  I  rayle  on  thee  ? 
Since  thou  created  to  be  awde  by  man, 
Waft  borne  to  beare,  I  was  not  made  a  horfe, 
And  yet  I  beare  a  burthen  like  an  arte, 
Spurdc,  galdc  %,  and  tyrde  by  iauncing  Bullingbrookc. 

•  omitted.  f  bt  bad.  \  Sfur^gslTd. 
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•  Keeper.  Fellow  giue  places  hccre  is  no  longer  flay. 
Rich.  If  thou  loue  me,  tis  time  thou  wert  away. 
Groo.  What  my  tongue  dares  not,  that  my  heart  fliall  fay. 

Exit  groome. 

Enter  one  to  Richard  with  meat  f. 

Keeper.  My  lord,  wilt  pleafe  you  to  fall  to  ? 

Rich.  Taft  of  it  firft,  as  thou  wert  %  wont  to  do. 

Keeper.  My  lord  I  dare  not,  fir  Pierce  of  Exton, 
Who  lately  came  from  the  king,  commands  the  contrary. 

Rich.  The  diuell  take  Henry  of  Lane  after  and  thee: 
Patience  is  dale,  and  I  am  wearie  of  it. 

Keeper.  Helpe,  helpe,  helpe. 

The  murder  en  rujb  in. 

Rich.  How  now,  what  meanes  death  in  this  rude  aflault  ? 
Villaine  thine  owne  hand  yeilds  thy  deaths  inftrument, 
Goe  thou  and  fill  another  roome  in  hell. 

Here  E&tonjlrikes  him  dov/ne. 

Rich.  That  hand  (hall  burne  in  neuer-quenching  fire, 
That  ftaggers  thus  my  perfon :  Exton,  thy  fierce  hand 
Hath  with  the  kings  blood  flaind  the  kings  owne  land : 
Mount,  mount  my  foule,  thy  feate  is  vp  on  hie, 
Whilft  my  grofle  flefh  finkes  downeward  heere  to  die. 

Exton.  As  full  of  valour,  as  of  royall  blood : 
Both  haue  I  fpild;  oh  would  the  deed  were  good ! 
For  now  the  deuill  that  told  me  I  did  well, 
Sayes  that  this  deed  is  chronicled  in  hell : 
This  dead  king  to  the  lining  king  He  beare, 
Take  hence  the  reft,  and  giue  them  buriall  heere.         Exit.  U 

+  EM€rk*fer*hb*di]k.       f  httptr  vntb  s  &f)*        \*rt*        \$cmn*$l£im. 
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Enter  Bullinghrooke  with  the  duke  ^Yorice.  $ 

King.  Kind  *  vncle  Torke,  the  lateft  newes  wc  heare, 
Is,  that  the  rebels  haue  confumed  with  fire 
Our  tenvne  f  Ciceter  in  Chcefterjbire  : 
But  whether  they  be  tane  or  flaine,  we  heare  not : 
Welcome  my  lord,  what  is  Che  newes  ? 

Enter  Northumberland. 

North.  Firft,  to  thy  facred  ftate  wifli  I  all  happinefle; 
The  next  newes  is,  I  haue  to  London  fent 
The  heads  of  Oxford,  Saluburie,  and  Kent :  J 
The  manner  of  their  taking  may  appeare 
At  large  difcourfed  in  this  paper. heere. 

King.  We  thanke  thee  gentle  Percie  for  thy  paines, 
And  to  thy  worth  will  adde  right  worthy  gaines. 

Enter  lord  Fitzwater. 

Fttz.  My  lord,  I  haue  from  Oxford  fent  to  London, 
The  heads  of  Broccas,  and  fir  Benet  Suly  ; 
Two  of  the  dangerous  conrorted  traytors, 
That  fought  at  Oxford  thy  dire  ouerthrow. 

King.  Thy  paines  Fitz  R  .*  fliall  not  be  forgot, 
Right  noble  is  thy  merit  well  I  wot* 

Enter  Henrie  Percie.  §} 

Per.  The  graund  confpirator  abbot  of  Weflminfier, 
With  dogge  of  confeience  and  fowre  melancholic, 
Hath  yeelded  vp  his  body  to  the  graue ; 
But  here  is  Carleil  ltoing,  to  abide 
Thy  kingly  doome,  and  fentence  of  his  pride. 

§  FUttriJh.    Ettfer  Bullingbrooke,  Yorke  ,  with  other  lords  and  attendantt. 
•  Mhd  omitted.  f  *«■*•/  t  Salitburii,  Spntm,  Mkmt,  W 

Xnt.  1  Fsnswstfr,  $§  and  Carlilc. 

King. 
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King.  Carleil,  this  is  your  doome, 
Choofe  out  fome  fecret  place,  fome  reuerend  roome 
More  then  thou  haft,  and  with  it  ioy  thy  life  », 
So  as  thou  liu'ft  in  peace,  die  free  from  ftrife: 
For  though  mine  enemie  thou  haft  euer  been, 
High  fparkes  of  honour  in  thee  haue  I  f  feene. 

Enter  Exton  with  the  coffin. 

Extort.  Great  king,  within  this  coffin  I  prefent 
Thy  buried  feare  :  heerein  all  breathlefle  lies 
The  mightieft  of  thy  greatcft  enemies, 
Richard  of  Burdeaux,  by  me  hither  brought. 

King.  Exton,  I  thanke  thee  not,  for  thou  haft  wrought 
A  deede  of  (laughter  with  thy  Fatall  hand, 
Vpon  my  head,  and  all  this  famous  land. 

Exton.  From  your  owne  mouth  (my  lo  %.)  did  1  this  deed 

King.  They  loue  not  poyfon,  that  do  poyfon  need, 
Nor  doe  I  thee,  though  I  did  wifh  him  dead ; 
I  hate  the  murtherer,  loue  him  murthered : 
The  guilt  of  confcience  take  thou  for  thy  labour, 
But  neither  my  good  word,  nor  princelie  fauour : 
With  Caine  go  wander  through  the  (hade  of  night, 
And  neuer  (hew  thy  head  by  day  nor  light. 
Lords,  I  proteft  my  foule  is  full  of  woe, 
That  blood  (hould  fprinckle  me  to  ||  make  me  grow: 
Come  mourne  with  me,  for  what  §  I  doe  lament, 
And  put  on  fullen  blacke  incontinent : 
He  make  a  voyage  to  the  Holy  Land, 
To  wafti  this  blood  off  from  my  guiltie  hand. 
March  fadly  after,  grace  my  mournings  heere, 
In  weeping  after  this  vntimely  beere. 

•filf.        flbave.        %hri.        \*nd.         %tbst. 
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The  H  I  S  T  O  R  I  E  of 
H  E  N  R  I  E  the  Fourth. 


Enter  the  king,  brdlohn  o/Lancafter,  earle  of  Weftmeriaad, 
with  others. 

King. 

SO  (hakcn  as  we  are,  fo  wan  with  care, 
Find  we  a  time  for  frighted  peace  to  pant, 
And  breath  fhort  winded  accents  of  new  broiles 
To  be  commenc't  in  ftronds  a  farre  remote : 
No  more  the  thirftie  entrance  of  this  foile,  % 

Shall  daube  her  lippes  with  her  owne  childrens  blood: 
No  more  (hall  trenching  warrc  channel  her  fields, 
Nor  brufe  her Jlourets  #  with  the  armed  hoofes 
Of  hoftile  paces:  thofeoppofcJ  eyes, 
Which  like  the  meteors  of  a  troubled  heauen, 
All  of  one  nature,  of  one  fubftanc:  bred, 
Did  lately  meetein  the  inteftine  fhocke, 
And  furious  clofe  of  ciuill  butcherie, 
Shall  now  in  mutuall  vel-befceming  ranckes, 
March  all  one  way,  and  be  no  more  oppos'd 
Againft  acquaintance,  kindred  and  all  yes. 
The  edge  of  warre,  lik^  an  ill-fheruhed  knife, 
No  more  (hall  cut  his  maifter :  therefore  friends, 
As  farre  as  to  the  fepnlchre  of  Chrift, 
Whofe  fouldier  now  vnder  whofe  blefled  erode, 
We  are  impicfled  and  ingig'd  to  fight, 
Foorthwith  a  power  <tf  Englijb  (hall  we  leuy, 


Vol.  I!  C  c  VHiofc 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


The  HtsTORiB  of 

Whofe  armcs  were  moulded  in  their  mothers  wombs, 
To  chafe  thefe  Pagans  in  thofe  holy  fieldes, 
Ouer  whofe  acres  walkt  thofe  blefled  feete, 
Which  1400.  yeares  agoe  were  nailde, 
For  our  aduantage  on  the  bitter  crofle  : 
But  this  our  purpofew  #  twelue  month  old, 
And  booties  tis  to  tell  you  we  will  go. 
Therefore  we  meete  not  now :  then  let  me  heart 
Of  you  my  gentle  coofen  Wejlmerland, 
What  yefternight  our  counfell  did  decree, 
In  forwarding  this  \  deere  expedience. 

Weft.  My  liege,  this  hafte  was  hot  in  queftion, 
And  many  limits  of  the  charge  fet  downe 
But  yefternight,  when  all  athwart  there  came 
A  poft  from  Wales,  loaden  with  heauy  newes; 
Whofe  worft  was,  that  the  noble  Mortimer, 
Leading  the  men  of  Herdfordjbire  to  fight 
Againfl:  the  irregular  and  wilde  Clendower, 
Was  by  the  rude  handes  of  that  Welchman  taken, 
A  thoufand  of  his  people  butchered  : 
Vpon  whofe  dead  corps  there  was  fuch  mifufe, 
Such  beaftly  (hameles  transformation 
By  thofe  Welchwomen  done,  as  may  not  be 
(Without  much  fhame)  retold  or  fpoken  of. 

King.  It  feemes  then,  that  the  tidings  of  this  broile, 
Brake  off  our  bufines  for  the  Holy  Land. 

Weft.  This  matcht  with  other  like  %9  my  gracious  L. 
Far  ||  more  vneuen  and  vnwelcome  newes. 
Came  from  the  north,  and  thus  it  did  report  §  : 
On  Holy-roode  day,  the  gallant  Hot/pur  there 
Young  Harry  Percy,  and  braue  Archibald, 
That  euer  +  valiant  and  approued  Scot, 
At  Holmedon  met,  where  they  did  fpend 

*>  but.        f  &*•        X  &*•        \  Per*        §  «*£"»•         -I  •«> 
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A  fad  and  bloody  houre : 

As  by  difcharge  of  their  artillarie, 

And  ftiape  of  likelihood  the  newes  was  told: 

For  he  that  brought  them,  in  the  very  heatc 

And  pride  of  their  contention,  did  take  horfe, 

Vncertaine  of  the  iflue  any  way. 

King.  Here  is  a  deare,  and  true  induftrioos'friend, 
Sir  Walter  Blunt,  new  lighted  from  his  horfe, 
Stainde  with  the  variation  of  each  foyle, 
Betwixt  that  Hohnedon,  and  this  feat  of  ours ; 
And  he  hath  brought  vs  fmooth  and  welcome  newes; 
The  earle  of  Dowglas  is  difcomfited, 
Ten  thoufand  bold  Scots,  two  and  twentie  knights 
Balkt  in  their  owne  blood  did  fir  Walter  fee 
On  Hchnedons  plaines :  of  prifoners  Hotjpur  tooke 
Mordake  earle  of  Fife,  and  eldeft  fonne 
To  beaten  Dowglas  and  the  earle  of  Atholl 
Of  Murrey,  Angus,  and  Menteith  : 
And  is  not  this  an  honourable  fpoykj  ? 
A  gallant  prize  ?  ha,  coofen  is  it  not  ?  in  fayth  It  is. 

Weft.  A  conqueft  for  a  prince  to  boaft  of. 

King.  Yea,  there  thou  mak'ft  me  fad,  and  mak'ft  me  dune 
In  enuy,  that  my  lord  Northumberland, 
Should  be  the  father  of  fo  bleft  a  fonne: 
A  fonne,  who  is  the  theame  of  honours  tongue, 
Amongft  a  groue,  the  very  ftraighteft  plant, 
Who  is  fwcete  fortunes  minion  and  her  pride, 
Whilft  I  by  looking  on  the  praife  of  him, 
See  ryot  and  difhonour  ftaine  the  brow 
Of  my  young  Harry.    O  that  it  could  be  prou'd, 
That  fome  night-tripping  fairy  had  exchangde 
In  cradle-clothes,  our  children  where  they  lay, 
And  caPd  mine  Percy,  his  Plantagenet ; 
Then  would  I  haue  his  Harry,  and  he  mine, 

C  c  a  JBul 
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Bot  let  him  from  my  thoughtes :  what  tbinke  you  cpofc 

Of  this  young  Percies  pride  ?  the  prifoners 

Which  he  in  this  aduenture  had  furprifde, 

To  his  owne  vfe  he  keepes,  and  fendes  me  word 

I  (hall  haue  none  but  Mordake  earle  of  Fife. 

TVeJl.  This  is  his  vnckles  teaching;  this  is  Worcefter, 
Maleuolent  to  you  in  all  afpe&es : 
Which  makes  him  prune  himfelfe,  and  briftle  vp 
The  creft  of  youth  againft  your  dignitie. 

King.  But  I  haue  fent  for  him  to  anfwere  this : 
And  for  this  caufe  a  while  we  muft  nqglett 
Our  holy  purpofe  to  lerufalem. 
Coofen,  on  Wcdnefday  next,  our  counfell  we  will  hold 
At  Winfor%  fo  informer  *  the  lords : 
But  come  your  felfe  with  fpeed  to  vs.againe, 
For  more  is  to  be  fayd,  and  to  be  done, 
Then  out  of  anger  can  be  vttered. 

Weft.  I  will  my  liege.  Exeunt. 

Enter  prince  of  Wales  and  fir  Iohn  Falftafle* 

Falf  Now  Hal,  what  time  of  day  is  it  lad  ? 

Prince.  Thou  art  fo  fat-witted  with  drinking  of  old  facke, 
and  vnbuttoning  thee  after  fnpper,  and  deeping  vpon  benches 
after  noone,  that  thou  haft  forgotten  to  demaund  that  trtidy, 
which  thou  wouldeft  truely  know.  What  a  deuill  haft  thoa 
to  doe  with  the  time  of  the  day  ?  vnlefle  houres  were  cups  of 
facke,  and  minutes  capons,  and  clocks  the  tongues  of  bawdes, 
and  dials  the  (ignes  of  leaping  houfes,  and  the  blefled  funne 
himfelfe  a  faire  hot  wench  in  flame  coulered  taffata ;  I  fee  do 
reafon  why  thou  (houldeft  be  fuperfluous  to  demaund  the  time 
of  the  day. 

Falf.  Indeed  you  come  neere  me  now  Halt  for  we  that  take 
purfes,  goe  by  the  moone  and  f  feuen  ftarres,  and  not  by 
Phoebus,  he,  that  wandring  knight  fo  faire:  and  I  prcthee 
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fweete  waggc,  when  thou  art  king,  as  God  faue  thy  grace ; 
aiaiefty  I  fhould  fay,  for  grace  thou  wilt  haue  none. 

Prince,  What  none  ? 

Falf.  No  by  my  troth,  not  fo  much  as  will  ferue  to  be  pro* 
logue  to  an  egge  and  butter. 

Prince,  Well,  how  then  ?  dome  roundly,  roundly. 
.  Fa//.  Marry  then,  fweet  wag,  when  thou  art  king,  let  not 
▼s  that  are  fquires  of  the  nights  body,  be  called  theeUes  of  the 
dayes  beauty  :  let  vs  be  Dianaes  forrefters,  gentlemen  of  the 
(hade,  minions  of  the  moone ;  and  let  men  fay,  we  be  men  of 
good  gouernment,  being  gouerned  as  the  fea  is,  by  our  noble 
and  chad  miftris  the  moone ;  vnder  whofe  countenaunce  we 
fteale. 

Prince.  Thou  fayeft  well,  and  it  holdes  well  too,  for  the 
fortune  of  vs  that  are  the  moones  men,  doth  ebbe  and  flow 
like  the  fea,  being  gouerned  as  the  fea  is  by  the  moone ;  as 
for  proofe.  Now  a  purfe  of  gold  mofl  refolutely  fnatcht  oa 
Monday  night,  and  mod  diflblutly  fpent  oh  Tuefday  morning ; 
got  with  fwearing  lay  by,  and  fpent  with  crying  bring  in  : 
now  in  as  low  an  ebbe  as  the  foote  of  the  ladder,  and  by  and 
by  in  as  high  a  flow  as  the  ridge  of  the  gallowes. 

Fal/l  By  the  lord  thou  faieft  true  lad  :  and  is  not  my  ho* 
fteflfe  of  the  tauerne  a  molt  fweet  wench  ? 

Prince.  As  the  hony  of  Hibla,  my  old  lad  of  the  caftle ;  and 
is  not  a  buffc  ierkin  a  moft  fweet  robe  of  durance  ? 

.  Falf.  How  now,  how  now  mad  wagge,  what  in  thy  quips 
and  thy  quiddities  i  what  a  plague  haue  I  to  doe  with  a  buffe 
ierkin  ? 

Prince.  Why  what  a  poxe  haue  I  to  doe  with  my  hoftefle 
of  the  tauerne? 

Falf.  Well,  thou  haft  cald  her  to  a  reckoning  many  a  timo 
,and  oft. 

Prince.  Did  I  euer  call  for  thee  to  pay  thy  part  ? 

Falf.  No,  He  giu*  thee  thy  due,  thou  haft  payd  all  there. 
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Prin.  Yea  and  dfe  where,  fo  far  as  my  coyne  would  ftretch ; 
and  where  it  would  not,  I  haue  vfed  my  credit. 

Fa//.  Yea,  and  fo  vfde  it,  that  were  it  not  heere  apparent 
that  thou  art  heire  apparent.  But  I  prethee  fweet  wag,  fhal 
there  be  gallows  (landing  in  England  when  thou  art  king  ?  and 
refolution  thus  fubd  *  as  it  is  with  the  rufty  curb  of  old  father 
antick  the  law :  doe  not  thou  when  thou  an  a  king,  hang  a 
theefe. 

Prin.  No,  thou  (halt. 

Falf  Shall  I  ?  O  rare !  by  the  Lord  He  be  a  braue  iudge. 

Prin.  Thou  iudgeft  falfe  already.  I  meane  thou  (halt  haue 
the  hanging  of  the  theeues,  and  fo  become  a  rare  hangman. 

Falf.  Well  Hal9  well,  and  in  fome  fort  it  iumpes  with  my 
humor,  as  well  as  waiting  in  the  court,  I  can  tell  you* 

Prin.  For  obtaining  of  futes  ? 

Falf.  Yea,  for  obtaining  of  futes,  whereof  the  hangman 
bath  no  leane  wardrop.  Zblood  I  am  as  malancholy  as  a  gyb 
cat,  or  a  lugd  bcare. 

Prin.  Or  an  old  lion,  or  a  louers  lute. 

Falf.  Yea,  or  the  drone  of  a  Lincoln/hire  bagpipe. 

Prin.  What  fayeft  thou  to  a  hare,  or  the  melancholy  of 
Moore-ditch  ? 

Falf.  Thou  haft  the  mod  vnfauory  (imiles,  and  art  indeede 
the  moft  comparatiue  rafcalleft  fweete  yong  prince.  But  Hall, 
I  prethee  trouble  me  no  more  with  vanity,  I  would  to  God 
thou  and  I  knew  where  a  commodity  of  good  names  were  to 
be  bought :  an  old  lord  of  the  counfell  r?ted  me  the  other 
day  in  the  ftreete  about  you  fir :  but  I  markt  him  not,  and 
yet  he  talkt  very  wifely ;  but  I  regarded  him  not,  and  yet  he 
talkt  wifely,  and  in  the  ftreet  too. 

Prince.  Thou  didft  well:  for  wifedome  cries  out  in  the 
ftreetes,  and  no  man  regardes  it. 
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Falf.  O,  thou  haft  damnable  iteration,  and  art  indeed  able 
to  corrupt  a  faint :  thou  haft  done  much  harme  vnto  mee,  -. 
Hall;  God  forgiue  thee  for  it:  before  I  knew  thee  Hall,  I 
knew  nothing,  and  now  am  I,  if  a  man  ihould  fpeake  truly, 
little  better  than  one  of  the  wicked :  I  muft  giue  ouer  this 
life;  and  I  will  giue  it  ouer  :  by  the  Lord  and  I  do  not,  Iain 
a  villaine :  He  be  damned  for  neutr  a  kings  foone  in  Chrijten-  . 
dome. 

Prince.  Where  (hall  w^  take  a  purfe  to  morrow,  Iacke? 
-    Falf.  Zounds,  where  thou  wilt  lad,  He  make  one:  and  I 
do  not,  call  me  villaine,  and  baffel  me. 

Prince.  I  fee  a  good  amendment  of  life  in  thee ;  from  pray- 
ing, to  purfe  taking, 

Falf.  Why,  Hall;  tis  my  vocation  Halt :  tis  no  finne  for  a 
man  to  labour  in  his  vocation. 

Enter  Poines. 

Poines.  Now  (hall  we  know  if  Gads-hill  haue  fet  a  match : 
O,  if  men  were  to  be  faued  by  merit,- what  hole  in  hell  were 
hot  enough  for  him  ?  this  is  die  mod  omnipotent  villaine  that 
cder  cryed,  (land,  to  a  true  man. 

Prince.  Good  morrow  Ned. 

Poines.  Good  morrow  fweet  Hall.  What  fa)Tes  monfieur 
remorfe  ?  what  layes  fir  Iolm  facke  and  fugar,  Iacke  ?  how 
agrees  the  diuell  and  thee  about  thy  foule,  that  thou  fouldeft 
him  on  Goodfriday  laft,  for  a  cup  of  Madera  and  a  cold  ca- 
pons legge  ? 

Prin.  Sir  Iolm  ftands  to  his  word,  the  diuell  (hall  haue  his 
bargaine,  for  he  was  neuer  yet #  a  breaker  of  prouerbes :  he 
will  giue  the  diuell  his  due. 

Poines.  Then  art  thou  damnd  for  keeping  thy  word  with 
the  diuell. 

Prince.  Elfe  he  had  bin  damnd  for  cofening  the  deuil. 

•  yet  onvtted, 
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Poy.  But  my  lads,  my  lads,  to  morrow  morning,  by  four* 
a  clocke  early  at  Gads  hit,  there  are  pilgrims  going  to  Canter* 
bury  with  rich  offrings,  and  traders  riding  to  London  with  fiat 
purfes.  I  haue  vizards  for  yon  all ;  you  haue  horfes  for  your 
(clues :  Gads-hil  lies  to  night  in  Rochefter,  I  haue  befpoke  fup- 
per  to.  morrow  night  in  Eaftcheap ;  wfe  may  dee  it  as  fecure  as 
fleepe :  if  you  will  go,  I  will  ftufFe  your  purfes  full  of  crownes  5 
if  you  will  not,  tarry  at  home  and  be  hangd. 

Falf  Heare  ye  Tedward,  if  I  tarry  at  home  and  go  not,  Ik 
bang  you  for  going. 

Poy,  You  will  chops. 

Falf.  Hal,  wilt  thou  make  one  ? 

Prince.  Who,  I  rob  ?  la  thecfe  ?  not  I  by  my  faith. 

Falf.  Thers  neither  honefty,  manhood,  nor  good  fellow- 
Ihip  in  thee,  nor  thou  cameft  not  of  the  bloud  royall,  if  thou 
dareft  not  (land  for  ten  (hillings. 

Prince.  Well  then  once  in  my  dayes  He  be  a  mad  cap. 

Falf.  Why  thats  well  faid.  / 

Prin.  Well,  come  what  will,  He  tarry  at  home. 

Falf  By  the  Lord  He  be  a  traitour  then,   when  thou  art 

Prin.  I  care  not.  (king. 

Pain.  Sir  Iohh>  I  prethee  leaue  the  prince  and  me  alone,  I 
will  lay  him  downe  fuch  reafons  for  this  aduenture,  that  he 
flial  go.        * 

Falf  Wei,  God  giue  thee  the  fpirit  of  perfwafion,  and  him 
the  eares  of  profiting,  that  what  thou  fpeakeft,  may  moue, 
and  what  he  hearcs  may  be  beleeued,  that  the  true  prince, 
may  (for  recreation  fake)  proue  a  falfe  theefe ;  for  the  poore 
abufes  of  the  timp,  want  countenance ;  farewell,  you  (hall  find 
me  in  Eaftcheaf. 

Prin.  Farewcl  the  latter  fpring,  farewel  AlhoUowne  fummer. 

Pey.  Now  my  good  fweet  hony  lord,'  ride  with  vs  to  mor* 
row.  I  haue  a  ieaft  to  execute,  that  I  cannot  mannage  alone. 
Faljlaffi,  Haruey,  RoJJil,  and  Gads-hUl,  (hall  rob  thofe  men 
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that  we  hauc  already  way-laid ;  your  felfe  and  I,  will  not  be 
there:  and  when  they  haue  the  booty,  if  you  and  I  doe  not 
rob  them,  cut  this  head  *  from  my  (boulders. 

Princ.  How  fhall  we  part  with  them  in  fetting  forth  i 
Po.  Why,  we  will  fet  forth  before  or  after  them,  and  ap- 
point them  a  place  of  meeting,  wherin  it  is  at  our  pleafure  to 
faile ;  and  then  will  they  aduenture  vpon  the  exploit  them- 
felues,  which  they  fhall  haue  no  fooner  atchiued,  but  wede 
fet  vpon  them. 

Prin.  Yea,  but  tis  like  that  they  wil  know  vs  by  our 
horfes,  by  our  habits,  and  by  euery  other  appointment  tQ  be 
ourfelues. 

Po.  Tut,  our  horfes  they  (hall  not  fee,  He  tie  them  in  the 
wood,  our  vizards  .we  will  change  after  we  leaue  them:  and 
firra,  I  haue  cafes  of  buckorum  for  the  nonce,  to  immaike  our 
noted  outward  garments. 

Prin.  Yea,  but  I  doubt  they  will  be  too  hard  for  vs. 
Po.  Well,  for  two  of  them  I  know  the  f  to  be  as  true  bred 
cowardes.  as  eucr  turnd  back :  and  for  the  third,  if  he  fight 
longer  then  he  fees  reafon  He  forfweare  armes.  The  vertue 
of  this  ieft:  will  be,  the  incomprehenfible  lies  that  this  fatte 
regue  will  tel  vs  when  we  meete  at  fupper,  how  thirty  at  leaft 
hee  fought  with,  what  wards,  what  blowes,  what  extremities 
he.indured,  and  in  the  reproofe  of  this  %  Ucs  the  ieft. 

Prin.  Wei,  He  go  with  thee,  prouide  vs  al  thinges  necef- 
fary,  and  meete  me  to  morrow  night  in  Eaftcheape,  there  lie 
fuppe:  farewell. 

Boy.  Farewell  my  lord.  Exit  Poynes. 

Prin.  I  know  you  all,  and  will  awhile  vphold 
The  vnyokt  humor  of  your  idlenefTe 
Yet  herein  will  1  immitate  the  funne, 
Who  doth  permit  the  bafe  contagious  clouds 
To  fmother  vp  his  beauty  from  the  world, 

•  btad off.        +  tbem  omitted.        I'**/*. 
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That  when  he  pleafe  againe  to  be  himfdfe, 

Being  wanted,  he  may  be  more  wonderd  at 

By  breaking  through  the  foule  and  vgly  mifts 

Of  vapours  that  did  feeme  to  ftrangle  him. 

If  all  the  yeere  were  playing  holy  daies, 

To  fport  would  be  as  tedious  as  to  worke  ; 

Bat  when  they  fcldome  come,  they  wi(ht  for  come, 

And  nothing  pleafeth  but  rare  accidents  : 

So  when  this  loofe  behauiour  I  throw  off, 

And  pay  the  debt  I  neuer  promifed, 

By  how  much  better  then  my  word  I  am, 

By  fo  much  (hall  I  falfifie  mens  hopes, 

And  like  bright  mettell  on  a  fullin  ground, 

My  reformation  glittering  or'e  my  fault, 

Shall  (hew  more  goodly,  and  attraft  more  eyet, 

Then  that  which  hath  no  foile  tofet  it  off. 

He  fo  offend,  to  make  offence  a  (kill, 

Redeeming  time,  when  men  thinke  lead  I  will.  Exit. 

Enter  the  king,   Northumberland,  Worcefter,  Hotfpur,  Jir 
Walter  Blunt  with  others. 

King.  My  blood  hath  beene  too  colde  and  temperate, 
Vnapt  to  ftirre  at  thefe  indignities, 
And  you  haue  found  me ;  for  accordingly, 
You  tread  vpon  my  patience  :  but  be  fare 
I  will  from  henceforth  rather  be  my  felfe, 
Mighty,  and  to  be  feard,  then  my  condition 
Which  hath  beenc  fmooth  as  oyle ;  foft  as  yong  downe, 
And  therfore  loft  that  title  of  refpefr, 
Which  the  proud  foule  nere  payes  but  to  the  proud. 

Wor.  Our  houfe  (my  foueraigne  leige)  little  deferues 
The  fcourge  of  greatnede  to  be  vfed  on  it, 
And  that  fame  greatnede  too,  which  our  owne  hands 
Haue  holpe  to  make  fo  portly* 
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Nor.  My  lord. 

King.  Worcefter  get  thee  gone,  for  I  do  fee 
Danger  and  difobedience  in  thine  eye, 
O  fir  your  prefence  is  too  bold  and  peremptory, 
And  mateftie  might  neuer  yet  endure 
The  moody  frontier  oizferuant  *  brow, 
You  haue  good  leaue  to  leaue  vs :  when  we  need 
Your  vfe  and  counfel,  we  fliall  fend  for  you.         Exit  Wot. 
You  were  about  to  fpeake. 

Nort.  Yea  qay  good  lord. 
Thofe  prifoners  in  youf  highnefle  name  demanded, 
Which  Harry  Percy  here  at  Holme  ion  tooke, 
Were  as  he  fayes,  not  with  fuch  ftrength  denied, 
As  he  f  deliuered  to  your  maicily. 
Either  enuy  therefore,  or  mifprifion 
Is  guilty  of  this  fault,  and  not  my  fonne. 

Hot/.  My  liege,  I  did  deny  no  prifoners, 
But  I  remember  when  the  fight  was  done, 
When  I  was  drie  with  rage  and  extreame  toyle, 
Breathles  and  faint,  leaning  vpon  my  fword, 
Came  there  a  certaine  lord,  neat  and  trimly  drcft, 
Frefh  as  a  bridgroome,  and  his  chin  new  reapt, 
Shewd  like  a  ftubble  land  at  harueft  home : 
He  was  perfumed  like  a  milliner,  • 

And  twix  his  finger  and  his  thum  he  helde, 
A  pouncet  boxe,  which  cuer  and  anon 
He  gaue  his  nofe,  and  tookt  away  againe, 
Who  therewith  angry,  when  it  next  came  there, 
Tookt  it  in  fnuffe,  and  ftill  he  fmilde  and  talkte, 
And  as  the  fouldiers  bore  dead  bodies  by, 
He  calde  them  vntaught  knaues,  vnmannerly, 
To  bring  a  flouenly  Tnhand-fome  cgarfe, 
Betwixt  the  wind  and  his  nobility, 
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With  many  holy  day  and  lady  tearmes. 

He  questioned  me:  among  the  reft  demanded, 

My  prifoners  in  your  maieffies  behalfe. 

I  then,  all  fmarting  with  my  wounds  being  cold, 

To  be  fo  peftered  with  a  poplngay, 

Out  of  my  griefe  and  my  impatience, 

Anfwered  negle&ingly,  I  know  not  what, 

He  fhould,  or  he  fhould  not,  for  he  made  me  mad, 

To  fee  him  (hine  fo  briflce,  and  fmell  fo  fweet, 

And  talke  fo  like  a  waiting  gentlewoman, 

Of  guns  and  drums,  and  wounds,  God  faue  the  marke : 

And  telling  me,  the  foueraigneft  thing  on  earth ; 

Was  parmacity  for  an  inward  brufe, 

And  that  it  was  great  pitty,  fo  it  was, 

This  villanous  faltpeter  fliould  be  digd 

Out  of  the  bowels  of  the  harmeles  earth; 

Which  many  a  good  tall  fellow  had  deftroyd 

So  cowardly :  and  but  for  thefe  vile  guns, 

He  would  haue  been  himfelfe  a  fouldiour. 

This  bald  vnioynted  chat  or  his  (my  lord) 

I  anfwered  indireftely  (as  I  fayd) 

And  I  befeech  you,  let  not  this  report 

Come  currant  for  an  accufation, 

Betwixt  my  loue,  and  your  high  maiefty. 

Blunt.  The  circumftance  confidered,  good  my  lord 
What  er'e  Harrie  Percie  then  had  faid 
To  fuch  a  perfon,  and  in  fuch  a  place, 
At  fuch  a  time,  with  all  the  reft  retold, 
May  refonablie  die,  and  neuer  rife, 
To  doe  him  wrong,  or  any  way  impeach 
What  then  he  faid,  fo  he  vnfay  it  now. 

King.  Why  yet  he  doth  deny  his  prifoners, 
But  with  prouifo  and  exception, 
That  we  at  our  owne  charge  (hall  ranfome  ftraight 
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IBs  brother  in  law,  the  folifh  Mortimer, 
Who  in  my  foulehath  wilfully  betraide, 
The  Hues  of  thofe,  that  he  did  lead  to  fight, 
Againft  the  great  magi  dan,  damned  Glendower, 
Whofe  daughter  as  we  heare,  the  earle  of  March,    - 
Hath  lately  married  ?  fliall  our  coffers  then, 
Be  emptied  to  redeeme  a  traitor  home  ? 
Shall  we  buy  treafon  ?  and  indent  with  feares, 
When  they  haue  loft  and  forfeited  themfelues. 
No,  on  the  barren  mountaine  let  him  fterue, 
For  I  (hall  neuer  hold  that  man  my  friend, 
Whofc  tongue  fliall  afke  me  for  one  penny  coft, 
To  ranfome  home  reuolted  Mortimer. 

Hot.  Reuolted  Mortimer? 
He  neuer  did  fall  off,  my  foueraigne  liege, 
But  by  the  chance  of  warre :  to  proue  that  true, 
Needs  no  more  but  one  tongue :  for  all  thofe  wounds, 
Thofe  mouthed  woundes  which  valiantly  he  tooke 
When  on  the  gentle  Seuerns  fledgie  banke 
In  fingle  oppofltion  hand  to  hand, 
He  did  confound  the  beft  part  jf  an  houre 
In  changing  hardiment  with  great  Glendower, 
Three  times  they  breath'd,  and  three  times  they  did  drink*, 
Vpon  agreement  of  fwift  Seuerns  floud 
Who  then  affrighted  with  their  bloody  lookes, 
Ran  (carefully  among  the  trembling  reedes, 
And  hid  his  crifpe-head  in  the  hollow  banke, 
Bloud-ftained  with  thefe  valiant  combatans, 
Neuer  did  bare  and  rotten  policy 
Colour  her.  working  with  fuch  deadly  wounds, 
Nor  neuer  could  the  noble  Mortimer 
Receiue  fomany,  and  all  willingly : 
Then  let  not  him  be  flandercd  with  reuolt. 
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King.  Thou  doft  bely  him  Percy,  thon  doft  bely  him, 
He  neuer  did  encounter  with  Glendower, 
I  tell  thee,  he  durft  as  well  haue  met  thediuell  alone, 
As  Owen  Glendower  for  an  enemy. 
Art  thou  not  afham'd  ?  but  firra,  henceforth 
Let  me  not  heare  you  fpeake  of  Mortimer, 
Send  me  your  prifoners  with  the  fpeedieft  meanes, 
'Or  you  fhall  heare  in  fuch  a  kind  from  me, 
As  will  difpleafe  you.     My  lord  Northumberland, 
We  licence  your  departure  with  your  fonne, 
Send  vs  your  prifoners,  or  you  will  heare  of  it.      Exit  king. 

Hot.  And  if  the  diuell  come  and  roare  for  them, 
I  will  not  fend  them :  I  will  after  ftraight 
And  tell  him  fo,  for  I  will  eafe  my  heart, 
Albeit  I  make  a  hazard  of  my  head. 

Nor.  What  >  drunke  with  choler  ?  ftay  and  paufe  a  while, 
Here  comes  your  vncte.  * 

Hot.  Spcake  of  Mortimer  ? 
Zounds  I  will  fpeake  of  him,  and  let  my  foule 
Want  mercy  if  I  do  not  ioyne  with  him : 
Yea  on  his  part,  He  empty  all  thefe  +  veines. 
And  (head  my  deare  bloud,  drop  by  drop  i'th  duft ; 
But  I  will  lift  the  downe-trod  Mortimer, 
As  high  in'th  ayre  as  this  vnthankfull  king, 
As  this  ingrate  and  cankred  Bullingbrooke. 

Nor.  Brother  the  king  hath  made  your  nephew  mad. 

Wor.  Who  ftrooke  this  heate  vp  after  I  was  gone  \ 

Hot.  He  will  forfooth  haue  all  my  prifoners  : 
And  when  I  vrg'd  the  ranfome  once  againe    , 
Of  my  wiues  brother,  then  his  cheeke  lookt  pale ; 
,  And  on  my  face  he  turnd  an  eye  of  death, 
Trembling  euen  at  the  name  of  Mortimer. 
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Won  I  conot  blame  him,  was  not  he  prodiamd 
By  Richard  that  dead  is,  the  next  of  bloud  i 
Nor.  He  was ;  I  heard  the  proclamation, 
And  then  it  was,  when  Ihe  vnhappy  king, 
(Whofe  wrongs  in  vsGod  pardon)  did  fet  forth 
Vpon  his  Irtfb  expedition  ; 
From  whence  he  intercepted,  did  returne 
To  be  depos'd  and  fhortly  murdered. 

War.  And  for  whofe  death,  we  in  the  worlds  wide-mouth, 
Liue  fcandaliz'd  and  fduly  fpoken  off. 

Hot.  'But  foft  I  pray  you,  did  king  Richard  then 
Proclame  my  brother  Mortimer \ 
Heire  to  the  crowne  ? 

Nor.  He  did,  my  felfe  did  heare  it. 
Hot .  Nay  then  I  cannot  blame  his  coofin  king, 
That  wiftit  him  on  the  barren  motmtaines  ftarue. 
But  (hall  it  be  that  you  that  fet  the  crowne 
Vpon  the  head  of  this  forgetfull-man, 
And  for  his  fake  weare  the  detefled  blot 
Of  murtherous  fubornation  ?  (hall  it  be 
That  you  a  world  of  curfes  vndergo, 
Being  the  agents,  or  bafe  fecond  meanes, 
The  cordes,  the  laddar,  or  the  hangman  rather  I     ♦ 
O  pardon  if  that  1  •  defcend  fo  low, 
To  fliew  the  line  and  the  predicament, 
Wherein  you  range  vnder  this  fubtil  king. 
Shall  it  for  fhame  be  fpoken  in  thefe  dayes, 
Or  fill  vp  cronicles  in  time  to  come, 
That  men  of  your  nobiliry  and  power 
Did  gage  them  both  in  an  vniuft  behalfe, 
(As  both  of  you  God  pardon  it,  haue  done) 
To  put  downe  Richard  that  fweet  louely  rofe, 
And  plant  this  thorne,  this  canker  Bullingbrookcf 
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And  (hall  it  in  more  (ham?  be  further  (poken, 

That  you  are  fool'd,  difcarded,  and(hookeo(F 

By  him,  for  whom  thefe  (hames  ye  voder- went  ?  ~ 

No,  yet  times  ferues,  wherein  you  may  redeeme 

Your  baniftit  honors,  and  reftore  your  feluet, 

Into  the  good  thoughts  of  the  world  againe  : 

Reueng  the  ieering  and  difdain'd  contempt 

Of  this  proud  king,  who  (Indies  day  and  night 

To  anfwere  all  the  debt  he  owes  *  you, 

Euen  with  the  bloudie  payment  of  your  deaths  : 

Therefore  I  fity, 

Wor.  Peace  coofin,  fay  no  more. 
And  ilow  I  will  vnclafpe  a  fecret  booke, 
And  to  your  quicke  concerning  difcontents 
He  read  your  f  matter  deepe  and  dangerous, 
As  full  of  perill  and  aduenterous  fpirit, 
As  to  o're  walke  a  current  roring  lowd, 
On  the  vnjieadfaft  %  footing  of  a  fpeare. 

Hot.  If  he  fall  in,  good  night,  or  (inke  or  fwim, 
Send  danger  from  the  eaft  vnto  the  weft, 
So  honor  erode  it,  from  the  north  to  fouth, 
And  let  them  grapple :  the  ||  bloud  more  ftirres 
To  rowfc  a  lion  then  to  ftart  a  hare. 

North   Immagination  of  fome  great  expbit 
Driues  him  beyond  the  boundes  of  patience. 

Hot.  By  heauen  me  thinkes  it  weare  an  eafie  leape, 
To  pluck  bright  honor  from  the  pale-fac'd  moone 
Or  diue  into  the  bottome  of  the  deepe, 
Where  fadome -line  could  neuer  touch  the  ground, 
And  pluck  vp  drowned  honor  by  the  lockes, 
So  hee  that  doth  redeeme  her  thence  might  wear* 
Without  corriuall  all  her  dignities  ; 
But  out  vpon  this  halfe  fac't  fellowfliip. 

•wtwfo,        ij***        \unfitadfuh        \  0  tit* 
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Wor.  He  apprehcndes  a  world  of  figures  here,' 
But  not  the  forme  of  what  he  (hould  attend, 
Good  coofen  giue  me  audience  for  a  while. 

Hot.  I  cry  you  mercy. 

Wor.  Thofe  fame  noble  Scots  that  are  your  prifoners? 

Hot.  He  keepe  them  all. 
By  God  he  (hall  not  haue  a  Scot  of  them, 
No,  if  a  Scot  would  faue  his  foule,  he  (hall  not. 
He  keepe  them,  by  this  hand. 

Wor.  You  ftart  away, 
And  lend  no  eare  vnto  my  purpofes : 
Thofe  prifoners  you  (hall  keepe. 

Hot.  Nay,  I  will ;  that's  flat : 
He  faid  he  would  not  ranfome  Mortimer, 
Forbade  my  tongue  to  fpeake  of  Mortimer  : 
But  I  will  finde  him  when  *he  lies  a  fleepe, 
And, in  his  eare  He  hallow,  Mortimer: 
Nay,  He  haue  a  ftarling  (hall  be  taught  to  fpeake 
Nothing  but  Mortimer,  and  giue  it  him, 
To  keepe  his  anger  dill  in  motion. 

Wor.  Heare  you  coofin,  a  word. 

Hot.  All  iludies  heere  I  folemnly  defie, 
Saue  how  to  gall  and  pinch  this  Bullingbrooke. 
And  that  fame  fword  and  buckler  prince  of  Wales. 
But  that  I  thinke  his  father  loues  him  not, 
And  would  be  glad  he  met  with  fome  mifchance : 
I  would  haue  him  poyfoned  with  a  pot  of  ale. 

Wor.  Farewell  kinfman,  He  talke  toyou 
When  you  are  better  tempered  to  attend. 

Ntr.  Why  what  a  wafpp-tongue  and  impatient  foolci 
Art  thou,  to  breake  into  this  womans  moode, 
Tying  thine  eare  to  no  tongue  but  thine  owne  ? 

Hot.  Why  looke  you,  I  am  whipt  and  fcourg'd  with  rods, 
Netted,  and  ftung  with  pifmires,  when  I  heare 
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Of  this  vile  pofititian  Bullingbrooke* 
In  Richards  time,  what  doe  you  call  the  place ; 
A  plague  vpon  it,  if  is  in  Clocefterfbire  ; 
Twas  where  the  mad-cap  duke  his  vncle  kept, 
His  vncle  Tcrkc>  where  I  firft  bowed  my  knee 
Vnto  this  king  of  fmiies,  .this  Bullingbroohe : 
Zbloud,  when  you  and  he  came  backe  from  RauenJ^urgl^ 
Nor.  At  Barkly  caftle. 
Hot.  You  fay  true. 
Why  what  a  candie  deale  of  curtefie, 
This  fawning  grey-hound  then  did  proffer  me, 
Looke  when  his  infant  fortune  came  to  age, 
And  gentle  Harry  Percy,  and  kind  coofin  : 
O,  the  diuell  take  filch  coofeners,  God  forgiue  mef 
Good  vncle  tell  your  tale,  I  haue  done. 

Wor.  Nay,  if  yon  haue  not,  to  it  againe, 
We  will  ftay  your  leyfure. 
Hot.  I  haue  done  yfayth. 
Wor.  Then  once  more  to  your  Scottijh  prifoners. 
Deliuer  them  vp  without  their  ranfome  ftraight, 
And  make  the  Dowglas  fonfie  your  onely  meane  # 

For  powers  in  Scotland,  which  for  diuers  reafoni 
Which  I  (hail  fend  you  written,  be  aflur'd, 
Will  eafily  be  granted  you,  my  lord. 
Your  fonne  in  Scotland  being  thus  imployed, 
Shall  fecretly  into  the  bofome  creepe 
Of  that  fame  noble  prelate,  welbelou'd, 
The  arch  hi  (hop. 

Hot.  QfYorke,  is  it  not? 
Wor.  True,  who  beares  hard 
His  brothers  death  at  Brifiow  the  lord  Scroope: 
I  fpeake  not  this  in  eftimation, 
As  what  I  thinke  might  be,  but  what  I  know 
Is  ruminated,  plotted,  and  fet  downe, 
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And  onely  ftayes  but  to  behold  the  face 
Of  that  occafiori  that  /hall  bring  it  on.  m 

Hot.  I  fmell  it :  vpon  my  liiFe  it  will  doe  well. 

Nor.  Before  the  game's  afoote,  thou  ftill  letft  flip. 

H§t.  Why,  it  cannot  choofe  but  be  a  noble  plot, 
And  then  the  power  of  Scotland  and  of  Torke\ 
To  ioyne  with  Mortimer \  ha. 

Wor.  And  fo  they  (hall. 

Hot.  In  fayth  it  is  exceedingly  well  aymd. 

Wor.  And  tis  no  little  reafon  bid9  vs  fpeedc* 
To  faue  our  heades,  by  rayfing  of  a  head : 
For,  beare  our  felues  as  euen  as  we  can, 
The  king  will  alwayes  thinke  him  in  our  debt, 
And  thinke  we  thinke  our  felues  vnfatisfied, 
Till  he  hath  found  a  time  to  pay  vs  home. 
And  fee  already,  how  he  doth  begin 
To  make  vs  ftrangers  to  his  lookes  of  loue. 

Hot.  He  does,  he  does;  weelebe  reueng'd  on  him* 

Wor.  Coofin,  farewell.     No  further  goe  in  this. 
Then  I  by  letters  (hall  direft  your  courfe 
When  time  is  ripe,  which  will  be  fuddcnly: 
Ik  fteale  to  Glendower,  and  he  *,  Mortimer, 
Where  you  and  Dowglas,  and  our  powers  at  once, 
As  I  will  fafluon  it,  fliall  happily  meete, 
To  beare  our  fortunes  in  our  owne  Arong  armes, 
Which  now  we  hold  at  much  vncertaintie. 

Nor.  Farewell  good  brother,  we  (hall  tbriue,  I  truft. 
Hot.  Vncle,  adue:  O  let  the  houres  be  fliort, 
Till  fieldes,  and  blowes,  and  grones,  applaud  our  fport. 

Exeunt. 
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Enter  a  carrier  with  a  lanterne  in  his  hand. 

I  Car.  Heigh  ho,  an  it  be  not  foure  by  the  day,  He  be 
hangd,  Charles^waine  is  ouer  the  new  chimny,  and  yet  oar 
horfe  not  packL    What  oftler  i 

Oft.  Anon,  anon. 

1  Car.  I  prethee  Tom,  beat  Cuts  faddle,  pat  a  few  flocks  In 
the  point,  poore  lade  is  wrong  in  the  withers,  out  of  all  cede. 

Enter  another  carrier. 

2  Car.  Peafe  and  beanes  are  as  danke  heere  as  a  dog,  and 
that  is  the  next  way  to  glue  poor  iades  the  bots  :  this  hoafe 
is  turned  vpfide  downe  fmce  Robin  oftler  died. 

i  Car.  Poore  fellow  neuer  ioyed  fince  the  price  of  oates 
rofe,  it  was  the  death  of  him. 

2  Car.  I  thinke  this  to  be  the  mod  villanous  houfe  in  all 
London  roade  for  fleas,  I  am  ftnng  like  a  tench. 

i  Car.  Like  a  tench  ?  by  the  mafle  there  is  neare  a  king 
chriftcn,  could  be  better  bit,  the  I  haue  bin  fince  the  firft 
cocke. 

2  Car.  Why,  you  *  will  allow  vs  nere  a  iordaine,  and  then 
we  leake  in  your  chimny,  and  your  chamber-lie  breedes  fleas 
like  a  loach. 

1  Car.  What  oftler,  come  away,  and  be  hang'd,  come 
away. 

2  Car.  I  haue  a  gammon  of  bacon,  and  two  razes  of  gin- 
ger, to  be  deliuered  as  farre  as  Charing-crojfe. 

i  Car.  Gods  body,  the  turkies  in  my  panier  are  quite  ftar- 
ued :  what  oftler  ?  a  plague  on  thee,  haft  thou  neuer  an  eye 
in  thy  head  ?  canft  not  heare,  and  t'were  not  as  good  a  deed 
as  drinke,  to  breake  the  pate  of  thee,  I  am  a  very  villaine; 
come  and  be  hangd,  hall  no  fayth  in  thee : 

Enter  Gads-hill. 
Gads-hill.  Good-morrow  carriers,  what's  a  clocke  ? 
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Car.  J  thinke  it  be  two  a  docke. 

Gad.  I  prcthcc  lend  me  thy  lantherne,*  to  fee  my  gelding  in 
the  liable. 

i  Car.  Nay  by  God  foft;  I  know  a  tricke  worth  two  of 
that!  fayth. 

Gad.  I  prethee  lend  me  thine. 

2  Car.  I,  when,  canft  tell  ?  lend  me  thy  lanterne  (quoth 
he)  marry  He  fee  thee  hanged  firft.  , 

Cad.  Sirra  carrier,  what  time  doe  yon  meane  to  come  to 
London? 

2  Car.  Time  enough  to  go  to  bed  with  a  candle,  I  warrant 
thee.  Come  neighbour  Muges,  weele  call  vp  the  gentlemen, 
they  will  along  with  company,  for  they  haue  great  charge. 

Exeunt* 

Enter  chamberlain*. 

Cad.  What  ho,  chamberlaine. 

Cham.  At  hand  quoth  plck-purfe. 

Gad.  Thats  euen  as  faire,  as  at  hand  quoth  the  chamber* 
laine,  for  thou  varieft  no  more  from  picking  of  purfes,  then 
giuing  dire&ion  doth  from  laboring :  thou  layeft  the  plot  how. 

Cham.  Good  morrow  matter  Gads-hill,  it  holds  currant  that 
I  told  you  yefter  night,  theres  a  franklin  in  the  wild  of  Kent, 
hath  brought  three  hundred  marks  with  him  in  gold,  I  heard 
him  tell  it  to  one  of  his  company  laft  night  at  fupper,  a  kind 
of  auditor,  one  that  hath  abundance  of  charge  too,  God 
knowes  what ;  they  are  vp  already,  and  call  for  egges  and 
butter :  they  will  away  prefently. 

Gad.  Sirra,  if  they  meet  not  with  Saint  Nicholas  Clarkes* 
Be  giue  thee  this  necke. 

Cham.  No,  lie  none  of  it ;  I  pray  thee  keepe  that  for  the 
hangman,  for  I  know  thou  worflupeft  faint  Nicholas^  as  truly 
as  a  man  of  falfehood  may, 
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Cad.  What  talked  thou  to  me  of  the  hangman  ?  If  1  hang, 
tie  mike  a  fat  paire  of  gallowes  :  for  if  I  hang,  old  fir  kbit 
hangs  with  me,  and  thou  knowes  he  is  no  ftarudtng :  tut, 
there  are  other  Troians  that  thou  dream 'ft  not  of,  the  wbiclj  • 
for  fport  fake  are  content  to  do  the  profeffion  fome  graced  that 
would  (if  matters  fhouid  be  lookt  into)  for  their  owne  credit 
fake,  make  al  whole  :  I  am  ioyned  with  no  foot-land  rakers, 
Ho  long-ftaffe  fixpenny  ftrikers,  none  of  thefe  madde  muftachio 
purple  hewd  malt-worms,  but  with  nobility,  and  tranquility, 
burgomaftcrs  and  great  oneyers,  fuch  as  can  hold  in  (uch  as 
wil  ftrike  iboner  the/peake,  and  fpeak  fooner  then  dcinke, 
and  drinke  fooner  the  pray  ;  arid  yet  (zounds)  I  lie,  for  they 
pray  continually  to  their  faint  the  comon  wealth,  or  rather 
not  pray  to  her,  but  prey  on  her,  for  they  ride  yp  and  downe 
on  "her,  and  make  her  their  bootes. 

Cham.  What,  the  common- wealth  their  bootes  ?  will  /hee 
hold  out  water  in  foule  way  ? 

Gad.  She  will,  (he  will,  iuftice  hath  liquord  her  :  we  fteale 
«s  in  a  caftlfe,  cockfure ;  we  haue  the  receit  of  fernefeed,  wc 
walke  inuifible. 

Cham.  Nay,  by  my  fayth,  I  thinke  you  are  more  beholding 
to  the  night  then  to  fernefeed,  for  your  walking  inuifible. 

Gad*  Giue  me  thy  hand,  thou  /halt  haue  a  {hare  in  our  pnr- 
chafe,  as  I  am  a  true  man. 

Cham.  Nay,  rather  let  me  haue  it,  as  you  are  a  faMetbeefe. 

Gad.  Go  to,  homo  is  a  comon  name  to  all  men  :  bid  the 
oftler  bring  my  gelding  out  of  the  liable  j  farewell  ye  muddy 
knaue. 

Enter  Prince ;  Poines,  and  Veto,  ire. 

Pcines.  Come  flielrer,  ftielter,  I  haue  remooaed  Talftalfftx 
horfe,  and  he  frets  like  a  gum'd  vcluet. 
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Prince.  Stand  dofc. 

Enter  FaUbffe. 

Falf.  Poines,  Poines,  and  be  hangd  Poines. 
•    Prince.  Peace  ye  fat-kidneyd  rafcall,  what  a  brawling  doft 
fhou'keepe  ? 

Falf.  What  Pomes,  Hal? 

Prin.  He  is  walkt  vp  to  the  top  of  the  hill,  He  go  feeke  him. 
•  Fal.  I  am  accurft  to  rob  in  that  theeues  company,  the  raf» 
call  Kath  remoued  my  horfe,  and  tyed  him  I  know  not  where, 
if  I  trauel  but  foure  foote  by  the/quire*  further  a  foote,  I 
fhal  break  my  winder  well,  I  doubt  not  but  to  die  a  faire 
death  for  all  this,  if  I  fcape  hanging  for  killing  that  rogue,  I 
haue  forfworne  his  company  hourely  any  time  this  22.  yeare, 
and  yet  lam  bewitcht  with  the  rogues  company.  If  the  raf- 
call haue  not  giuen  me  medicines  to  make  me  loue  him,  He  be 
haogd :  it  could  not  be  elfe,  I  haue  drunke  medicines,  Poines, 
Hdl,  a  plague  vpon  you  both.  Bardoll,  Peto,  He  ftarue  ere 
He  rob  a  foote  further:  and  t'were  not  as  good  a  deed  as 
drinke,  to  turne  true  man,  and  to  leaue  thefe  rogues,  I  am 
the  verieft  varlet  that  euer  chewed  with  a  tooth  :  eight  yeardes 
of  vneuen  ground,  is  threefcore  and  ten  miles  afoot  with  me  : 
and  the  ftony  hearted  villaines  know  it  well  enough,  a  plague 
Vpon  it  when  theeues  cannot  be  true  one  to  another. 

They  Vfhijlk. 
Whew,  a  plague  vpon  yon  all,  giue  me  my  horfe,  you  rogues, 
Giue  me  my  horfe,  and  be  hangd. 

Prince.  Peace  ye  fat  guts,  lie  downe,  lay  thine  eare  dofe  to 
the  ground,  and  lift  if  thou  can  heare  the  tread  of  trauellers, 

Fal.  Haue  you  any  leauers  to  lift  me  vp  againe  being  downe  ? 
fcbloud,  He  not  beare  mine  own  flefh  fo  far  afoot  againe  for 
all  the  coyne  in  thy  fathers  exchequer :  what  a  plague  meanc 
ye  to  colt  me  thus  ? 

*ffuaire. 

D  d  4  Prince. 
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Prince.  Thou  lyeft,  thou  art  not  colted,  thou  art  vncolted. 

Fal.  I  prethee  good  prince  #<*/,.  helpe  mee  to  my  horfe, 
Good  kings  fonne. 

Prince.  Out  you  rogue,  ftiall  I  be  your  oftler  ?  m  ■ 

Faff.  Go  hang  thy  felfe  in  thine  owne  haire  apparent  gar- 
ters :  if  I  be  tane,  He  peach  for  this :  and  I  haue  not  ballades 
made  on  *  all,  and  fung  to  filthy  tunes,  let  a  cup  of  facke  be 
my  poyfon:  when  ieaft  is  fo  forward,  and  a  foot  too,  I  hate 
it. 

Enter  Gads-hill. 

Gad.  Stand. 

Fal.  So  I  doe  againft  my  will. 

Poin.  O  tis  our  fetter,  I  know  his  voyce :  Bardoi  what 
newes  ? 

Bar.  Cafe  yee,  cafe  yee ;  on  with  your  vizards,  ther's  mo- 
ny  of  the  kings  comming  downe  the  hill,  tis  going  to  the 
kings  exchequer. 

Falf.  You  lie  you  rogue,  tis  going  to  the  kings  taperne. 

Cad.  There's  enough  to  make  Ys.all. 

Falf.  To  be  hanged. 
,  Prince.  You  foure  (hall  front  them  in  the  narrow  lane : 
Ned Poines  and  I,  will  walke  lower;  if  they  fcape  from  your 
encounter,  then  they  light  on  vs. 

Peto.  But  how  many  be  they  of  them  ? 

Cad.  Some  eight  or  ten. 

Falf.  Zounds,  will  they  not  rob  vs  ? 

Prin.  What !  a  coward  fir  lohn  Pawnch  * 

Falf.  Indeed  I  am  not  bhn  of  Cant  our  f  grandfather,  but 
yet  no  coward,  Hal. 

Prince.  Well,  wcele  leaue  that  to  the  proofe. 

•  4>jp*»        t  p*** 

Poynes. 
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Paynes.  Sirra  Iacke,  thy  horfc  fiands  behind  the  hedge, 
when  thou  needed  him,  there  thou  (halt  finde  him :  farewell, 
and  (land  faft. 

Fal.  Now  cannot  I  ftrike  him  if  I  fhould  be  hangd.  » 

Prince.  Ned,  where  are  our  difguifes  I 

Paynes.  Here  hard  by,  ftand  clofe. 

Falf.  Now  mymaifters,  happy  man  be  his  dole,  iky,  euery 
man  to  his  bufinefle. 

Enter  the  travellers. 

Tra.  Come  neighbour,  the  boy  Hull  lead  our  horfes  downe 
the  hil,  weele  walke  a  foote  a  while,  and  eafe  our  leggs. 

Theeues.  Stay  *. 

Tra.  Iefus  blefle  vs. 

Falf.  Strike,  downe  with  them,  cut  the  villaines  throates : 
a  horefon  caterpillars  bacon-fed  knaues,  they  hate  vs  youth, 
downe  with  them,  fleece  them. 

Tra.  O,  we  are  vndone,  both  we  and  ours  for  euer. 

Falf.  Hang  ye  gorbellied  knaues,  are  ye  vndone  ?  no  yee 
fat  chuffes,  I  would  your  (lore  were  here :  on  bacons,  on, 
what  yee  knaues  \  young  men  muft  liue,  you  are  grafad 
iurers,  are  yee  ?  weele  iure  yee  yfaith. 

Here  they  rob  them  and  binde  them:  Enter  the  Prince  and 

Foines. 

Prince.  The  theeues  haue  bound  the  true  men :  nowconlde 
thou  and  I  rob  the  theeues,  and  go  merrily  to  London,  it 
would  be  argument  for  a  weeke,  laughter  for  a  month,  and  a 
good  ieft  for  euer. 

Paynes.  Stand  dole,  I  heare  them  comming. 

'    *  Bute* 
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Enter  the  theeues  pgaine. 

ftff.  Com*  my  maters,  let  vs  fliare,  and  then  to  horfc  be- 
fore day  :  and  the  prince  and  Poynes  be  not  two  arrant  cow- 
ardes,  there's  no  equity  ftirring,  theres  no  more  valour  in  that 
Paynes,  than  in  a  wild  duck. 

rAi  they  are /baring,  the  prince  and 

Prin.-  Your  money.  1  ***"#  ?*"?*?'  they  aUrunn€ 

Poin.  VMaines.         )  *****  *"*  FaKb&  ^r  a  ikw  °* 
I  two    runs  away    too,    leauing  the 

I  booty  behind  them. 

Prin.  Got  with  much  eafe.  Now  merrily  to  horfe,  the 
theeues  are  fcattered,  and  pofleft  with  feare  fo  ftrongly,  that 
they  dare  not  mcete  each  other,  each  takes  his  fellow  for  an 
officer ;  away  good  Ned,  Falftaffe  fweares  #  to  death,  and 
lards  the  leane  earth  as  he  walkes  along :  wert  not  for  laugh- 
ing, I  fhould  pitty  him. 

Poines.  How  the  rogue  roard.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Hotfpur  fofus,  reading  a  fetter. 

But  for  mine  owne  part,  my  lord,  I  could  be  well  contented 
to  be  there %  in  refpeSl  of  the  hue  Ibeareyour  boufe. 

He  could  be  cotented,  why  is  he  not  then  ?  in  the  refpeft 
of  the  loue  he  beares  our  houfe  :  he  ihowes  in  this,  he  loues 
'his  owne  barn*  better'  then  he  loues  our  houfe*    Let  me  toe 
fome  more. 

The  Purpofe  you  vndertahe  is  dangerous. 

Why  thats  certaine,  tis  dangerous  to  take  a  cold,  to  fleepe^ 
todrinke;  but  I  tell  you  (my  lord  foole)  out  of  this  nettle 
danger,  we  plucke  this  flower  fafety. 

Thepurpofe  you  vndertake  is  dangerous,  the friendes  you  ham 
named  vncertaine,  the  time  it  feffe  vnforted,  and  your  whole 
plot  too  light ;  for  the  count  erpQife  of  fo  great  an  oppofition. 

*Jwtjtes* 

Say 
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Say  you  fo,  fay  you  fo,  I  fay  vnto  yon  againe,  yon  are** 
(hallow  cowardly  hinde,  and  you  lie :  what  a  lack-brainc  is 
this  ?  by  the  Lord  our  plot  is  a  good  plot  as  euer  w^s  laid,  our 
frind  *  true  and  conftant :  a  good  plot,  gopd  friends,  and  fill 
of  expe&ation :  an  excellent  plot,  very  good  friends ;  what  ft 
frofty  fpirited  rogue  is  this  ?  why,  my  lord  of  Torke  commends 
the  plot,  and  the  generall  courfe  of  the  a&ion  zounds  and  I 
were  now  by  this  rafcall,  I  could  braine  him  with  his  ladies 
fanne.  Is  there  not  my  father,  my  vncle,  and  my  felfe,  lord 
Edmund  Mortimer,  my  lord  of  Torke,  and  Owen  Glendower  ? 
Is  there  not  befides  the  Dawg/as  ?  Haue  I  not  all  their  letters 
to  meete  me  in  armes  by  the  ninth  of  the  next  month  ?  and 
are  they  not  fome  of  them  fet  forward  already  ?  what  a  Pagan 
rafcall  is  this,  and  infidell  ?  ha,  you  fhall  fee  now  in  very  fin- 
cerity  of  feare  and  cold  heart,  will  he  to  the  king,  and  lay  open 
all  our  proceedings.  O,  I  could  diuide  my  felfe,  and  goc  to 
buffets,  for  mouing  fuch  a  difli  of  fkim  milke  with  fo  honor- 
able an  aftion.  Hang  him,  let  him  tell  the  king,  we  are 
prepared,  I  will  fet  forward  to  night* 

Enter  his  lady. 

How  now  Kate,  I  mud  leaue  you  within  thefe  two  houres. 

Lady.  O  my  good  lord,  why  are  you  thus  alone  i 
for  what  offence  haue  I  this  fortnight  bin 
A  banifht  woman  from  my  Harries  bed  ? 
Tell  mee,  fweet  lord,  what  is't  that  takes  from  thee 
Thy  ftomacke,  pleafure,  and  thy  golden  fleepe  ? 
Why  <Joft  thou  bend  thine  eyes  vpon  the  earth, 
And  dart  fo  often  when  thou  fitft  alone  ? 
Why  haft  thou  loft  the  fre(h  blood  in  thy  cheekes, 
And  giueh  my  treafurfcs  and  nay  rights  of  thee, 
To  thick-eyd  mufing,  and  curft  melancholy  i 
fe  my  faint  (lumbers,  I  by  thee  f  wattht, 


*jtk*4$.         f***"* 
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And  heard  thee  murmure  tales  of  yron  warrei, 

Speake  tearmes  of  manage  to  thy  boonding  fteed. 

Cry  conrage  to  the  field :  and  thou  haft  talkt 

Offallies;  and  retires,  trenches*,  tents, 

Of  pallizadoes,  frontiers,  parapets, 

bfbafililks,  of  canon,  cuiuerin, 

Of  prifoners  ranfome,  and  of  fouldeirs  flaine, 

And  all  the  current,  of  a  heddy  fight, 

Thy  fpirit  within  thee  hath  bin  fo  at  war, 

And  thus  hath  fo  beftird  thee  in  thy  fleepe, 

That  beds  of  fweat  hath  f  flood  vpon  thy  brow, 

Like  bubbles  in  a  late  diflurbed  ftreame, 

And  in  thy  face  ftrange  motions  haue  apeard, 

Such  as  we  fee  when  men  reftraine  their  breath, 

On  fome  great  fodaine  haft.    O  what  portents  are  thefe? 

Some  heauy  bufincs  hath  my  lord  in  hand, 

And  I  muft  know  it,  elfe  he  loues  me  not. 

Hot.  What  ho,  is  GHlidtns  with  the  packet  gone  ? 

Ser.  He  is  my  lord,  an  houre  agoe. 

Hot.  Hath  Butler  brought  thofehorfes  from  the  fherifFe  ? 

Sen  One  horfe,  my  lord,  he  brought  euen  now. 

Mot.  What  horfe  ?  a  roane,  a  crop  eare,  is  it  not  i    * 

Ser.  It  is,  my  lord. 

Hat .  That  roane  (hall  be  my  throne.  Well,  I  will  back* 
him  ftraight.  EJperance,  bid  Butler  lead  him  foorth  into  the 
parke. 

La.  But  heare  you  my  lord* 

Hot.  What  fateft  thou  my  lady  i 

La.  What  is  it  carries  you  away  ? 

Hot.  What,  my  horfe  (my  loue)  my  horfe. 

La.  Out  you  mad-headed  ape,  a  weazel  hath  not  fuch  a 
deale  of  fpleene,  as  you  are  toft  with.  In  faith  He  know  your 
bofiaes  Harry,  that  I  will :  I  feare,  my  brother  Mortimer 

doth 
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doth  ftir  about  his  title,  and  hath  feat  for  you  to  line  his  en- 
terprife^  but  if  you  go 

Hot.  So  far  a  foote,  I  (hall  be  weary,  loue. 

La.  Come,  come,  you  paraquito,  anfwere  me  dire&ly,  vn- 
to  this  queftion  that  I  (hal  a£ke :  in  faith  He  break  thy  little 
finger  Harry,  and  if  thou  wilt  not  tell  me  all  things  true. 

Hot.  Away,  away,  you  trifler,  loue ;  I  loue  thee  not, 
I  care  not  for  thee  Kate,  this  is  no  world 
To  play  with  mammets,  and  to  tilt  with  lips, 
Wemuft  hauebloudienofes,  and  crackt  crownes, 
And  pafle  them  currant  too :  gods  me  my  horfe. 
What  faift  thou. Kate ;  what  wouldft  thou  haue  with  me  ? 

La.  Do  you  not  loue  me  ?  do  you  not  indeede  i 
Wei,  do  not  then  ?  for  fince  you  loue  me  not, 
I  will  not  loue  my  felfe.     Do  you  not  loue  me  ? 
Nay,  tel  me  if  you  fpeake  in  ieaft,  or  no  ? 

Hot.  Come  wilt  thou  fee  me  ride  ? 
And  when  I  am  a  horfe  back,  I  will  fweare, 
I  loue  thee  infinitely.     But  harke  you  KaU9    " 
I  mud  not  haue  you  henceforth,  queftion  me  ? 
Whither  I  go :  nor  reafon  where  about. 
Whither  I  mufl,  I  mull :  and  to  conclude, 
This  euening  muft  I  lcaue  you  gentle  Kate. 
I  know  you  wife,  but  yet  no  farther  wife, 
Then  Harry  Percy es  wife/  Conftant  you  are, 
But  yet  a  woman,  and  for  fccrecy, 
No  lady  ctofer,  for  I  will  beleeue, 
Thou  wilt  not  vtter  what  fliou  doft  not  know* 
And  fo  fare  will  I  truft  thee,  gentle  Kate.  • 

La.  How,  fofar? 

Hot .  Not  an  inch  further :  but  harke  you  Kate, 
Whither  I  goe,  thither  (hall  you  goe  too : 
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To  day  will  I  ktfoorth  *  to  morrow  you  : 
Will  this  content  you  Kate  t  0 

Lady.  Itmuft  of  force.  Exeunt, 

Enter  prince  and  Poines. 

Prince.  Ned,  prethee  come  out  of  that  fat  roome,  and  lend 
mee  thy  hand  to  laugh  a  little. 

Poines.  Where  haft  beer*  Halt 

Prin.  With  three  or  foure  logger-heads,  amongft  three  or 
foure  fcore  hogs-heads.  I  haue  founded  the  very  bafe  firing 
of  h*unilitie.  Sirra,  I  am  fworne  brother  to  a  leafti  of  draw- 
ers, and  can  call  them  all  by  their  chriftian  names,  as  Torn, 
Dicke,  and  Francis :  they  take  it  already  vpon  their  falua- 
tion,  that  though  I  be  but  prince  oi  Wales f  yet  I  am  the  king 
of  curtefie;  and  tell  mee  flatly,  I  am  not  f  proud  loci,,  liko 
Faljflaffe;  but  &  Corinthian;  a  lad  of  mettall,  a  good  boy  (by 
the  Lord  fo  they  call  me)  and  when  I  am  king  of  England,  I 
(hall  commande  all  the  good  lads  in  Eaficbeape.  They  call 
drinking  deepe,  dying  fcarlet :  and  when  you  breath  in  your 
watring,  they  cry  hem,  and  bid  you  play  it  off.  To  con- 
clude, I  am  fo  good  a  proficient  in  one  quarter  of  an  houre, 
that  I  can  drinke  with  any  tinker  in  his  owne  language  during 
my  life.  I\  tell  thee  Ned,  thou  haft  loft  much  honour,  that 
thou  wert  not  with  me  in.  this  aftion:  but  fweet  Ned\  to 
fweeten  which  name  of  Ned,  I  giue  thee  this  peniworth  of 
fugar,  ciapt  euen  now  into  my  hand  by  an  vnder  fkinker,  one 
that  neuer  fpake  other  Englifb  in  his  life,  then  eight  fbiUinges 
and  fixe  pence  :  and,  you  are  welcome,  with  this  drill  addi- 
tion, anon,  anon  fir\  fkore  a  pint  of  bqftard  in  the  halfe 
moone,  or  fo,  But  Ned,  to  driuc  away  time  till  Falfiafc 
come,  I  prethee  doe  thou  ftand  in  fome  by  roome,  while  I 
queftion  my  puny  drawer,  to  what  end  he  gaue  me  the  fugar, 

•  firmtri.        f  «# .        J  Iviilt. 

and 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


HENHY    fHE   FoiTRfH. 

and  doe  neuer  leaue  calling  Francis,  that  his  tale  to  me  may 
be  nothing  but,  anon :  fteppe  afide,  and  lie  ftiew  thee  a  prefcrft. 

Points.  Francis. 

Prince.  Thou  art  perfeft. 

Points.  Francis. 

Enter  drawer. 

Fra*  Anon,  anon  fir;  looke  downc  into  the pomgaraet, 
Ralfe. 

Prince.  Come  hither  Francis. 

Francis.  My  lord. 

Prince.  How  long  haft  thou  to  ferue,  Francis  > 

Francis.  Forfooth  fiue  yeares,  and  as  much  as  to-—         v 

Points.  Francis.    . 

Francis.  Anone,  anone  fir. 

Prince.  Fiue  yeares;  berlady  alongleafe  for  the  clincking 
of  pewter  :  but  Francis,  dareft  thou  be  fo  valiant,  as  to  play 
the  coward  with  thy  indenture,  and  (hew  it  a  faire  pake  of 
heeles,  and  runne  from  it  i 

Francis.  O  lord  fir,  He  befworne  vpon  all  *  bookes  in  Eng- 
fxnd,  I  could  find  in  my  heart. 

poines.  Francis. 

Francis.  Anone  fir. 

Prince.  How  old  art  thou,  Francis  ? 

Francis.  Let  me  fee,  about  Michaelmas  next  I  fhall  be-*. 

Poines.  Francis. 

Francis.  Anone  fir,  pray  you  ftay  a  little,  my  lord. 

Prince.  Nay  but  harke  you  Francis,  for  the  fngar  thou  gjt* 
ueft  me,  t'was  a  f  peany  worth,  waft  not  ? 

Francis.  O  lord,  I  would  it  had  been  two. 

Prince.  I  will  giue  thee  for  it  a  thoufand  pound,  afite  me* 
when  thou  wilt,  and  thou  fhalt  haue  it. 

Poines*  Francis. 

Francis.  Anone,  anone, 

•alltke.       ft** 

Prince. 
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Prince.  Anone  Francis  P  no  Francis,  but  to  morrow  Fran* 
cis :  or  Francis,  on  Thur/eday:  or  indeed  Francis,  when  thou 
wilt :  but  Francis. 

Francis.  My  lord. 

Prince.  Wilt  thou  rob  this  leatherne  ierkin,  chriftall  but- 
tony  not-pated,  agat  ring,  puke  flocking,  caddice  garter, 
finooth  tongue,  Spanijh  pouch. 

Francis.  O  lord  fir,  who  do  you  meane? 

Prince.  Why  then  your  browne  baftarde  is  your  onely 
drinke :  for  looke  you  Francis,  your  white  canuafle  doublet 
will  fulley.    In  Barbary  fir,  it  cannot  come  to  fo  much. 

Francis.  'What  fir ; 

Points.  Francis. 

Prince.  Away  you  rogue,  doft  thou  not  heare  them  call  ? 
Heere  they  both  call  him,  the  drawer  ftandes  amazed,  not 
knowing  which  way  to  goe. 

Enter  vintner* 

VinU  What,  ftandft  thou  (till,  and  heard  fuch  a  calling  ? 
looke  to  the  gheftes  within.  My  lord,  old  fir  John  with  halfe 
a  dozen  more,  are  at  the  doore,  (hall  I  let  them  in  ? 

Prin.  Let  them  alone  a  while,  and  then  open  the  doore: 
Poines. 

pomes.  Anone,  anone  fir* 

Enter  Poines. 

Prince.  Sirra,  Falfiafe  and  the  reft  of  the  theeues,  arc  at 
the  doore,  (hall  we  be  merry  ? 

Poin.  As  merry  as  crickets,  my  lad :  but  harke  yee,.  what 
cunning  match  haue  you  made  with  this  ieft  of  the  drawer; 
come,  what's  th6  iffhe  ? 

Princ.  I  am  now  of  all  humors,  that  haue  (hewed  them- 
felues  humors,  fince  the  old  daie$  ef  goodman  Adam,  to  the 
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pupill  age  of  this  prefent  twelue  a  clocke  at  midnight.  What's 
a  clocke  Francis  t 

Francis.  Anone,  anone  fir. 

Princ.  That  euef  this  fellow  (hduld  haue  fewer  words  thefl 
a  parret,  and  yet  the  fon  of  a  woman.  His  induftry  is  vp 
ftaires  and  downe  ftaires,  his  eloquence  the  parcell  of  a  reck- 
oning. I  am  not  yet  of  Percy's  mind,  the  Hct/pur  of  the 
north,  he  that  kils  me  fome  fixe  or  feuen  dozen  of  Scots  at  a 
breakfaft,  Wafhes  his  handes,  and  fayes  to  his  wife,  fie  vpott 
this  quiet  life,  I  want  worke.  O  my  fweet  Harry,  fays  fhe ! 
how  many  haft  thou  kild  to  day  ?  glue  my  foane  horfe  a 
drench  (fayes  he)  and  anfweres,  fome  forteene,  an  houre 
after :  a  trifle,  a  trifle.  I  prethee  call  in  Falftaffe,  He  play 
Percy,  and  that  damnde  brawne  (hall  play  dame  Mortimer 
his  wife.  Riuo,  faies  the  drunkard:  cal  in  ribs,  call  ia 
tallow. 

gntcr  FalftafFe. 

Points.  Welcome  Iacke,  where  haft  thou  beene  ? 

Fal.  A  plague  of  all  cowards  I  fay,  and  a  vengeance  to, 
marry  and  amen :  giue  me  a  cup  of  fack  boy.  E're  I  lead 
this  life  long,  He  fowe  neatherftocks,  and  mend  them,  and 
foote  them  too.  A  plague  of  all  cowards,  giue  me  a  cup  of 
iacke,  rogue,  is  there  no  vertue  extant  ?  * 

Prin*  Didft  thou  neuer  fee  Titan  kifle  a  dilh  of  butter, 
pittiful  harted  Titan  that  meked  at  the  fweetc  tale  of  thefunne? 
if  tfcou  didft,  then  behold  that  compound. 

Fal.  You  rpgne,  heres  lime  in  this  fack  too,  there  is  nothing 
but  rogery  to  be  found  in  villanous  man ;  yet  a  coward  is 
worfc  the  a  cup  of  fack  with  lime  in  it.  A  villanous  coward, 
go  thy  wayes  old  Iacke,  die  when  thou  wilt,  if  manhood,  good 
manhood  be  not  forgot  vpd  the  face  of  the  earth,  then  am  I  a 

1  He  drinketh. 
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(hottea  herring  :  there  Hues  not  three  good  men  vnh&ngd  In 
England,  and  one  of  them  is  fatte,  and  growes  old;  God 
Jielpe  the  while,  a  bad  world!  fay  :  I  would  I  were  a  weaoer, 
I  could  fing  pfalmes,  or  any  thing.  A  plague  of  all  cowards, 
I  fay  ftill. 

Prin.  How  ao*  wolfacke,  what  mutter  you  ? 
Falf.  A  kings  fonne  ?  if  I  doe  not  beat  thee  out  of  thy 
kingdome  with  a  dagger  of  lath,  and  driue  all  thy  fubieftes 
afore  thee  like  a  flocke  of  wild-geefe,  He  neuer  weare  haire  on 
my  face  more,  you  prince  of  Wales. 

Prin.  Why  you  horfon  round  man,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Fal.  Are  you  not  a  coward  ?  anfwere  me  to  that,  add  Poincs 
there. 

Prin.  bounds  ye  fat  paunch,  and  ye  call  me  coward,  by 
the  Lord  lie  ftab  thee. 

Fal.  I  call  thee  coward  ?  He  fee  thee  damnde  care  I  call 
thee  coward,  but  I  would  giue  a  thoufand  pound  I  could  run 
as  fad  as  thou  canft.  You  are  ftraight  enough  in  the  (houl- 
ders,  you  care  not  who  fees  your  backe :  call  you  that  backing 
of  your  friendes  ?  a  plague  vpon  fuch  backing :  giue  me  them 
that  will  face  me.  Giue  me  a  cup  of  fack,  I  am  a  rogue  if  I 
drunke  to  day. 

Pri.  O  villaine,  thy  lips  are  fcarfe  wip'd  fince  thou  drmskft 
laft. 

Fal.  All's  one  for  that.  He  drihkts. 

A  plague  of  all  cowards  ftill  fay  I„ 

Prin.  Whats  the  matter  ? 

Fal.  Whats  the  matter  ?  here  be  foure  of  ?s,  hatie  taite  a 
thoufand  pound  this  morning. 

Prin.  Where  is  it  ?  lacke,  where  is  it  ? 

Falf.  Where  is  it?  taken  from  vs  it  k:  a  hundred  vpoa 
poore  foure  of  vs. 

Prin.  What,  a  Jiundred  man  ?  • 

Fal. 
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FaL  I  am  a  rogue,  if  I  were  not  at  halfe  fword,  with  a 
dozen  of  them  two  houres  together.  I  haue  fcaped  by  myrade, 
I  am  eight  times  thruft  through  the  doublet,  foure  through 
the  hofe,  my  buckler  cut  through  and  through,  my  fword 
hackt  like  a  hand-faw,  eccefignum.  I  neuer  dealt  better  fince 
I  was  a  man,  al  would  not  doe*  A  plague  of  all  cowards, 
let  them  fpake ;  if  they  fpeake  more  or  lefle  then  truth,  they 
are  viilames,  and  the  fonnes  of  darknefle. 

Cad.  Speake,  firs,  how  was  it  t 

Rofs.  We  foure  fet  vpon  fome  dozen. 

Falft.  Sixtecne,  at  lead,  my  lord. 

Rofs.  And  bound  them. 

Peto.  No,  no,  they  were  not  bound. 

Fat.  You  rogue  they  were  bound,  euery  man  of  them,  or 
I  am  a  lew  elfe,  an  Ebrew  lew. 

Ro/s.  As  we  were  fharing,  fome  fixe  or  feuen  frefli  men  fet 
vpon  vs. 

Fal.  And  unbound  the  reft,  and  then  come  in  the  other. 

Prin.  What,  fought  yec  with  them  all  ? 

Falf  All  ?  I  know  not  what  yee  call  all :  but  if  I  fought 
not  with  fifty  of  them,  I  am  a  bunch  of  radifli :  if  there  were 
not  two  or  three  and  fifty  vpon  poore  old  lacke,  then  am  I  no 
two  leg'd  creature. 

Points.  Pray  God,  you  haue  not  murthered  fome  of  them. 

Falf.  Nay  that's  pad  praying  for,  I  haue  pepper'd  two  of 
them,  two  I  am  fure  I  haue  payed,  two  rogues  in  bsckren 
fines  :  I  tel  thee  what,  Hal,  if  I  tell  thee  a  lie,  fpit  in  my 
face ;  cal  me  horfe :  thou  knoweft  my  old  word  * ;  here  I 
lay,  and  thus  I  bore  my  point :  foure  rogues  in  buckram  let 
driue  at  me. 

Prin.  What,  foure?  thou  fatd'ft but two*  euennow, 

Falf.  Foure  ffal,  I  told  thee  foure. 

Poin.  I,  I,  he  faid  foure. 

•  %OarJe9 
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fa  If.  Thefe  foure  came  all  a  front,  and  mainely  thru|t  at  me ; 
I  made  no  more  adoe,  but  tooke  all  their  feucn  points  in  my 
target,  thu*. 

Princ.  Seuen  ?  why  there  were  but  foure,  euen  now. 

Faff.  1b  buckrom. 

Poin.  I,  foure,  in  buckrome  fuites. 

Falf.  Seuen,  by  thefe  hikes,  or  I  am  a  villaine  dfe. 

Prin.  Prethee  let  him  alone,  we  {hall  hauc  more  anon, 

Falf.  Doeft  thou  heare  me  Hal  f 

Prin.  I  and  marke  thee  toor  Jack. 

Fal.  Do  fo,  for  it  is  worth  the  liftaing  to,  thefe  nine  ift 
buckrom,  that  I  told  thee  of. 

Prin.  So,  two  more  already, 

Fal.  Their  points  being  broken. 

Poyncs.  Downe  fell  his  hofe. 

Fal.  Began  to  giue  me  ground,  but  I  followed  me  dofe, 
came  in  foote  and  band,  and  with  a  thought,  feuen  of  the 
eleuen  I  paid. 

Prin.  O  raonftrous !  eleuen-  buckrom  men  growne  out  of 
two  ? 

Fal.  But  aS  the  diud  would  haue  it,  three  mif-bcgptte 
knaues,  in  Kendall  grecne,  came  at  my  backe  and  let  driue  at 
me,  for  it  was  fo  darke,  JJal9  that  thou  couldft  not  fee  thy 

band. 

Prin.  Thefe  lyes  are  like  the  father  that  begets  them,  groflc 
as  a  mouiaine,  ope  palpable.  Why  thou  clay-braind  gotf, 
thorn  knotty-pated  foole,  thou  horfon  obfcene  greafie  tallow 

catch. 

Fal.  What  ?  art  thou  mad  r  art  thou  mad ;   is  not  the 

truth  the  truth  ? 

Prin.  Why,  how  couldft  thou  know  thefe  men  in  Kendall 
greene,  when  it  was  fa  darke  thou  couldft  not  fee  thy  hind? 
come  tell  vs  your  reafon,  what  faift  thou  to  this  i 

Poy.  Coipe,  your  reafon  Jtukc,  your  reafon. 
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Fal.  What,  vpon  compulfioa  ?  zoundcs,  and  I  were  at  tht 
ftrappado,  or  al  the  racks  in  the  world,  I  would  not  tel  you 
oo  compulfion.  Giue  you  a  reafon  on  compulfid  ?  if  reafons 
were  as  plenty  as  blackeberries,  I  would  giue  no  man  a  reafon 
vpon  compulfion,  I. 

Prin.  lie  be  no  longer  guiltie  of  this  finne.  This  fanguine 
coward,  this  bed  -prefler,  this  horfe-back-breaker,  this  huge 
hilofflelh. 

Fal.  Zbloud  you  ftarueling,  you  elfskin,  you  dried  heats 
tong*,  buls-pizzd,  you  ftockefi(h:  O  for  breath  to  vtter! 
what  is  like  thee  ?  you  taylers  yard,  you  (heath,  you  bowcafe, 
you  vile  (landing  tucke. 

Prin.  Wei,  breath  a  while,  and  then  to  it  againe,  and 
when  thou  haft  tried  \  thy  felfe  in  bafe  compartfos,  heare  me 
fpeak  but  thus  %. 

Pay.  Marke,  Iacke. 

Prin.  We  two,  faw  you  foure,  fet  oo  foure  and  bound 
them,  and  were  maifters  of  their  welth :  marke  now  how  a 
plaine  tale  (hall  put  you  downe :  then  did  wee  two  fet  on  you 
foure,  and  with  a  word,  outfac'd  you  from  your  prize,  and 
haue  it,  yea,  and  can  (hew  it  you  here  in  the  houfe :  and 
Falftaffe,  you,carried  your  guts  away  as  nimbly,  with  as  quick 
dexterity,  and  roared  fen*  mercy,  and  dill  run  and  roare,  as 
cuer  I  heard  bul-calfe.  What  a  (laue  art  thou  to  hack  thy 
fword  as  thou  haft  done,  and  then  fay  it  was  in  fight  ?  what 
tricke  ?  what  deuice  ?  what  darting  hole  canft  thou  now  find 
out,  to  hide  thee  from  this  open  and  apparant  (hame  > 

Pw*.  Come  lets  heare  Iacke,  what  tricke  haft  thou  now  ? 

Fal/.  By  the  Lord,  I  knevr  yec  as  well  as  hee  that  made 
yee.  What  heare  you  my  maifters,  was  it  for  mee,  to  kill 
the  heire  apparant  ?  (houid  I  turne  vpon  the  true  prince  ? 
whg,  thoa  kpoweft  I  am  as  valiant  as  Hercules :  but  beware 

*  (*$&>  JW        t  f,r<^«        J  '*'*• 

E  e  3  inftinft, 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


Thb  Historie  of 

foftinft,  the  lion  will  not  touch  the  true  prince,  inftinft  is  a 
great  matter.  I  was  a  coward  on  inftind,  I  (ball  rhinke  the 
better  of  my  felfe,  and  thee,  during  my  life ;  I,  for  a  valiaat 
lion,  and  thou  for  a  true  prince;  but,  by  the  Lord,  lads,  I 
am  glad  you  haue  the  money.  Hoftefle,  clap  to  the  doOrea, 
watch  to  night,  pray  to  morrow:  gallants,  lads,  boyes, 
hearts  of  gold,  all  the  titles  of  good  fellowship  come  to  yon. 
What,  fhfl.ll  we  be  merry  ?  (hall  we  haue  a  play  extempore? 

Prin.  Content,  and  the  argument  (hall  be,  thy  running 
away. 

Faff.  A,  no  more  of  that  Hal,  and  thou  loueft  me. 

Enter  hqfieffe. 

ffqfi.  O  Iefu,  my  lord  the  prince ! 

Prin.  How  now  my  lady  the  hoftefle,  what  faift  thou  to 
fee? 

Hof.  Marry,  my  L.  there  is  a  noble  man  of  the  court,  ae 
doore  would  fpeake  with  you :  he  fayes,  he  comes  from  your 
father. 

Prin.  Giue  him  as  much  as  will  make  him  a  royall  man 
and  fend  him  backe  againe  to  my  mother. 

Fa!.  What  manner  of  man  is  he  ? 

ffof.  An  old  man. 

Fal.  What  doth  grauitie  out  of  his  bed  at  toidnight  ?  (hall 
1  glue  him  his  anfwere  ? 

Prin.  Prethee  doe  ktcke. 

Falf.  Fayth,  and  lie  fend  him  packing.  Exit. 

Pnrn.Now  firs :  birlady  you  fought  faire,  &  did  you  Peto, 
to  did  you'  Bardo!\  you  are  lions  too,  you  ran  away  upon  in- 
ftinfr,  yon  will  not  touch  the  true  prince,  no  fie. 

Bar.  Fayth,  I  ran  when  1  ftw  others  runne. 

Prince.  Fayth,  tell  me  now  m  efttftaft,  haw  cm&Fa&qfes 
fword  fo  hackt  ? 

Peto. 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


X 


H&NRY   THE   FpURTH. 

Peto.  Why,  he  hackt  it  with  his  dagger,  and  (aid  \\t  would 
fweare  truth  out  of  England  but  he  would  make  you  beleeue 
it  was  done  in  fight,  and  perfwaded  vs  tp  do  the  like. 
•  Car.  Yea,  and  to  tickle  our  nofes  with  fpeare-grafle,  to 
make  them  bleede,  and  then  to  beflubber  our  garments 
ynth  if,  and  fwfeare  it  was  the  blood  of  true  pen.  J  did  that 
I  did  not  this  feauen  yeares  before,  I  blulht  to  heare  his.mop- 
flrous  deuifes. 

Prin.  Ovillaine,  thou  ftoleft  a  cup  of  facke  eighteene  yeeres 
9gq,  and  wert  taken  with  (he  manner,  and  euer  fince  thou 
haft  blutht  extempore,  thou  hadft  fire  and  fword  on  thy  fide, 
fad  yet  thou  ranft  away :  what  inftinft  hadft  thou  for  it  ? 

Bar.  My  lord,  doe  you  fee  thefe  meteors  ?  doe  you  beho!4 
tbefe  exhalations  ? 

Princ.  I  doe. 

Bar.  What  thinke  you  they  portend  ? 

frin.  Hot  liners,  and  cold  purfes. 

far.  Choler,  my  lord,  if  rightly  taken. 

Enter  Falftaffe. 

Prin.  No,  if  rightly  taken,  halter.  Here  conjes  leanc 
facke,  here  comes  bare- bone.  How  now  ipy  fweete  creature 
cf  hombaft,  how  long  is't  ago,  Iacte,  fince  thou  faweil  thine 
owne  knee  ? 

FaJ.  My  owne  knee  i  when  I  was  about  thy  yeares  (Hal)  I 
v?}$  n.Qt  an  eagles  talent  in  the  waft :  I  could  haue  crept  into 
aay  alderman  thumbe-ring :  a  plague  of  fighjng  and  griefe, 
Jt  blows  *  man  vp  like  a  bladder.  The/ Is  viilanotts  joewjw 
abroad,  fyere  was  fir  John  Brajky  from  your  father :  ypu  muft 
goe  to  the  court  in  the  morning.  The  feme  mad  fellow  of  .the 
north,  Percy  ;  a^d  hee  of  traits,  that  gaue  Amamon  the 
baftinado,  and  made  Lucifer  cuckold,  and  fwore  the  diuell  his 
true  liegeman  vpon  the  croffe  of  a  IVelchhxxkt ;  what  a  plague 
call  you  him  i 

E  e  4  Pm. 
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Poin.  O,  Glendower. 

Faff.  Owen,  Owen  *,  the  fame,  and  his  fonne  in  law  Mor* 
timer,  and  old  Northumberland,  and  the  fprightly  Scot  of 
Scottes  Dowglas,  that  runnes  a  horfe-back  vp  a  hill  perpen- 
dicular. 

Prin.  Hee  that  rides  at  high  fpeed,  and  with  a  piftoll  kiDes 
a  fparrow  flying. 

Falf.  You  haue  hit  it. 

Prin.  So  did  he  neuer  the  fparrow. 

Falf.  Well,  that  rafcall  hath  good  mettall  in  him,  he  wiH 
not  runne. 

Prince.  Why  what  a  rafcall  art  thou  then,  to  prayfe  him 
fo  for  nmning  ? 

Faff.  A  horfe-backe  [{yd  cuckoe)  but  a  foote  hee  will  not 
budge  a  foote. 

Prin.  Yes  Iacke,  vpon  inftinft. 

Falf.  I  grant  ye,  vpon  inftinft :  well,  he  is  there  too,  and 
one  Mordake,  and  a  thoufand  blew  caps  more.  Worcejler  is 
flolne  away  by  night,  thy  fathers  beard  is  turn'd  white  with 
the  newes,  you  may  buy  land  now  as  chcape  as  /linking 
jnackrell. 

Prin.  Thentis  like,  if  there  cornea  hot  Junne  f,  and  thfa 
ciuill  buffeting  hold,  we  fhall  buy  mayden-heads  as  they  boy 
hob-nailes,  by  the  hundreds. 

Fal.  By  the  mafle  lad,  thou  faift  true,  it  is  like  we  fhall 
haue  good  trading  that  way.  But  tell  me  Hal,  art  not  thou 
horrible  %  afeard  ?  thou  being  heire  apparant,  could  the  world 
picke  thee  out  three  fuch  enemies  againe,  as  that  fiend  Dowgfas 
that  fpirit  Percy,  and  that  diudl  Glendower?  art  not  thou 
horrible  afraide  ?  doth  not  thy  blood  thrill  at  it  ? 

Prin.  Not  a  whit  yfaith :  I  lacke  fome  of  thy  inftinft. 

•  Owen  Gltndnt.tr.         f  Jum.         J  BcrnVj. 
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Fal/.  Well,  thou  wilt  be  horribly  chidde  to  morrow  when 
thou  commeft  to  thy  father :  if  thou  doe  loue  me,  praftife  aa 
anfwere. 

Prin.  Doe  thou  Hand  for  my  father,  and  examine  mc  vpon 
the  particulars  of  my  life. 

Fal-  Shall  I  ?  content:  this  chaire  ftiall  be  my  ftate,  this 
dagger  my  fcepter,  and  this  cufhin  my  crowne. 

Prin.  Thy  ftate  is  taken  for  a  ioynd  ftole,  thy  golden  fcep- 
ter for  a  leaden  dagger,  and  thy  precious  rich  crowne,  for  a 
pittifull  bald  crowne. 

Fal.  Well,  and  the  fire  of  grace  be  not  quite  out  of  thee» 
now  (halt  thou  be  moued.  Giue  mee  a  cuppe  of  facke  to 
make  mine  eyes  looke  redde,  that  it  may  be  thought  I  haue 
wept,  for  I  muft  fpeake  in  paffion,  and  J  will  doe  it  in  king 
Cambi/a  vaine. 

Prince.  Well,  here  is  ray  legge. 
Fal/.  And  here  is  my  fpeech :  ftand  afide  nobilitie. 
ffo.  O  lefu,  this  is  excellent  fport,  vfayth. 
Fal  Weepe  not  fweete  queene,  for  trickling  tearesare  vaine. 
Ho.  O  the  father,  how  he  holdes  his  countenance  ? 
Fal.  For  Gods  fake  lords,  conuey  my  truftfull  qeene : 
For  teares  doe  flop  the  floud-gates  pf  her  eyes. 

Ho.  O  lefu,  he  doth  it  as  like  one  of  thefe  harlotry  play* 
era,  as  euer  I  fee. 

Fal.  Peace  good  pint-pot,  peace  good  tickle  braine. 
Harry.  I  doe  not  onely  maruell  where  thou  fpendeft  thy 
time,  but  alfo,  how  thou  art  accompanied :  for  though  the 
cammomile  the  more  it  is  troden,  the  fafter  it  growes ;  yet  * 
youth,  the  more  it  is  wafted,  the  fooner  it  weares :  thou  f 
art  my  fonne,  I  haue  pardy  thy  mothers  word,  partly  my  % 
opinion ;  but  chiefly  a  villanous  .tricke  of  thine  eye,  and  a 
foolifti  hanging  of  thy  neather  lip,  that  doth  warrant  me.  If 
(hen  thou  be  fonne  to  me,  here  lieth  the  point ;  why,  being 

•  Jo.  t  tbst  th»*  %  *?  9Wne* 
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fcna*  to  we,  art  thou  fo poynted  at?  toatt  the  bleflfcd  fcwae 
of  h#usw  prone  a  mieher,  and  catc  hladoberries  ?  a  quffHoa 
not  to  be  alkt.  Shall  the  fonne  of  England  proue  a  thick, 
and  take  psrfca  ?  a  queftian  to  be  afct.  There  is  a  thing, 
tfixrry,  which  thou  haft  often  heard  of,  and  it  is  kaowne  to 
many  in  our  land,  by  the  name  of  pitch  ;  this  pitch  (as  an- 
cient writers  do  report)  doth  defile  ?  fo  doth  the  company 
thou  kecpeft  t  for  Harry,  now  I  do  not  fpcake  to  thee  in 
diinke,  but  in  teares  ?  not  in  pleafure,  hut  in  paffion*  not  in 
•wordes  onely,  but  in  woes  alfo :  and  yet  there  16  a  vertuous 
man,  whom  I  "hjuie  often  noted  in  thy  company,  but  I  know 
not  his  name. 

Prin.  What  manner  of  man,  and  it  like  your  maieftie  ? 

Fal.  A  good  pordy  man  yfaith,  and  a  corpulent,  of  a  cheer- 
full  looke,  a  pleafing  eye,  and  a  moft  noble  cariage,  and  as  I 
thinke,  his  age  fome  fifty,  or  biriady,  inclining  to  threescore, 
and  now  I  remember  me,  his  name  is  Falfiaffe  :  if  that  man 
(hold  be  lewdly  giuen,  he  decerns  *  me.  For  Harry,  I  fee 
vertue  in  his  lookes  ;  if  then  the  tree  may  be  knowne  by  the 
fruite,  as  the  fruite  by  the  tree,  then  peremptorily  I  fpcake  it, 
there  is  vertue  in  that  Falfiaffe,  him  keepe  with,  the  reft  ba- 
nifti :  and  tell  mee  now,  thou  naughty  varjet,  tell  mee,  where 
haft  thou  been  this  month  ? 

Prin.  Doft  thou  fpeake  like  a  king  ?  doe  thou  ftand  forjaee, 
and  He  play  my  father. 

Fal.  Depofe  me,  if  thou  doft  it  halfe  fo  graoely,  fo  maiefti- 
tally  both  in  word  and  matter,  hasg  mee  vp  by  the  hecles  for 
a  rabbet-fucker,  or  a  poulters  hare. 

Prin.  Well,  heere  lam  fet. 

Fal/.  And  faeere  I  ftand,  iurige  my  maillers; 

Prin .  Now  Harry,  whence  come  you  i 

Falf.  My  noble  lord,  from  Eqjrcheapei 

Prin.  The  complaints  I  heare  of  thee,  awgrieuaaa. 
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Falf.  Zbloud  my  lord,  they  are  falfe :  nay,,  Ik  tickle  ye 
for  a  yoong  prince  yfaith.' 

Prin.  Sweareft  thou,  vngracious  boy?  henceforth  nere 
looke  on  me,  thou  art  violently  carried  away  from  grace,  there 
is_a  diuell  hauntes  thee  in  the  likenefle  of  a  fat  old  man,  a  tun 
of  man  is  thy  companion  :  why  doft  thou  conuerfe  with  that 
trunke  of  humors,  that  boulting-hutch  of  beaftlineflfc,  "that 
fwolne  parcel  of  dropfies,  that  huge  bombard  of  facke,  that 
ftuft  cloke-bag  of  guttes,  that  rolled  Manning  tree  oxe  with 
the  pudding  in  his  belly,  that  reuerent  vice,  that  gray  tniqfti- 
tie,  that  father  ruffian,  that  vanity  in  yeares :  wherein  is  he 
good,  but  to  tafte  facke  and  drinke  it  ?  wherein  neate  and 
clenly,  but  to  carue  a  capon  and  eate  it  ?  wherdn  cunning, 
but  in  craft?  wherein  craftie,  but  in  villanje?  wherein  villa- 
nous,  but  in  all  thing?  ?  wherein  worthy,  but  in  nothing? 

Fal.  I  would  your  grace  would  take  mee  with  you ;  whom 
meanes  your  grace  i 

Prin.  That  villanous  abhominable  mifleader  of  youth,  Fal- 
Jlaffty  that  old  white-bearded  Saiban. 

iFal.  My  lord,  the  man  I  know. 

Prin.  I  know  thou  doft. 

Fa/.  But  to  fay,  I  know  more  harme  in  him  then  in  my 
fclfe,  were  to  fay  more  then  I  know :  that  he  is  old  (the  more 
the  pittie)  his  white  haires  do  witnefle  it :  but  that  he  is  (iku- 
ing  your  reuerence)  a  whoremafter,  that  I  vtrerly  deny :  if 
facke  and  fugar  be  a  fault,  God  belpe  the  wicked  :  if  to  be 
old  and  merry  be  a  finne,  then  many  an  hold  holt  *  that  I 
know,  is  damn'd  :  if  to  be  fatte,  be  to  be  hated,  then  P ha- 
rass leane  kine  are  to  be  loued.  No,  my  good  lord,  tantfh 
Peto,  banifh  Bardol,  banifh  Points ;  but  for  fweet*  lacke  Fa/* 
Jtalffe,  kind  lacke  Falfta1ffe>  true  lacke  Faljialfe,  valiant 
lacke  Falftalffc,  and  therefore  more  valiant,  being  as  hee  is 
old  laskefajflajfe,  banifh  aot  him  thy  Harries  company,  ba- 
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nfth  not  him  thy  Harries  company ;  banifti  plumpe  lacke,  and 
banilh  all  the  world. 
Prin*  I  doe,  I  will. 

Enter  Bardoll  running* 

Bar.  O,  my  lord,  my  lord,  theftiriefe,  with  a  moft  moa- 
fbrous  watch  is  at  the  doorc.  , 

FaJ.  Out  you  rogue,  play  out  the  play :  I  haue  much  to 
{ay  in  the  behalfeof  that  Fal/lalfe. 

Enter  the  hoftejfe. 

Hof.  O  Iefu,  my  lord,  my  lord ! 

FaL  Heigh,  heigh,  the  diuell  rides  vpon  a  fiddle-fticke, 
what's  the  matter? 

Hof.  The  flierife  and  all  the  watch  are  at  the  doore,  they 
are  come  to  fearch  the  houfe,  fhall  I  let  them  in  i 

Falf.  Doeft  thou  heare  Hal  f  neuer  call  a  true  peecc  of  gold 
a  counterfeit,  thou  art  eflentialfy  made,  without  feeming  fo. 

Prin.  And  thou  a  naturall  coward,  without  inftinft. 

Falf.  I  deny  your  maior ;  if  you  will  deny  the  flierife*  fo, 
"  If  not,  let  him  enter.  If  I  become  not  a  cart  as  wel  as  another 
man,  a  plague  on  my  bringing  vp  t  I  hope  I  (hall  as  foone  be 
firangled  with  a  halter  as  an  other. 

Prin.  Go  hide  thee  behinde  the  arras,  the  reft  walke  vp  a 
bone.  Now  my  maift$r$,  for  a  true  face  and  good  confer- 
ence. 

Fat.  Both  which  I  haue  had ;  but  their  date  is  out,  aqd 
therefore  He  hide  me. 

Prin.  Call  in  the  flierife. 

Enter  fberife  and  the  carrier. 

Prin.  Now  maifter  flierife,  what  is  your  will  with  me  i 
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Sher.  Firft,  pardon  me,   my  lord.    A  hoc  and  cry  hath 
followed  certaine  men  vnto  this  houfe. 

Prin.  What  men? 

Sher.  One  of  them  is  well  knowne,  my  gracious  lord,  a 
grofle  fatte  man. 

Car.  As  fatte  as  butter. 

Prin.  The  man,  I  doe  aflTure  you  is  not  heere, 
For  I  my  felfe  at  this  time  haue  imployed  himi 
And  flieriffe  I  will  ingage  my  word  to  thee, 
That  I  will  by  to  morrow  dinner  time, 
Send  him  toanfwere  thee  or  any  man, 
For  any  thing  he  fhall  be  charg'd.withaft, 
And  fo  let  me  intreat  you  leaue  the  houfe. 

Sher.  I  will  my  lord,  there  are  two  gentlemen 
Haue  in  this  robbery  loft  300  *.  markes. 

Prin.  It  may  be  fo:  if  he  have  rob'd  thefe  men 
He  (hall  be  anfwerable :  and  fo  farewell. 

Sher.  Good  night  my  noble  lord. 

Prin.  I  thinke  it  is  good  morrow,  is  it  not  ? 

Sher,.  Indeed  my  lord,  I  thinke  it  be  two  a  clock.       Exit, 

Prin.  This  oyly  rafcall  is  knowne  as  well  as  Ponies :  goc 
call  him  forth. 

Pe to.  Faljlaffe  ?  f aft  a  fleepe  behind  the  arras,  and  fnordng 
like  a  horfe. 

Prin.  Hark,  how  hard  he  fetches  breath,  fearch  his  pockets* 

Kefearcheth  Ins  pockets,  andfindeth  cert  aim  papers* 

Prin.  What  haft  thou  found  t 

Peto   Nothing  but  papers  my  lord. 

Prin.  Lets  fee  what  be  they :  reade  them. 
Item  a  capon  5.  t.  u.  d. 

Item  fawce  iiuu  d« 

Item,  facke,  two  gallons.  T.  s.  viii  f.  d. 
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Item  anchoues  and  facke  after  fupper  ii.  s.  z/i  *  d* 

Item  bread.  ob 

Oh  monftrous  but  one  halfe  peniwortb  of  bread  to  this  in* 
tolerable  deale  of  facke  ?  what  there  is  elfe,  keepe  clofe,  week 
read  it  at  more  aduantage :  there  let  him  fleep  till  day ;  ile  to 
the  court  in  the  morning,  we  xmift  all  to  the  wars,  and  thy 
place  (hall  bee  honorable.  Ile  procure  this  fat  rogue  a  charge 
of  foote,  and  I  know  his  death  will  be  a  match  of  twdue  foore ; 
the  mony  (hall  be  paidebacke  againe  with  aduantage?  be  with 
me  betimes  in  the  morning,  and  fo  good  morrow  Peto. 
-  Peto.  Good  morrow,  good  my  lord.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Hotfpitr,  Worcefter,  lord  Mortimer,  Owen  Gleadower. 

Mor.  Thefe  promifes  are  faire,  the  parties  fure, 
And  our  induttion  full  of  profperous  hope. 

Hot.  Lord  Mortimer,  and  coofin  Glendower,  will  you  fit 
downe  ? 
And  vncle  Worcrjler ;  a  plague  vpon  it,  I  haue  forgot  the  map. 

Glen.  No,  here  it  is;  (it  coofin  Percy  t  fit  good  coofin  Hot- 
fiur ;  for  by  that  name,  as  oft  t  as  Lancqfter  doth  fpeake  of 
you,  his  cheeke  lookes  pale,  and  with  a  riling  figh  he  wifheth 
you  in  heauen. 

Hot*  And  yon  in  hell,  as  oft  as  he  hearcs  Owen  Glendower 
fpoke  of. 

Gien.  I  omaot  blame  him ;  at  my  natiuitic. 
The  front  of  heauen  was  foil  of  firie  (tapes. 
Of  burning  crcfiets :  and  at  my  birth, 
The  frame  and  foundation  of  the  earth 
*Shak'd  like  a  coward. 

Hot*  Why  fo  it  would  haue  done  at  the  feme  feafon,  if 
-your  mothers  cat  had  but  kitened,  though  your  felfe  had  neucr 
bin  borne. 
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Glen.  I  fay  the  earth  did  {hake  when  I  Was  borne. 

Hot.  And  I  fay  the  earth  was  not  of  my  minde, 
If  you  fuppofe,  as  fearing  you,  it  fliooke. 

Glen.  The  heauens  were  all  on  fire,  the  earth  did  tremble* 

Hot.  Oh !  then  the  earth  fhooke  to  fee, the  heauens  on  fire. 
And  not  in  f$are  of  your  natiuitie : 
Dife&fed  nature  oftentimes  breakes  foorth 
In  ftrange  eruptions,  and  *  the  teeming  earth, 
Is  with  a  kind  of  collicke  pincht  and  vext, 
By  the  imprifoning  of  vnruly  winde 
Within  her  wombe,  which  for  inlargement  ftriuing, 
Shakes  the  old  beldame  earth,  and  toples  downe 
Steeples,  and  mof-growne  towers.     At  your  birth 
Our  grandam  earth,  hailing  this  diftemperature, 
In  paffion  (hooke. 

Glen.  Coofin,  of  many  men* 
I  doe  not  beare  thefe  erodings  :  giue  me  leaue 
To  tell  yon  once  againe,  that  at  my  birth, 
The  front  of  heauen  was  full  of  fierie  fhapes, 
The  goatesran  from  the  mountaines ;  and  the  heardts 
Were  ftrangely  clamorous  to  the  frighted  fieldes, 
Thefe  fignes  haue  markt  me  extraordinarie, 
And  all  the  courfes  of  my  life  do  fhew, 
I  am  not  in  the  roll  of  common  men : 
Where  is  the  liuing,  dipt  in  with  the  fea, 
That  chides  the  bankes  of  England,  Scotland,  and\  Walts f 
Which  cals  me  pupil,  or  hath  read  to  me, 
And  bring  him  out,  that  is  but  womans  fonne, 
Can  trace  me  in  the  tedious  wayes  of  art, 
And  holde  me  pace  in  deepe  experiments. 

Hot.  I  thinke  there's  no  man  fpeakes  better  Wcljb\ 
lie  to  dinner. 

Mor.  Peace  coofen  Percy,  you  will  make  him  mad* 

•  eft.       f  amlamitoU* 
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Glen.  I  can  call  fpirits  from  the  vafty  deepe* 

Hot .  Why,  fo  can  I,  or  fo  can  any  man : 
But  will  they  come,  when  you  do  call  for  them  ? 

Glen.  Why,  I  can  teach  thee  coofcn,  to  command  the  diudL 

Hot.  And  I  can  teach  thee  coo/en  *,  to  fhame  the  diuell, 
By  telling  truth.    Tell  truth,  and  fhame  tbe  diuclL 
If  thou  haue  power  to  raife  him,  bring  him  hither, 
And  He  be  fworne,  I  haue  power  to  fhame  him  hence. 
Oh  while  you  Hue,  tell  truth,  and  fhame  the  diuell. 

Mor.  Come,  come  no  more  of  this  vnprofitable  chat. 

Glen.  Three  times  hath  Henry  Bullingbrooke  made  head 
Again  ft  my  power,  thrice  from  the  banks  olWye% 
And  fandy  bottom'd  Scuerne  haue  I  bent  \  him 
Booties  home,  and  Weather-beaten  backe- 

Hot.  Home  without  bootes,  and  in  fowle  weather  too? 
How  fcapes  he  agues  in  the  diuels  name  ? 

Glen.  Come,  here  is  the  map,  (hall  we  deuide  our  right* 
According  to  our  threefold  order  tane  ? 

Mor.  The  arch-deacon  hath  deuided  it 
Into  three  limits,  very  equally  : 
England  from  Trent f  and  Seuerne  hitherto, 
By  fouth  and  eaft,  is  to  my  part  afCgnde, 
All  weftward,  Wales  beyond  the  Seuerne  (hore. 
And  all  the  fertile  land  within  that  bound. 
To  Owen  Glendower :  and  deare  coofe,  to  you 
The  remnant  northward,  lying  ofFfrom  Trent, 
And  our  indentures  tripartite  are  drawne 
Which  being  fealed  entetchangeably, 
(A  bufines  that  this  night  may  execute :) 
To  morrow  coofen  Percy  you  and  I 
And  my  good  lord  of  Worcejler  will  fet  forth, 
To  meet  your  father  and  the  Scottifb  power, 
As  is  appointed  vs  at  Shrew/bury. 
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My  father  Gkndower  is  not  ready  yet, 
Nor  (hall  wee  need  his  helpe  thefe  fourteeoe  dayes ; 
Within  that  fpace,  you  may  haue  drawne  together, 
Your  tenants,  friendes  and  neighbouring  gentlemen. 

Glen.  A  (horter  time  (hall  fend  me  to  you,  lords 
And  in  my  conduit  (hall  your  ladies  come, 
From  whome  you  now  muftfteale  and  take  no  leaue, 
For  there  will  be  a  world  of  water  (hed, 
Vpon  the  parting  of  your  wines  and  you. 

Hot.  Me  thinkes  my  <moity  north  from  Burton  here 
In  quantity  equals  not  one  of  yours : 
See,  how  this  riuer  comes  me  cranking  in, 
And  cuts  me  from  the  beft  of  all  my  land, 
A  huge  halfe  moone,  a  moftrous  fcantle  out: 
lie  haue  the  currant  in  this  place  damd  vp, 
And  here  the  fmug  and  fiiuer  Trent  (hall  run, 
In  a  new  channell,  f aire  and  euenly, 
It  (hall  not  wind  with  fuch  a  deepe  indent 
To  rob  me  of  fo  rich  a  bottome  here. 

Glen.  Not  wind  ?  it  (hall,  it  mult,  you  fee  it  doth. 

Mor.  Yea,  but  marke  how  he  beares  his  courfe,  and  runs 
sne  vp,  with  like  aduantage  on  the  other  fide,  gelding  the 
oppofed  continent,  as  much,  as  on  the  other  fide,  it  takes 
from  you. 

Wor.  Yea,  but  a  little  charge  will  trench  him  here, 
And  on  this  northfide,  win  this  cape  of  land 
And  then  he  runs  ftraight  and  euen. 

Hot.  He  haue  it  fo,  a  little  charge  will  do  it. 

Glen.  He  not  haue  it  altred. 

Hot .  Will  not  you  I 

Glen.  No,  nor  you  (hall  not. 

Hot.  Who  (hall  fay  me  nay  ? 

Glen.  Why,  that  will  I. 

Hot.  Let  me  not  vnderftand  you  then,  fpeake  it  in  Welfb* 
Vox.,  II.  F  f  Clm. 
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Glen.  I  can  fpeake  EngUJb,  lord,  as  well  as  yon, 
For  I  was  tcatnd  vp  in  the  EngUJb  court, 
Where,  being  but  yong,  I  framed  to  the  harpe 
Many  an  EngUJb  dittie,  louly  well, 
And  gaue  the  tongue  a  helper ull  ornament : 
A  vertue  that  was  neuer  feene  in  you. 

Hot .  Marry,  and  I  am  glad  of  it  With  all  my  heart, 
I  had  rather  be  a  kitten  and  cry  mew, 
Then  one  of  theft  fame  miter  ballet-mongers: 
I  had  rather  hcare  a  brafen  canAick  turnd, 
Or  a  dry  wheele  grat  on  the  axle-tree, 
And  that  would  fet  my  teeth  nothing  an  edge, 
Nothing  fo  much  as  minting  poetry : 
T'is  like  the  forc't  gate  of  a  fhuffling  nag, 

Gleu.  Come  you  (hall  haue  Trent  turnd. 

Hot.  I  do  not  care,  He  giue  thrice  fo  much  land 
To  any  well  deferuing  friend; 
But  in  the  way  of  bargaine,  marke  ye  me : 
He  cauill  on  the  ninth  part  of  a  haire. 
Are  the  indentures  drawne  ?  (hall  we  be  gone  ? 

Glen.  The  moone  (hines  faire,  you  may  away  by  night : 
He  haft  the  writer,  and  withall, 
-Breake  with  your  wiues,  of  your  departure  hence, 
I  am  a  fraide  my  daughter  will  run  mad, 
So  much  (he  doteth  on  her  Mortimer..  Exit. 

Mor.  Fie,  cofen  Percy  9  how  you  croflfe  my  father. 

Hot.  I  cannot  chufe,  fometime  he  angers  roe 
With  telling  me  of  the  moldwarp  and  the  ant, 
Of  the  dreamer  Merlin  and  his  prophecies : 
And,  of  a  dragon  and  a  finlefle  fi(h, 
A  clip-wingd  griffin  and  a  moulten  rauen, 
A  couching  lion,  and  a  ramping  cat,  . 
And  fuch  a  deale  of  flamble  fkamble  (tuffe, 
As  puts  me  from  my  faith.    I  tell  you  what, 

m 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


Henry  the  Fourth: 

He  held  me  lad  night,  at  leaft,  nine  houres,.  x 

In  reckning  vp  the  feucrall  diuels  names. 

That  were  his  Iackies  :  I  cried  hum,  and  well,  go  to£ 

But  markt  him  not  a  word;  0?,  he  is  as  tedious  . 

As  a  tyred  horfe,  a  rayling  wife, 

Worfe  then  a  fmokie  houfe.     I  had  rather  Hue 

yrith  cheefe  and  garlieke  in  a  windmill  farre, 

Then  feed  on  cates,  and  haue  him  talke  to  me, 

In  any  fummef -houfe  in  Chriftendome. 

Mor.  In  fayth  he  was  •  a  worthy  gentleman, 
Exceeding  well  read  and  profited 
In  ftrange  concealements,  valiant  as  a  lion, 
And  wondrous  affable,  and  as  bountifull 
As  mines  of  India .-  (hall  I  tell  you,  coofen, 
He  holdes  your  temper  in  a  high  refpeft, 
And  curbs  himfelfe,  euenofhis  naturall  fcope, 
When  you  come  crofle  his  humour,  fayth  he  does : 
I  warrant  you,  that  man  is  not  aliue. 
Might  fo  haue  tempted  him,  as  you  haue  done, 
Without  the  tafte  .of  danger  and  reproofe : 
But  doe  not  vfe  it  oft,  let  me  intreat  you. 

War.  In  fayth,  my  lord,  you  are  too  wilfdll  blame, 
And  fince  your  commlng  hither,  haue  done  enough 
To  put  him  quite  befides  his  patience  : 
You  mud  needes  learne,  lord,  to  amend  this  fault. 
Though  fometimes  it  (hew  greatnefle,  courage,  blood, 
And  thats  the  deareft  grace  it  renders  you  : 
Yet  often  times  it  doth  prefent  harfli  rage, 
Defect  of  manners,  want  of  gouernment, 
Pride,  hautinefle,  opinion,  anddifdaine; 
The  leaft  of  which,  haunting  a  nobleman, 
Lofeth  mens  heartes,  and  leaues  behind  a  ftaine 
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♦ 

Vpon  the  beau  tic  of  all  partes  befides, 
Beguiling  them  of  commendation. 

Hot.  Well,  I  am  fcboold,  good-manners  be  your  fpeed, 
"Heere  come  your  wiues,  and  letrs  take  our  ieaue. 

Enter  Glendower,  with  the  ladyes. 

Mor.  This  is  the  deadly  fpight  that  angers  me,  * 

My  wife  can  fpeake  no  Englijb,  I  np  Weljh.  ^ 

Glen.  My  daughter  weepes,  flveele  not  part  with  you, 
Sheelc  be  a  fouldier  too,  fheele  to  the  warres. 

Mor.  Good  father  tell  her,  that  fhe,  and  my  aunt  Percy, 
Shall  follow  in  your  conduit  fpeedily. 

Glendower  fpeakes  to  her  in  Wel(h,  and  /be  anfweres  him  in 
the  fame. 

Cletti  She  is  defperat  heere, 
A  peeuifti  felfe-wild  harlotry,  one  that  no  perfwafion  can  doe 
good  vpon. 

The  ladyjpeakes  in  Welfh. 

Nor.  I  vnderfland  thy  lookes,  that  prety  Wdjbf 
Which  thou  powreft  downe  from  thefe  fwelling  heauens, 
I  am  to  *  perfeft  in,  and  but  for  fliame 
In  fuch  a  parley  (hould  I  anfwere  thee. 

The  lady  againe  in  Welfli. 

Mor.  I  vnderftand  thy  kifles,  and  thou  mine, 
And  thats  a  feeling  difputation : 
But  I  will  neuer  be  a  truant  loue, 
Till  I  haue  learnd  thy  language,  for  thy  tongue 
Makes  Weljb  as  fweet  as  ditties  highly  pcnd, 

Sung 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


H«nrv  thb  Fourth: 

Sung  by  a  faire  queene  in  a  fummers  bowre,  v 
With  rauilhing  diuifion  to  her  lute. 
Gkn.  Nay,  if  thou  melt,  then  will  (he  runne  mad. 

The  lady  /peakes.againe  in  Wellh. 

Mor.  O,  I  am  iognoranceitfelfe  in  this. 

Glen.  She  bids  yon  on  the  wanton  rulhes  lay  you  downa, 
And  reft  your  gentle  head  vpon  her  lap, 
And  fhe  will  fing  the  fong  that  pleafeth  you, 
And  on  yqur  eyelids  crowne  the  god  of  fleepe, 
Charming  your  bloud  with  pleafmg  heauinefle 
"Making  fuch  difference  betwixt  wake  and  fitepe, 
As  isthe  difference  betwixt  day  and  night, 
The  houre  before  the  heauenly  hameft  teeme 
Begins  his  golden  progrefle  in  the  eaft. 

Mor.  With  all  my  heart  lie  lit  and  heare  her  fing, 
By  that  time  will  our  booke  I  thinke  be  drawn*. 

Glen.  Do  by  and  thofe  mufitioas  that  {hall  play  to  you, 
Hang  in  the  ayre  a  thoufand  leagues  from  thence  *, 
And  ftraight  they  (hall  inhere,  fit  and  attend. 

Hot.  Come  Kate,  thou  art  perfeft  in  lying  downe : 

^Come,  quicke,  quicke,  that  I  may  lay  fliy  head  in  thy  lap. 

La.  Go,  ye  giddy  gopfe. 

The  tnuficke  play es. 

•      Not.  Now  I  perceiue  the  4iudl  vnderftands  Welflh 

And  t'is>no  maruell  he  is  fo  humorous, 

Birlady  he  is  a  good  mufition. 

La.  Then  would  you  be  nothing  but  muficall, 

For  you  are  altogether  gouerned  f  by  humors : 

"Lie  ffill  ye  thiefe,  and  heare  the  lady  fing  in  Welfb* 

Hot.  I  had  rather  heare  Lady,  my  brach  howle  in  lrifb. 

La.  Would'ft  haue  t  thy  head  broken  ? 

*£*««,        f  lovtnui  omitted.        %tb9*b*ve, 
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Hot.  No. 

La.  Then  be  (till. 

Hot.  Neither,  t'is  a  womaas  fault. 

La.  Now  God  helpe  thee. 

Hot.  To  the  Welfb  ladies  bed. 

La.  What's  that  ? 

Hot.  Peace,  (hefings. 

Here  the  ladyfmgs  a  Vf&fafong. 

Hot.  Come,  He  haue  your  fong  too. 
La.  Not  mine  in  good  (both.  , 

Hot.  Not  yours Jn  good  footh  ?  hart  you  fweare  like  acom- 
fitmakers  wife,  not  you  ia  good  footh,  and  as  true  as  I  Hue, 
and  as  God  (hall  mend  me,  ?pd  as  fure  as  day : 
And  giueft  fuch  farcen$t  furety  for  thy  othes, 
As  if  thou  neuer  walkft  further  then  Finsburie: 
Sweare  me  Kate,  .like  *  lady  as  thou  art, 
A  good  mouth-filling  oath,  and  leaue  in  footh, 
And  fuch  protcft  of  pepper  ginger-bread, 
To  veluet  gards,  and  funday-citizens. 
Come,  flag* 
La.  I  will  not  (ing. 

Hot.  Tis  the  next  way  to  turne  tayler,  or  be  red-breft 
teacher ;  and  the  indentures  be  drawne,  lie  away  within  thefc 
2.  houres,  and  fo  come  in  when  ye  will.  Exit* 

Glen.  Come,  come,  lord  Mortimer t  yon  are  flow, 
As  hot  lord  Percy  is  on  fire  to  go. 
By  this  our  bookei*  drawne,  week  but  feak, 
And  then  to  horfe  immediatlly. 
Mor.  Withallmyhe^rn  Exeimt. 

inter  the  isng,  prince  cf  Wales,  and  other. 

TCtng.  Lords,  giue  vs  leaue,  the  prince  of  Wales  and  I, 
fcfaft  haue  fome  priuate  conference,  but  be  neereat  hand, 

For 
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For  we  (hall  prefently  haue  need  of  you,  Exebnt  lords* 

I  know  not  whether  God  will  haue  it  fo, 

For  fome  difpleafing  feruice  I  haue  done, 

That  in  his  fecret  doome,  out  of  my  blood, 

Hee'le  breed  reuengement  and  a  fcoorge  for  me : 

But  thou  doft  in  the  pailages  of  life, 

Make  me  beleeue,  that  thou  art  onely  mark'd  ! 

For  the  hot  vengeance,  and  the  rod  of  heaueo, 

To  punMh  my  miftreadinges*    Tell  me  dfe 

Could  fuch  inordinate  and  low  defires. 

Such  poore,  fuch  bare,  fuch  lewd,  fuch  meane  attempts,      "* 

Such  barren  pleafures,  rude  focietk,. 

As  thou  art  matcht  withall,  and  grafted  to, 

Accompany  the  greatnes  o£  thy  blood, 

And  hold  their  leuell  with  thy  princely  heart  ? 

Prin.  So  pleafe  your  maieftie,  I  would  I  could 
Quit  all  offences  with  as  cleare  excufe,  - 

As  well  as  I  am  doubtlefle  I  can  purge 
My  felfe  of  many  1  am  charged  withall : 
Yet  fuch  extenuation  let  me  beg, 
As  in  reproofe  ofnainy  tale?  deuUde^ 
Which  oft  the  eare  of  greatnes  needes  muft  heare 
By  fmiling  pick-thankcs,  and  bale  newes-  mongers, 
I  may  for  fome  things  true,  wherein  my  youth 
Hath  faulty  wandred,  and  irregular 
Finde  pardon  on  my  true  fubmiffion. 

King.  God  pardon  thee ;  yet  let  me  wonder,  Harry  $ 
At  thy  afieftions,  which  doe  hold  a  wing 
Quite  from  the  flight  of  all  thy  aunceftors : 
Thy  place  in  counfell  thou  haft  rudely  loft, 
Which  by  thy  younger  brother  is  fupplide  j 
And  art  almoft  an  alien  to  the  heartes 
Of  all  the  court  and  princes  of  my  bloud, 
The  hope  and  expectation  of  thy  time, 
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Is  rnin'd,  and  the  foulc  of  cucry  man 

Prophetically  do  fore-thinke  thy  fall: 

Had  I  fo  lauifli  of  my  prefence  beetle, 

So  common  hackneid  in  the  eyes  of  men, 

So  ftale  and  cheap  to  vulgar  company, 

Opinion  that  did  helpe  me  to  the  crowap 

Had  {till  kept  loyall  to  pofleffion, 

And  left  me  in  reputeles  banifhment. 

A  fellow  of  no  marke  nor  likelihood, 

By  beeing  feldome  feene,  I  could  not  ftir 

But  like  a  comet  I  was  wondred  at, 

That  men  would  tel  their  children,  this  is  he : 

Others  would  fay,  where,  which  is  Bullingbrooke  : 

And  then  I  ftole  all  curtefie  from  heauen, 

And  dreft  my  felfe  in  fuch  humility, 

That  I  did  plucke  allegiance  from  mens  harts : 

Loud  (houtes  and  falutations  from  their  mouthes 

Euen  in  the  prefence  of  the  crowned  king.    • 

Thus  I  did  keepe  my  perfon  fre(h  and  new. 

My  prefence  like  a  robe  pontificall, 

Ne're  feene,  but  wondred  at,  and  fo  my  ftate 

Seldome,  but  fumptuous,  (hewed  like  a  feaft 

And  wan  by  rarenes  fuch  folemnity. 

The  (kipping  king,  he  ambled  vp  and  downe, 

With  (hallow  iefters,  and  ra(h  bauin  wits, 

Soone  kindled,  and  foone  burnt,  carded  his  ftate, 

Mingied'his  royalty  with  carping  fooles ; 

Had  his  great  name  prophaned  with  their  fcornes, 

And  gaue  his  countenance  againft  his  name. 

To  laugh  at  gybing  boyes,  and  (land  the  pulh 

Of  euery  beardles  vaine  comparatfue 

Grew  a  companion  to  the  common  ilreetes, 

Enfeoff  *  himfelfe  to  popularity, 
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That  being  dayly  fwallowed  by  mens  eyes, 

They  furfetted  with  hony,  and  began  to  loath, 

The  taft  of  fweetnes,  whereof  a  little. 

More  then  a  little,  is  by  much  too  much. 

So  when  he  had  oocafion  to  bee  feene, 

He  was,  but  as  the  cuckow  is  in  Iune, 

Heard,  not  regarded:  feene  but  with  fuch  eyes 

As  ficke  and  blunted  with  community, 

Affbord  no  extraordinary  gaze. 

Such  as  is  bent  on  fun-like  maiefty, 

When  it  (hints  feldome  in  admiring  eyes, 

But  rather  drowzd,  and  hung  their  eye-lids  downe 

Slept  in  his  face,  and  rendred  fuch  afpeft 

As  cloudy  men  vfe  to  do  to  #  their  aduerfaries, 

Being  with  his  prefence,  glutted,  gorgde  and  full. 

And  in  that  very  libe,  Harry  ftandeft  thou 

For,  thou  haft  loft  thy  princely  priuiledge, 

With  vile  participation,  not  an  eye 

But  is  awery  of  thy  common  fight, 

Saue  mine,  which  hath  defired  to  fee  thee  more, 

Which  now  doth  that  I  would  not  haue  it  doe  \ 

Make  blind  it  felfe  with  foolifh  tendernes. 

Prin.  I  (hall  hereafter,  my  thrice  gratious  lord 
Be  more  my  felfe. 

King.  For  all  the  world 
As  thou  art  to  this  howre,  was  Richard  then, 
When  I  from  France  fet  foot  at  Rauenjpurgb, 
And  euea  a*  I  was  then  is  Percy  now  t 
Now  by  my  (cepter  and  my  foule  to  boote, 
He  hath  more  worthy  intereft  to  the  ftate, 
Then  thou,  the  ftiadow  of  fucceffion, 
For  of  no  right  nor  colour  like  to  right, 
|ie  doth  fill  fieldes  with  harnea.  in  the  realmc , 
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Turns  head  againft  the  lips*  armed  kwqs, 

And  being  no  more  tndebt  to  yeares,  then  thou 

Leades  ancient  lords,  and  rcnereQt  btfbops  oa, 

To  bloody  battels,  aod  to  brufing  armes, 

What  neuer  dying  honor  hath  he  got, 

Againft  renowned  Dowglas?  whofe  high  deedes, 

Whole  hot  incurfions,  and  great 'name  in  armes, 

Holds  from  all  fouldiers  chtefe  majority, 

And  military  title  capitall. 

Through  all  the  kingdom^  that  acknowledge  Chrijl, 

Thrice  hath  the  Hot/pur  Mars  m  fwatb«g  Rothes, 

This  infant  warriour,  m  his  enterprifes,       ' 

Difcomfited  great  Dewglas,  tane  him  once, 

Enlarged  him,  and  made  a  friend  of.  him, 

To  fill  the  mouth  of  deepe  defiance  vp, 

And  (hake  the  peace  and  fafety  of  our  throne. 

And  what  fay  you  to  this  ?  Percy,  Northumberland^ 

The  archbifhops  grace  of  Yorke,  Dwuglas,  Mortimer, 

Capitulate  againft  vs,  and  $te  Vp. 

But,  wherefore  do  I  tell  thsfe  newes  to  thee  ? 

Why,  Harry  do  I  tell  thee  of  my  foes, 

Which  art  my  neer'ft  and  deereft  enemy  ? 

Thou  that  *  art  like  enough  through  vafiaU  feare, 

Bafe  inclination,  and  the  ftart  of  fpleene, 

To  fight  againft  me  vnder  Percy  es  pay, 

To  dog  his  heeles,  aad  curtfie  at  bis  frownes, 

To  (hew  how  much  thou  an  degenerate. 

Prin.  Do  not  thinke  fo,  you  (hall  not  fiade  it  jfo, 
And  God  forgiue  them,  that  Jo  much  hauefwayde 
Your  maiefties  good  thoughts  away  from  toe  t 
I  will  redeeme  all  this  on  Ptreyes  head : 
And  in  the  doling  of  feme  glorious  day . 
Be  bold  D  tell  you  that  I  aw  yoar  foune. 
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When  I  will  weare  a  garment  all  of  bloud, 

And  ftaine  my  fauoors  in  a  bloudy  mafte, 

Which  "wafht  away,  (hall  fcoure  my  (hame  with  k. 

And  that  fhall  be"  the  day,  when  ere  it  lights 

That  this  fame  child  of  honour  and  renowne, 

This  gallant  Hotfpur,  this  all-prayftd  knight, 

And  your  vnthought  of  Harry  ch  nee  to  meet, 

For  euery  honor  fitting  #  on  his  helme, 

Would  they  were  multitudes,  and  on  my  head 

My  fhames  redoubled.     For  the  time  will  come 

That  I  (hall  make  this  northerne  youth  exchauge 

His  glorious  deedesfor  my  indignities, 

Percy  is  but  my  faftor,  good  my  lord 

To  engrofle  my  glorious  deedes  on  my  behalfe. 

And  I  will  call  him  to  fo  drift  account, 

That  he  (hall  render  euery  glory  vp, 

Yea,  euen  the  fleighteft  worfhip  of  his  time, 

Or  I  will  teare  the  reckoning  from  his  heart. 

This  in  the  name  of  God  I  promife  here, 

The  which  if  be  be  pleas'd  I  ihall  perforate 

I  do  befeech  your  maiefty  may  fahie, 

The  long  growne  woundes  of  my  intemperance  t 

If  not,  the  end  of  life  cancels  all  bands, 

And  I  will  die  a  hundred  thoufand  deaths, 

Ere  breake  the  fmalleft  parccll  of  this  vow. 

King.  A  hundred  thoufand  rebels  die  ia  this, 
Thou  (halt  haue  charge,  and  foueraigne  truft  herein.' 
How  now  good  Blunt  f  thy  lookes  are  full  of  QpcaL 

Enter  Blunt. 

Hiunt.  So  hath  the  bufines  that  I  come  to  fpeajw  of. 
Lord  Mortimer  of  Scotland  hath  fent  word* 

That 
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That  Dowglas  and  the  Englifb  rebels  met 
The  eleuenth  of  this  month  at  Shrewsburie: 
A  mighty  and  a  fearefull  head  they  are, 
(If  promifes  be  kept  on  cuery  hand) 
As  euer  offered  foule  play  im  a  flare. 

King.  The  earleof  Wcjhnerlandkx  forth  to  day, 
With  him  my  foone  lord  Iohn  of  Lancqfter, 
For  this  aduertifement  is  fine  daies  old, 
On  Wednefday next  Harry  thou /bait #  fct  forward 
On  Thurfday,  we  our  felues  will  march*    Our  meeting 
Is  Bridgenorth,  and  Harry  you  (hall  march 
Through  Gkcefttrjbire,  by  which  account 
Our  bufines  valued  fome  twelue  dates  hence 
Our  generall  forces  at  Bridgenorth  (hall  meet. 
Our  hands  are  full  of  bufioes,  let's  away, 
Aduantage  feedes  him  fat,  while  men  delay.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Falftalffe  and  Bardoll. 

FaL  Bardoll,  am  I  not  falnc  away  vilely  fince  this  laft  a&ioo? 
do  I  not  bate  ?  doe  I  not  dwindle  ?  why  my  Xkin  hangs  aboot 
me  like  an  old  ladies  loofe  gowne.  I  am  withered  like  an  olde 
apple  Iohn.  :Wdl,  lie  repent,  and  that  fodaindy,  while  I  am 
in  fome  liking,  I  (hall  be  out  of  heart  fhortly,  and  then  I  (ball 
haue  no  ftrength  to  repent.  And  I  haue  not  forgotten  what 
the  infide  of  a  church  is  made  of,  I  am  a  peppercorne,  a 
brewers  horfe,  the  infide  of  a  church.  Company,  villanoos 
company  hath  been  the  fpoyle  of  me. 
Bar.  Sir  Iohn,  yon  are  fo  fretfully  you  can  not  line  loogi 
Fal.  Why  there  is  it;  come,  fing  me  a  bawdy  fong,  make 
me  merry :  I  was  as  vertuoufly  gitien,  as  a  gentleman  need  to 
be,  v^ituous  enough,  fwore  little,  die'd  not  aboue  feuen  rimes 
a  wekke,  went  to  a  bawdy  hottfe  not  aboue  once  in  a  quarter 
of  an  houre,  paide  money  that  I  borrowed  three  or  fetre 
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times,  liued  well,  and  in  good  compafle :  and  now  I  Hue  out 
of  all  order,  out  of*  compafle. 

Bar.  Why,  you  are  fo  fatte,  fir  lohn,  that  you  muft  needes 
be  out  of  all  compafle:  out  of  all  reafonable  compafle,  fir 
Iobn. 

Fat.  Do  thou  amend  thy  face,  and  He  amend  my  fife :  thou 
art  our  admiral],  thou  beareft  the  lanterne  in  the  poope,  but 
t'is  in  the  nofe  of  thee :  thou  art  the  knight  of  the  burning 
lampe. 

Ban  Why,  fir  John,  my  face  does  you  no  harme. 

Fal.  No,  lie  be  fworne,  I  make  as  good  vfe  of  it,  as  many 
a  man  doth  of  a  deaths  head,  or  a  memento  mori.  I  neuer  fee 
thy  face,  but  I  thinke  vpon  hell  fire,  and  Diues  that  liued  in 
purple :  for  there  he  is  in  his  robes  burning,  burning.  If  thou 
wert  any  way  giue  tp  vertue,  1  would  fweare  by  thy  face:  my 
oth  (hould  be,  by  this  fire  that's  Gods  angel :  but  thou  art  al- 
together giuen  ouer ;  and  wert  indeed,  but  for  the  light  in 
thy  face,  the  funne  of  vtter  darkoefle.  When  thou  ranft  vp 
Gads-bill  in  the  night,  to  catch  my  horfe,  if  I  did  not  thinke 
that  thou  hadft  been  an  ignis  fatuus,  or  a  ball  of  wild-fire 
there's  no  purchafe  in  money.  O  thou  art  a  perpetuall  tri- 
umph, an  euerlafting  bone-fire  light,  thou  had  faued  me  a 
thoiifand  markes  in  linkes  and  torches,  walking  with  thee  lb 
the  night  betwixt  tauerne  and  tauerne :  but  the  facke  that  thou 
haftdrunke  me,  would  haue  bought  me  lights  as  good  cheape, 
as  the  deareft  chandlers  in  Europe.  I  haue  maintained  that 
falamander  of  yours,  with  fire,  any  time  this  two  and  thirtie 
yeare6 :  God  reward  me  for  it. 

Bar.  Zloud,  I  would  my  face  were  in  your  belly. 

Falf.  God  amercy,  fo  (hould  I  before  to  be  +  heart -burnd. 
How  now,  dame  Partlet  the  hen,  haue  you  enquirde  yet  wrjo 
pickt  my  pocket  ? 

•  rfatt*       ff*r*  **  b*  omitted. 

Enter 
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Enter  Hoft. 

Hof.  JVhy  fir  Iobu,  what  do  you  thinke,  fir  Iobn  >  io  yon 
thinke  I  keepe  theeues  in  my  houfe  ?  I  hauc  fearcht,  I  haoe 
enquired,  fo  haz  my  hufband,  man  by  man,  boy  by  boy,  fer- 
uant  by  feruant :  the  tight  of  a  haire  was  neuer  loft  in  my 
houfe  before. 

Fal.  Ye  lie  hoftefle,  Bardoll  was  fhau'd,  and  loft  many  a 
haire:  and  He  be  fworne  my  pocket  was  pickt:  goe  to,  you 
are  a  woman,  goe. 

Hof  Who  I  ?  /*  defie  thee :  Gods  light,  I  was  neuer  cald 
fo  in  mine  owne  houfe  before. 

Fal.  Goe  to,  I  know  you  well  enough. 

Hof.  No,  fir  Iohriy  you  do  not  know  me,  fir  Iobn ;  I  know 
you  fir  Iobn,  you  owe  me  money  fir  Iobn,  and  now  you  picke 
a  quarrell  to  beguile  me  of  it :  I  bought  you  a  dozen  of  fhirtes 
to  your  backe. 

Fa!.  Doulas,  filthy  doulas :  I  haue  ginen  them  away  to  ba- 
Jkers  wiues,  they  haue  made  boulters  of  them. 

Hof.  Now  at  I  am  a  true  woman,  holland  of  viii.  s.  an  ell : 
jou  owe  money  heerc  befides,  fir  Iobn,  for  your  diet,  and  by- 
drinkings,  and  money  lent  you,  xxiiii.  pound. 

Fal.  Hee  had  his  part  of  it,  let  him  pay. 

Hof.  Hee  ?  alas  he  is  poore,  he  hath  nothing. 

Fal.  How ;  poore  ?  looke  vpon  his  face :  what  call  you 
rich  ?  let  them  coine  his  nofe,  let  them  coine  his  cheekcs,  De 
not  pay  a  denyer :  what,  will  you  make  a  younker  of  mee  ? 
(hall  I  not  take  mine  eafe  in  mine  inne,  but  I  (hail  haue  my 
pocket  pickt  ? .  I  haue  loft  a  feale  ring  of  my  grandfathers 
worth  fourty  marke. 

Hof.  O  Iefu,  I  haue  heard  the  prince  tell  him,  I  know  not 
how  oft,  that  that  ring  was  copper. 

Fal.  How  i  the  prince  is  a  iacke,  a  fneak-cup :  zblond  acd 
he  were  here,  would  cudgel  him  like  a  dog,  if  he  would  fay  fo. 

Enter 
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Enter  the  prince  marching,  and  Falftalffe  meetes  him  flaying 
on  his  trunchion  Rke  a  fife. 

Fal  How  now  lad,  is  the  wind  in  that  doore  yfalth  : 
Mud  we  all  march  ? 

Bar.  Yea,  two  and  two;  Newgate  fafliion. 

Hof.  My  lord,  I  pray  you  hearc  mee. 

Prin.  What  faift  thou,  miftris  Quickly?  how  dow  *  thy 
hnfband  ?  I  loue  him  well,  he  is  an  honeft  man. 

Hqft.  Good  my  lord  heare  me. 

Fal.  Prethee  let  her  alone  and  lift  to  me. 

Prin.  What  faift  thou  lacke  ? 

Fal.  The  other  night  I  fell  a  fleepe  here  behind  the  arras, 
and  had  my  pocket  pickt,  this  houfe  is  turnde  bawdy-houfe, 
they  pick  pockets. 

Prin.  What  didft  thou  lofe,  lacke? 

Fal/.  Wilt  thou  beleeue  me,  Hal?  three  or  foure  bonds  of 
forty  pound  a  peace,  and  a  feale  ring  of  my  grandfathers. 

Prin.  A  trifle,  fome  eight  penny  matter. 

Hqft.  So  I  told  him  my  lord,  and  I  faid,  I  heard  your 
grace  fay  fo  :  and  my  lord  he  fpeakes  mod  vilely  of  yon,  like 
a  foule  mouth'd  man,  as  he  is,  and  faid,  he  would  cudgell 
you. 

Prin.  What  he  did  not  ? 

Hqft.  Ther's  neither  faith,  truth,  nor  womanhood  in  me 
els. 

fal.  There's  no  more  faith  in  thee,  then  a  ftoed  prune; 
nor  no  more  truth  in  thee,  then  in  a  drawne  foxe:  and  for 
womanhood,  Mayd-marian  may  be  the  deputies  wife  of  the 
ward  to  thee.    Goe  you  thing,  goe. 

Hqft.  Say,  what  thing,  what  thing? 

Fal.  What  thing  i  why,  a  thing  to  thanke  God  on. 
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Hof.  I  am  no  thing  to  thattke  God  on,  I  would  thou  fhouHft 
know  it ;  I  am  an  honed  mans  wife,  and  fetting  thy  knight- 
hood afide,  thou  art  a  knaue  to  call  me  fo. 

Fal.  Setting  thy  woman-hood  afide,  thou  art  a  beail,  to 
fayotherwife. 

Hoft.  Say,  what  bead,  thou  knaue  thou  ? 

Falf.  What  bead  ?  why  an  otter. 

Prin.  An  otter,  fir  lohn  ?  why  an  otter  ? 

Falf.  Why  ?  (hee's  neither  fifh  nor  flefh;  a  man  knowes  not 
where  to  haue  her. 

Hoft.  Thou  art  an  vniuft  man  in  faying  fo :  thou,  or  any 
man  knowes  where  to  haue  me,  thou  knaue  thou. 

Prin.  Thou  fayeft  true  hoftefle,  and  hee  (launders  thecmoft 
grofely. 

Hoft.  So  hee  doth  you,  my  lord,  and  fayd  this  other  day, 
You  ought  him  a  thoufand  pound. 

Prin*  Sirta,  doe  I  owe  you  a  thoufand  pound  ? 

Fal.  A  thoufand  pound  Hal?  a  million :  thy  loue  is  worth 
a  million :  thou  o\fcreft  me  thy  loue. 

Hoft.  Nay,  my  lord,  hee  cald  you  Iacke%  and  faid  hee 
would  cudggell  you. 

Fal.  Did  I,  Bafdol? 

Bar.  Indeed,  fir  Iohnt  you  fayd  fo. 

Fal.  Yea,  if  he  fayd  my  ring  was  copper. 

Prt.  I  fay  tis  copper:  darft  thou  be  as  good  as  thy  word 
now?  .. 

Fal.  Why  Hal?  thou  knoweft,  as  thou  art  but  a  man,  I 
dare,  but  as  thou  art  prince,  I  feare  thee,  as  I  feare  the 
roaring  of  the  lyons  whelpe. 

Prin.  And  why  not  as  the  lion  ? 

Fal.  The  king  himfelfe,  is  to  be  feared  as  the  lyon:  doeft 

thou  thinke  He  feare  thee,  a9  I  feare  thy  father  ?  nay,  and  I 

doe,  I  pray  Cod  my  girdle  brake. 

Prin. 
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*  Prin..  Qk/if^flRHild,*  bow  would  thy  guts  fall  abaut  thy 
koees  I  but  firra^  there's  no  roome  for  faith,  truth,  oor  ho* 
nefty,  in  this  bofome  of  thine;  it  is  all  Hide  vp  with  guttes^ 
and  midrib  i  charge  an  honeft  woman  with  picking  thy, 
pocket  ?  why  thou  horefon  impudent  imboft  rafcall,  if  there 
were  any  thing  in  thy  pocket,  but  tauerne  reckonings,  memo-' 
rand  urns  of  bawdy  houfes,  and  one  poor  peniwortli  of  fugar- 
candie  to  make  thee  long-winded :  if  thy  pocket  were  inricht 
with  any  other  intones  but  thefe,  I  am  a  villains ;  and  yet 
you  will  ftand  to  it,  you  will  not  pocket  vp  wrong  :  art  thoa 
not  a(hamed*  f f 

Fal.  Doeft  thou  heare  Hal?  thou  knowft  in  the  ftate  ofm-' 
nocencie,  Adam  fell :  and  what  fliould  poore  lacke  Faljlalffe 
do  in  the  daies  of  viilany  ?  thou  feeft,  I  haue  more  flefh'theo, 
another  man,  and  thefore  more  frailty,  You  confefle*  thea 
you  pickt  my  pocket. 

Prin.  It  appeares  fo  by  the  ftory. 

Fal.  Hoftefle,.I.forgiue  thee:  goe  make  ready  breakfaft,1 
loue  thy  hulband,  looke  to  thy  feruants,  cherifh  thy  gheftes, 
thou  {halt  find  me  tradable  to  any  honeft  reafon^th'ou  feeft 
I  am  pacified  ftill :  nay,  I  prethee  be  gone,  J      l 

Xfit  hoftejfe. 
Now  Halt  to  the  newes  at  court  for  the  robbery,  lad  ?  how 
is  that  anfarerecU 

Prin.  O  my  fweet  beeffe,  I  muft  fHU  be  good  angell  to 
thee,  the  mony  is  paid  backe  againe. 

Fal  O,  I  do  not  like  that  paying  backe,  tis  a  double  labour. 

Prin.  I  am  good  friends  with  my  father,  and  may  do  anj 
thing. 

Fal.  Rob  me  the  exchequer  the  fir  ft  thing  thou  doeft?,  and 
do  it  with  vnwaflit  hands  too. 

Bar.  Do  my  lord.  .  - 

Prin.  I  haue  procured  thcefycke  a  charge  of  foot. 
Vol.  II.  Gg  Fal. 
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tal  t  would  fc  Bad  Scene  of  horfe.  Whfcre  flnll  I  finde 
ttie  that  can  fteate  wel  ?  O,  For  a  fine  theefe  of  *e  age  of  ttSa 
oY  ther  about  $  I  am  hainoufiy  vriprbuided.  WeHf  God  be 
thanked  for  thefe  rebels,  they  offend  none  btmhe  vertaious;  \ 
bud  them',  I  praife  them. 

Prince.  Bardott* 

Bar.  My  lord, 

Prin.  Go  beare  this  letter  to  lord  Iohti  of  Lane  after. 
To  my  brother  Iohn  :  this  to  my  lord  of  Weftmertand* 
Go,  Pifo%  to  horfe  #  for  thou  and  I 
Bane  thirty  miles  yet  to  ride  ere  dinner  time  r 
Iacke  meete  me  to  morrow  in  the  temple  hall, 
At  two  a  docke  in  the  afternoone, 
There  Ibalt  thou  know  thy  charge,  and  there  receiue, 
Money  and  order  for  their  furniture. 
The  land  is  burning,  Percy  ftands  on  high, 
And  eyther  they  or  we  muft  lower  lie. 

pal.  Rare  words !  braue  tfrorld.     Hoites,  my  bteakdaft 
come 
Oh,  t  could  wifh  this  taucrne  were  my  drum*  Exeunt. 

Enter  Hotfpnr,  Worcefter  <xm/Dowglas. 

Hot.  Well  faid,  my  noble  Soot,  if  fpeaking  truth 
In  this  fine  age  were  not  though  t  flattery,. 
Such  attribution  (hould  the  Dowglas  haue, 
As  not  a  fouldier  of  this  feafons  ftampe, 
Should  go  fo  generall  currant  through  the  world  : 
By  God  I  cannot  flatter,  I  defie 
The  tongues  of  (bothers,  •  but  *  brauer  place 
In  my  harts  loue  hath  no  man  then  your  felfe. 
Nay,  taflce  me  to  my  word,  approue  me  lord* 

•  to  horft$  Ubtrff,        fttOHght  IX  thrush* 
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Do&*  Thou  art  the  king  of  honour) 
No  man  to  potent  breathes  vpon  the  ground, 
But  I  will  beard  him.  > 

Enter  out  with  UtUrs* 

Hot.  Do  fo,  and  tls  well :  what  letters  hajt+  thou  there  ? 
I  can  but  thanke  you. 

Mejf.  Thefe  letters  come  from  your  father. 

Hot   Letters  from  him?  why  comes  he  nothlmfetfe* 

Mejf.  He  cannot  come,  my  lord,  he  is  grieuonsiidfc- 

Hot.  Zounds,  how  haz  be  the  leifure  to  be  ficke 
Infuch  a  iuftling  time  ?  who  leades  his  power? 
Vnder  whofe  government  come  they  along  ? 

Meff*  His  litters  beares  his  mind,  not  I  his  mmcL 

War.  I  prethee  tell  me,  doth  he  keepe  his  bedv? 

Mejf.  He  did,  my  lord,  foure  dayes  ere  I  fet  forth. 
And  at  the  time  of  my  departure  thence, 
He  was  much  feard-by  his  phifittons. 

Wor.  I  would  the  ftate  of  time  had  flrft  Kfl  wholes 
Ere  he  by  ficknefle  had  bin  vifned  : 
His  health  was  neu^r  better  worth  then  now* 

Hot.  Sicke  now,  droope  now,  this  ficknes  doth  ififeft 
The  very  life-bloud  of  our  enterprife, 
Tls  catching  hither,  euen  to  our  campe : 
He  writes  me  here,  that  inward  fickneffe* 
And  that  his  friends  by  deputation 
Could  not  fo  foone  be  drawne,  nor  did  bethink*  it  meete^ 
To  lay  fo  dangerous  and  deare  a  trull 
Or  any  foule  remou'd,  but  on  his  owne, 
Yet  doth  he  giue  vs  bold  aduertifement, 
That  with  our  fmall  coniunftion,  we  fbould  on. 
To  fee  how  fortune  is  dlfpos'd  to  vs  s 

Cga  For; 
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For,  as  he  writes,  there  is  no  quailing  now, 
Bccaufe  the  king  i?  certainely  pofleft  , 
Of  all  our  purpofe*:  what  fay  you  to  it  ? 

IVor.  Your  fathers  ficknefle  is  a  maime  to  vs. 

Hot.  A  perilous  gafh,  *%  very  limine  lopt  off, 
And  yet,  in  fiaith,  it  is  not  his  prefent  want 
Seemes  more  then  we  (hall  find  it  were  it  gpod, 
To  fet  the  exaft  wealth  of  all.our  ftates, 
All  atone  cafti  ta  fet  fo  ricfc  a  maine. 
On  the  .nice  hazzard  of  one  doubtfuli  houre, 
It  were  no^gpod,  for  therein  (Uould  we  read 
The  very  bottome  and  the  foule  of  hope, 
The  very  lift,  thewery  vtmoft  bound 
Of  all  our  fortunes. 

Dowg.  Fayth,  aad  fo  we  (hould, 
Where  ndw  remaines  a  fweet  reuerfion. 
We  may  boldly  fpend  vpon  the  hope  of  what  t'is  to  come  la 
A  comfort  of  retirement  liues  in  this. 

Hot .  A*  raudeuous,  a  home  to  fly  vnto, 
If  that  the  diuelland  mifchance  looke  big 
Vpon  the  maydenhead  of  our  aiFaires. 

Wors  But  yet  I  would  your  father  had  been  heere; 
The^qualitie^and  hire  *  of  our  attempt 
Brookes  no  deuifion,  it  will  be  thought 
By  fome,  that  know  not  why  he  is  away, 
That  wifedome,  loyalty,  and  meere  diflike 
Of  our  proceedings,  kept  the  earle  from  hence. 
And  thinke,  iow  fuch  an  apprehenfion 
May  turne  the  tide  of  fearefull  fa&ion, 
And  breed  a  kind  of  queftion  in  our  caufe : 
For,  well  you  know,  we  of  the  offring  fide, 
Muft  keepe  aloofe  from  ftrift  arbitrement, 
And  ftop  all  light-holes,  euery  loope,  from  whence 

*bairt* 
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The  eye  of  reafon  may  prie  in  vpon  vs*; 
This  abfence  of  your  father  draws  a  curtaine, 
That  ftiewes  the  ignorant,  a  kind  of  feare 
Before  not  dreamt  of. 

Hot .  You  ftraine  too  farre. 
I  rather  of  his  abfence  make  this  vfe, 
It  lendes  a  luftre  and  more  great  opinion, 
A  larger  dare  to  your  *  great  enterprizc, 
Then  if  the  earle  were  heere :  for  men  muft  thjnke, 
If  we  without  his  helpe,  can  make  a  head 
To  pufti  againft  the  kingdome,  with  his  helpe, 
We  (hall,  or  turne  it  topfie  turuy  downe : 
Yet  all  goes  well,  yet  all  our  ioynts  are  whole. 

Dowg.  As  heart  can  thinke,  there  is  not  fuch  a  word 
Spoke  of  in  Scotland,  at  this  deame  of  feare. 

Enter  fir  Rih.  Vernon. 

Hot.  My  coofcn  Vernon,  welcome  by  my  foule.  . 

Ver.  Pray  God  my  newes  be  worth  a  welcome,  lord* 
The  earle  of  IVeftmerland,  feauen  thoufand  ftrong, 
Is  marching  hitherwards,  with  prince  Iohn. . 

Hot.  No  harme,  what  more  ? 

Ver.  And  further,  I  haue  learnd, 
The  king  himfelfe  in  perfon  hath  fet  foorf h, 
Or  hitherwards  intended  fpeedily, 
With  ftrong  and  mightie  preparation. 

Hot.  He  (hall  be  welcome  too ;  where  is  his  fame, . 
The  nimble-footed  mad  cap,  prince  of  Wales, 
And  his  cumrades,  that  daft  the  world  afide, 
And  bid  it  pafle  ? 

Ver.  AllfurnUht?  alliuarmes? 
Mphmuk  flUtceftriges,  that  with  the  winde 
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Bayted  like  eagles,  hatiing  lately  bath'd, 
Glittering  in  golden  coates  Rke  images, 
As  foil  of  fpirit  as  the  month  of  May, 
And  gorgious  as  the  funne  at  midfommer ; 
Wanton  as  youthfull  goates,  wilde  as  young  bids  t 
I  (aw  young  Harry  with  his  bener  on, 
Ks  cofheson  his  thighes,  gallantly  armde, 
Rife  from  the  ground  like  feathered  Mtrcury, 
And  vaulted  with  fuch  eafe  into  his  feate, 
As  if  an  angell  dropt  downe  from  the  cloudes, 
To  turne  and  winde  a  fiery  Pegafus, 
And  witch  the  world  with  noble  horfe-manfhip. 

Hit.  No  more,  no  more ;  worfe  then  the  funne  in  March, 
This  prayfe  doth  nourifti  agues ;  let  them  come, 
They  come  Ukefacrifices  in  their  trim, 
And  to  the  fire-eyde  mayde  of  fmokie  wane, 
AU  hot  and  bleeding,  will  we  offer  them : 
The  mayled  Man  (hall  on  his  altar  (it 
Vptotheearesin  blood.    I  am  on  fire 
Tp  heare  this  rich reprisal!  is  fonigh: 
And  yet  not  ours.    Come,  let  me  take  my  horfe* 
Who  is  to  bcare  me  like  a  thunder-bolt, 
Againft  the  bofome  of  the  princfc  of  Waits, 
Harry  to  Harry,  (hall  n$t  *  horfe  to  horfe 
Meetc,  and  ne're  part,  till  one  drop  downe  a  ooarfe  I 
Oh,  that  GUndower  were  dome* 

Ver*  There  is  more  newes, 
J  learned  in  Worcefier,  asl  rode  along, 
He  can  f  draw  his  power  this  fburteene  dayeS* 

Dwg.  Thats  the  worft  tydinges,  that  I  htiire  of  yet  t# 

Wor.  I  by  my  fay th,  that  beares  a  frofty  found. 

Hot.  What  ibay  the  kinges  whole  battell  reach  vat©  I 

Vtf*  To  tbirtie  thoufand. 


•*Wr,      ft"?**      t  *• 
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Sot.  Fourtie  let  it  be. 
My  father  and  Qkndcrwer  being  both  away, 
The  powers  of  vs,  m$y  ferue  fo  great  a  day. 
(pome,  kt  ▼*  takea  mnfter  fpeedily, 
Doomcs  day  is  feere,'  die  all,  die  merrily. 

Dawgf  Talke  not  of  dying,  I  am  out  of  feare 
Of  de*th  or  deaths  hand,  for  this  one  halfe  yeere.       Exeunt. 

Enter  Falftalffe  and  Bardoll. 

Falf.  Bardoll,  get  thee  before  to  Coxtentry,  fillmee  a  bottk 
of  facke,  our  fouldiers  fhall  march  through  ;  week  to  Sutton* 
cvp-hill  to  night. 

Bar.  WiH  you  glue  me  money  captaine  i 

Fa^I  Lay  out,  lay  out. 

Bar.  This  bottle  makes  an  angell. 

Falf.  And  If  it  do,  take  it  for  thy  labour,  and  if  it  make 
twentie,  take  them  all,  lie  anfwere  the  opynage ;  bid  my  lieu- 
tenant Peto  meete  me  a  townes  end. 

Bar.  I  Drill  captaine :  farewell.  Exit. 

Falf.  Vilbe*  aflumed  of  my  fouldiers,  I  am  a  fowft  foe* 
net;  I  haue  mifufed  the  kinges  prefle  damnably.  I  haue  got 
in  exchange  of  150  fouldiers,  300  and  odde  pounds.  I  prefle 
me  none  but  good  houQioiders,  yeomens  (bones,  inquire  me 
oat  contracted  batchekrs,  fuch  as  had  been  aflct  twice  on  the 
banes;  foch  a  commodity  of  warme  flaues,  as  bad  as  ldue 
hgupe  th£  cfiuell  as  a  drumme,  fuch  as  feare  the  report  of  a 
caliuer,  worfe  then  a  ftrook-foole,  or  a  hurt  wild-ducke :  I 
fwfl  me  none  but  inch  tofts  and  batter,  with  heartes  in  their 
<bellics  no  bigger  then  pins  heads,  gnd  they  haue  bought  out 
their  fcrpifes:  and  now,  my  whole  charge  confiftes  of  ancients, 
corporals,  lieutenants,  gentlemen  of  companies,  flaues  as  rag- 
ged as  Lazarus  in  the  painted  cloth  where  the  gluttons  degs 

•knot. 
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licked  his  fores:  and  fuch  as  indeed  were  netier  fouldiers,  tat 
difcarded  vniuft  ferningmen,  yooger  fonnes  toyonger  brothers, 
reuolced  tapfters  and  oftlers  tradcfalne,  the  cankers  of  a  calme 
world,  and  long  peace,  ten  times  more  dtihonorable  ragged, 
then  an  old  faczde  ancient;  and  fuch  haue  I  to  fill  vp  the 
roomes  of  them  as  haue  bought  out  their  feruices,  that  yoa 
would  thinke,  that  I  had  a  hundred  and  fiftie  tottered  prodi- 
gals, lately  come  from  fwine-keeping,  from  eating  drafle  and 
hufkes.  A  madd  fellow  met  me  on  the  way,  and  told  me  I 
had  vnloaded  all  the  gibbets,  and  preft  the  dead  bodies.  No 
eye  hath  feene  fuch  fear-Crowes'.  lie  not  march  through  Co- 
ventry with  them,  that's  flat :  nay,  and  the  villaines  march 
wide  betwixt  the  legs,  as  if  they  had  gyues  on,  for  indeed,  I 
had  the  moft  of  them  out  of  prifon ;  there's  not  a  (hirt  and  a 
halfe  in  all  my  company,  and  the  halfe  (hirt  is  two  napkins 
tackt  togeather,  and  throwne  ouer  the  flxoulders  like  a  hea- 
ralds  coate  without  fleeues ;  and  the  (hirt  to  fay  the  truth,  ftolne 
from  my  hoft  of  S.'Jlbones,  or  the  r$d-nofe  In-keeper  of  Da- 
•uinntry  *.•  but  that's  all  one,  they'le  finde  linnen  enough  on 
-euery  hedge. 

Enter  the  prince,  and  the  lord  of  Weftmerland. 

Prin.  How  now  blowne  Iacke  f  how  now  quilt  ? 

FaL  What  Hal?  how  now  mad  wag,  what  a  diueH  doft 
thou  in  Warwick  Jhire  ?  my  good  L.  of  Wejhnerland,  I  cry 
you  mercy,  I  thought  your  honour  had  already  bin  at  Shrewes- 
burie. 

Wejl.  Fayth,  fir  hhn%  t'is  more  then  time  that  I  were 
there,  and  you  too ;  but  my  powers  are  there  already :  the 
king  I  can  you  f,  lookes  for  vs  all ;  we  muft  away  all  night. 

FaL  Tut,  neuer  feare  tell  me,  I  am  as  vigilant  as  a  cat,  to 
fteale  creame. 

•  Dainty,         *f  tell  you, 
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Trin.  I  thioke  to  fteale  creame  indeed,  for  thy  theft 
hath  already  made  thee  butter :  bat  tell  me,  lacke,  whofe 
fellowesare  thefe  that  come  after  ? 

Falf.  Mine  HaJ,  mine. 

Prin.  I  did  neuer  fee  fuch  pittifull  rafcals. 

Falf.  Tut,  tut,  good  enough  to  tofle,  food  for  powder, 
food  for  powder,  they'le  fill  a  pit  as  well  as  better :  tufh  man, 
mortall  men,  mortall  men. 

Weft.  I,  but,  fir  John,  mee-thinkes  they  are  exceeding  poore 
and  bare,  too  beggarly. 

Fal.  Faith,  for  their  pouerty,  I  know  not  where  they  had 
that ; 
And  for  their  barenes,  I  am.  fare  they  nfcuer  learnt  that  of  me. 

Pri.  No,  He  be  f »vorne,  vnlefTe  you  cal  three  fingers  on  * 
the  ribs  bare :  but  firra,  make  haft,  Percy  is  already  in  the 
field.  Exit. 

Fal  What,  is  the  king  incamp'd  ? 

Weft.  He  is,  fir  John,  I  feare  we  (hall  flay  too  long. 

Fal.  Well,  to  the  latter  end  of  a  fray,  and  the  beginning  of 
a  feaft,  fits  a  dull  fighter,  and  a  keene  gucft.  •  Exeunt. 

Enter  Hotfpur,  Worcefter,  Dowglas,  and  Vernon. 

Hot.  Weele  fight  with  him  to  night. 
Wor.  It  may  not  be. 
Dow.  You  giue  him  then  aduantage. 
Ver.  Not  a  whit. 

Hot.  Why  fay  you  fo  ?  lookes  he  not  for  fupply  i 
Ver.  So  doe  wee. 

Hot.  His  is  certaine,  ours  is  doubtfull. 
Wor.  Good  coofen  be  aduifde,  ftir  not  to  night. 
Ver.  Doe  not,  my  lord. 
Dow.  You  do  not  counfell  well : 
You  fpeake  it  out  of  feare,  and  cold  heart. 
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V$r.  Doe  roe  no  flander,  Dowgku,  by  my  Kfit, 
And  I  dare  well  maintain*  k  with  my  life; 
If  well  refpe&ed  honour  bid  me  on, 
I  hold  as  little  couofell  with  weak  feace, 
As  you,  my  lord,  or  any  Scat  that  tins  day  lines : 
JUt  k  be  fane  to  morrow  inthebnttdl,  which  gfn  feaces. 

Dow.  Yea  or  to  night. 

Ver.  Content* 

H*U  Tonight  iky  L 
-    Ver.  Come,  come,  it  may  not  be. 
I  wonder  wtmch  being  men  of  fiich  great  leading  as  you  arc, 
That  yon  forefee  not  what  impediments 
Drag  backe  our  expedition :  certaine  horfe 
Of  my  coofen  Vernons  are  not  yet  come  vp, 
Year  wide  Worcefert  horfe  came  but  to  dayr 
And  now  their  pride  and  mettall  is  aileepe, 
Their  courage  with  hard  labour  tame  and  dull, 
That  not  a  horfe  is  haik  the  halfe  of  himfelfe. 

Hoi.  Soarethehorfesof  theenemk, 
fngeaerall  iourney  bated  and  bronght  low:   N 
The  better  part  of  onrs  are  full  of  reft. 

Wor.  The  number  of  the  king  exceedeth  ours 
For  Gods  fake,  coofen,  ftay  till  all  come  in. 

The  trumpet  founds  4  parley*    EvUrfir  Walter  BlujK. 

Blunt.  I  come  with  gracious  offers  from  the  king, 
If  you  vouchTafcine  hearing,  and  rdped. 

Hot.  Welcome,  fir Walter  Blunt:  and  would  to  God 
You  were  of  our  determination ; 
Some  of  vs  lone  you  well,  and  enen  fhofe  fome 
Enuie  your  great  deferuinges  and  good  name, 
Becaufe  you  are  not  of  our  qualitie, 
But  (land  againft  rslike  an  enemie. 
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Blunt .  And  God  defend,  but  ftill  I  ihould  ftand  fo. 
So  long  as  out  of  limit  and  true  rule 
You  fiand  againft  anoynted  mateftie : 
feu t  to  my  charge.    The  king  hath  fent  to  know 
The  nature  of  your  griefes,  and  wherevpon 
You  coniure  from  the  brraft  of  duill  peace, 
Such  bold  hoftilitie,  teaching  his  dutious  land 
Audacftus  cruehie.     If  that  the  king 
Haue  any  way  your  good  defertes  forgot, 
Which  he  confefleth  to  be  manifold, 
He  bids  you  name  your  griefes,  and  with  all  fpeed. 
You  (hall  haue  your  defires  with  intereft, 
And  pardon  abfolute  for  your  fclfe,  and  thcfe, 
Herein  mifled  by  your  fnggeftion. 

Hot,  The  king  is  kind:  and  well  we  know,  the  king, 
Knowes  at  what  time  to  promife,  when  to  pay : 
My  father,  my  •  vncle*  and  my  fidfe, 
Did  giue  him  that  fame  royaltie  he  weares, 
And  when  he  was  not  fixe  and  twenty  ftrong, 
Sicke  in  the  worldes  regard,  wretched,  and  low, 
A  poore  vnminded  outlaw  fneaking  home, 
My  father  gaue  him  welcome  to  the  fhore : 
And  when  he  heard  him  fweare  and  vow  to  God, 
He  came  but  to  tie  f  duke  of  Lancafler, 
To  fue  his  linery  and  beg  his  peace, 
With  teares  of  innoceacy,  and  tearmes  of  zeale: 
My  father  in  kind  heart  and  pitty  mou'd, 
Swore  him  %  affiflance  and  perfbrm'd  it  too. 
How,  when  the  lords  and  barrons  of  the  reals*, 
Perceiu'd  Northumberland  $A  leane  to  him, 
The  metre  and  lefle  came  in  with  cap  and  knee. 
Met  htm  hi  boroughs,  cities,  villages, 
Attend  |  him  on  bridges,  ftoode  in  lanes, 

•  §»dmj.       \ubt.       %biu       \Attu4d. 
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Laid  gifts  before  him,  profFer'd  him  their  othes, 
Gaue  him  their  heirs,  as  pages  followed  him, 
Eoen  at  the  heeles,  in  golden  multitudes, 
He  prefently  as  greatnefle  knowes  it  lclfe, 
Steps  me  a  little  higher  then  his  vow 
Made  to  my  father,  while  his  bloud  was  poore, 
Vpon  the  naked  flxore  at  Rauenfpurgh 
And  now  forfooth  takes  on  him  to  reforme 
Some  certaine  ede&s,  and  fome  ftraight  decrees 
That  He  to*  heauie  on  the  common  wealth, 
Cries  out  vpon  abufes,  feemes  to  weepe 
Oner  his  country  wrongs,  and  by  this  face, 
This  feeming  brow  of  iuftice  did  he  winne 
The  hearts  of  all  that  he  did  angle  for  ? 
Proceeded  further,  cut  me  off  the  heads 
Of  all  the  fauourites  that  the  abfent  king 
In  deputation  left  behind  him  here, 
When  he  was  perfonali  in  the  Irijb  warre. 

Blunt.  Tut,  I  came  not  to  heare  this. 

Hot.  Then  to  the  point. 
In  fhort  time  after,  he  deposed  the  king, 
Soone  after  that,  depriu'd  him  of  his  life, 
And  in  the  neck  of  that,  tafk*t  the  whole  flate : 
To  make  that  worfe,  fuffered  hiskinfman  March, 
(Who  is,  if  euery  owner  were  f  plac'd, 
Indeed  his  king,  to  be  ingag'd  in  Wales, 
There  without  ranfome  to  lie  forfeited, 
Difgrac'd  me  in  my  happy  victories, 
Sought  to  intrap  me  by  intelligence, 
Rated  my  vncle  from  the  counfell  boord, 
In  rage  difmifde  my  father  from  the  court, 
6roke  othe  on  oth,  committed  wrong  on  wrong, 
And  in  conclufion,  droue  vs  to  feeke  out 

•  lay  ftp.  +  wtre  «?«//• 
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This  head  of  fafetic,  and  withall  to  prie 
Into  his  title,  the  which  we  finde 
Too  indirect  for  long  continuance. 

Blunt.  Shall  I  returne  this  anfwere  to  the  king  ? 

Hot.  Not  fo,  fir  Walter.     Weele  withdraw  a  while  : 
(Joe  to  the  king,  and  let  there  be  impaund 
Some  furetie  for  a  *  fafe  rfeturnc  againe, 
And  in  the  morning  early  (hall  my  vncle 
Bring  him.  oar  pu+pofe  f;  and  fo  farewell. 

Blunt.  I  would  you  would  accept  of  grace  and  loue. 

Hot.  And  \  may  be,  fo  we  fhaiL 

Blunt .  Pray  God  you  doe. 
i 
Enter  arebbijbop  of  Yorke,  and  fir  Michell. 

Arch.  Hie,  good  {\£,Michel!,  bears  this  fealed  briefc 
With  winged  harfe  to  the  lord  Mar/ball, 
This  to  my  coofen  Scroope,  and  all  the  reft 
To  whom  they  are  directed.     If  you  knew 
How  much  they  doe  import,  you  would  make  hafte. 

Sir  Mi.  My  good  lord,  I  gefle  their  tenor. 

Arch.  Like  enough  you  doe, 
To  morrow,  good  fir  Michell,  is  a  day 
Wherein,  the  fortune  of  ten  thoufand  men 
Mud  bide  the  touch  :  for  fir,  at  Shrewsburie, 
As  I  am  truly  giuen  to  vnderftand, 
The  king  with  mighty  and  quicke  rayfed  power, 
Meetes  with  lord  Harry ;  and  I  feare,  fir  Micht11% 
What  with  the  ficknefle  of  Northumberland, 
Whofe  power  was  in  the  firft  proportion; 
And  what  Owen  Clendowers  abfence  thence, 
Who  with  them  was  rated [firmefy  \\  too, 
And  comes  not  in,  ouer-ruldeby  prophecies, 

•  tit.        f  /«"?«/*•         X  A*?1         0  a  rated finew* 
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1  festre  the  power  of  Percy  isjoo  weake, 
To  wage  an  inftant  tryall  with  die  king. 

Sir  M.  Why,  my  good  lord,  y ou  ne*d  not  fearev 
There  is  Dowglds,  and  loM  Mortimer. 

Arch.  No,  Mortimer  is  not  there. 

Sir  M.  But  there  is  Moriake,  Vernon,  Jord  Hurry  Percy t 
And  there  is  my  lord  of  Worcefter,  and  a-head 
Of  gallant  warriours,  noble  gentlemen. 

4irr h.  And  fo  there  is,  but  yet  the  king  hath  dutHriW 
The  fpeciali  head  of  all  this  land  togeather, 
The  prince  of  Wales  >  lord  &£»  of  Lancafier9 
The  noble  Weftmerland,  and  warlike  Blunt; 
And  many  mo  cortuales,  and  deare  mea     ' 
Of  eflimation,  and  command  hi  armes. 

Sir  M.  Doubt  not  my  lord,  be  (ball  be  well  oppos'cL 

Arch.  1  hope  nolefle  ?  yet,  needfull  t*is  to  fears, 
And  to  preuent  the  worft,  fir  Michell,  (peed; 
For  if  lord  P*r<ry  thriue  not  ere  the  king 
Difmifle  his  power,  he  meanes  to  vrfic  vs, 
For  he  hath  heard  erf  our  confederacies 
And,  tis  butVifedome  to  make  ftrong  againff  htm* 
Therefore  make  hafte,  I  muft  goe  write  againe 
Toother  friendes,  and  fo  farewell,  fir  Michel!,        gxeunf* 

Enter  the  king,  frince  gf  Wales,  Arrffohn ^Laacafter,  tark 
of  Weftmerlaod,  fir  Walter  Blunt,  andTsMtiUk. 

King.  How  bloodily  the  funae  begin*  to  pcere, 
Aboue  yon  bufkie  bill,  the  dayfaokos  pale 
At  his  diftemperatnre* 

Prince.  The  foutherne  windc 
Doth  play  the  trumpet  to  his  purpofes, 
Aad  by  hollow  whMHmg  in  the  leaner 
Feretels  a  tempeft  and  a  bluftpring  day., 
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King.  Then  with  the  lofefs  let  it  Gmpatbtze, 
For  nothing  can  feeme  foule  to  thofe  that  wiaae. 

The  trumpet  foundes.    Enter  Worcefter. 

King .  How  now  my  lord  of  Worcefter  ?  tisnot  well, 
That  you  and  I  ftiould  meet  vpon  fuch  tearmes, 
As  now  we  mcete.    You  hauc  deoeiude  our  truft, 
And  made  vs  doffe  our  eafie  robes  of  peace, 
To  crufl&our  old  #  liros  in  vngentle  ftede : 
This  is  not  well,  my  lord,  this  is  not  well. 
What  fay  you  to  it  ?  will  you  againe  vnknit 
This  churliQi  knot  of  all  abhorred  warre  ? 
And  moue  in  that  obedient  orbe  againe, 
Where  you  did  giue  a  faire  and  naturall  light, 
And  be  no  more  an  exhal'd  meteor, 
A  prodigie  of  fcare,  and  a  portent 
Of  broched  mifchiefe  to  the  vnborne  times  ? 

Wor.  Heare  mee,  my  liege : 
For  mine  owne  part,  I  could  be  well  content 
To  entertaine  the  lag-end  of  my  life 
With  quiet  houres  :  for  I  proteft, 
I  haue  not  fought  the  day  of  this  diftlke. 

King.  You  haue  not  fought  it:  how  comes  it  then  ! 

Fid/.  Rebellion  lay  in  his  way,  and  he  found  it 

Prin.  Peace,  cheWet  peace. 

Wor.  It  pleafde  your  maiefty  to  turne  your  lookes 
Of  fauoor,  from  my  felfe,  and  all  our  houfc: 
And  yet  I  muft  remember  you  my  lord : 
Wee  were  the  firft  and  deareft  of  your  £ riendes, 
For  you,  my  ftaffe  of  office  did  I  breake, 
In  Richards  time,  and  pofted  day  and  night, 
To  meete  you  on  the  way,  and  kifie  your  hand, 
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When  yet  you  were  in  place,  and  in  account 

Nothing  fo  ftrong  and  fortunate  as  I ; 

It  was  my  felfe,  my  brother,  and  his  fonnc, 

That  brought  you  home,  and  boldly  did  out-date 

The  danger  of  the  time.    You  fwore  to  vs, 

And  you  did  fweare  that  oath  at  Dancqfter, 

That  you  did  nothing  of*  purpofe  gainft  the  ftatc 

Nor  claime  no  further,  then  your.new  falne  right, 

The  feate  of  Gaunt,,  dukedome  of  Lanca/ler, 

To  this,  vtc  fweare  +  our  ayde :  but  in  (hort  fpace 

It  raind  downe  fortune  fhowriog  on  your  head, 

And  fuch  a  floud  of  greatnefle  fell  on  you. 

What  with  our  helpe,  what  with  the  abfent  king. 

What  with  the  iniuries  of  %  wanton  time, 

The  feeming  fufferances  that  you  had  borne, 

And  the  contrarious  windes  that  hclde  the  king 

So  long  in  the  vnluckie  Irifb  warres, 

That  all  in  England  did  repute  him  dead; 

And  from  this  fwarme  of  faire  aduantages, 

You  tooke  occafion  to  be  quickly  wooed, 

To  gripe  the  generall  fway  into  your  hand, 

Forgot  your  oath  to  v$  at  Danoqjler ; 

And  being  fed  by  vs,  you  vs'de  v$  fo, 

As  that  vngentle  gull  the  cuckowes  bird, 

Vfeth  the  fparrow,  did  opprefle  our  neft, 

Grew  by  our  feeding,  to  fo  great  a  bulke, 

That  euen  our  loue  durft  not  come  neere  your  fight 

For  feare  of  fwallowing :  but  with  nimble  wing 

Wee  were  inforft  for  fafety  fake,  to  flie 

Out  of  your  fight,  and  raife  this  prefent  head, 

Whereby  we  (land  oppofed  by  fuch  meanes 

As  you  your  felfe  haue  forg'd  againft  your  felfe, 

By  vnkind  vfage,  dangerous  countenance, 

•  o/*omittcd.         f/«w#,         J  ofg+ 
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And  violation  of  all  fay th  and  troth 
Sworne  to  vs  in  your  younger  enterprife. 

King.  Thefe  thinges  indeed  *  you  haue  articulate* 
Proclaymed  at  market  crofTes,  read  in  churches, 
To  face  the  garment  of  rebellion, 
With  fome  fine  colour  that  may  pleafe  the  eye 
Of  fickle  changelings,  and  poore  difcontents, 
Which  gape,  and  mb  the  elbow  at  the  newes 
Of  burly  burly  innouation  % 
And  neuer  yet  did  infurre&ion  want 
Such  Water  colours,  to  impaint  his  caufe; 
Nor  moody  *  beggars,  flaming  for  a  time, 
Of  pel-mell  hauocke  and  confufion. 

Prin.  In  both  your  armies,  there  is  many  a  foule 
Shall  pay  full  dearely  for  this  encounter. 
If  once  they  ioyne  in  tryall,  toll  your  nephew, 
The  prince  of  Wales  doth  ioyne  with  all  the  world 
In  prayfe  of  Henry  Percy  :  by  my  hopes 
This  prefent  enterprife  fet  of  his  head, 
I  doe  not  thinke  a  brauer  gentleman, 
More  acliue,  more  f  valiant,  or  more  valiant  young, 
More  daring,  or  mote  bold,  is  now  aliue* 
To  grace  this  latter  age  with  noble  deedes  t 
For  my  part,  I  may  fpeake  it  to  my  Ihame, 
I  haue  a  trewant  been  to  chiualrie, 
And  fo  I  heare  hee  doth  account  mce  too; 
Yet  this  before  my  fathers  maieftie, 
I  am  content  that  he  (hall  take  the  od» 
Of  his  great  name  and  eftimation, 
And  will,  to  faue  the  blood  on  either  fide, 
Trie  fortune  with  him  in  %  fingle  fight. 

King*  And  prince  of  Wales,  fo  dare  we  venture  thee, 
Albeit,  coniiderations  infinite 

•  n*dij.        -f  more  onritted.        J  *r  «. 

Vol.  II.  Hh  Doe 
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Doe  make  againft  it:  no  good  IVor after,  no, 

Wee  loue  our  people  well ;  euen  thofe  we  loue 

That  are  mifled  vpon  your  coofens  part : 

And  will  they  take  the  offer  of  our  grace, 

Both  hee,  and  they,  and  you,  yea  euery man, 

Shall  be  my  friend  agatne,  and  lie  be  his : 

So  tell  your  coofen,  and  bring  me  word, 

What  he  will  doe.    But  if  he  will  not  yeeld, 

Rebuke  and  dread  correction  waite  on  vs, 

And  they  fhall  doe  their  office.    So  be  goon, 

We  will  not  now  be  troubled  with  reply, 

We  offer  faire,  take  it  aduifedly.  ExitWonx&er. 

Prin.  It  will  not  be  accepted,  on  my  life. 
The  Dowglas  and  the  Hot/fair  both  togeather, 
Are  confident  againft.  the  world  in  armcs* 

King.  Hence  therefore,  eufery  leader  to  his  charge, 
For  on  their  anfwere  will  we  fet  on  them ; 
And  God  befrend  vs,  as  oar  caufe  is  tuft. 

Exeunt.    M&mt-prin*  FM. 

Fal.  Hal,  if  thou  fee  medowne  in  the  battell 
And  beftride  me  fo,  tis  a  pointof  friendfhip. 

Prin.  Nothing  but  a  Cokffia  can  doe  thee  that  frieadfhip. 
Say  thy  prayers,  and  farewell. 

Falf.  I  would  it  were  bed  time  Hat,  and  all  well. 

Prin.  Why  ?  thou  oweft  God  a  death. 

Falf.  T'is  not  due  yet,  I  would  be  loth  to  pay  him  before 
his  day :  what  need  I  be  fo  forward  with  htm  that  cab  not  on 
me  ?  well,  tis  no  matter,  honour  pricks  me  on :  yea;  but  how 
if  honour  prick  me  off  when  I  come  oo  ?  how  then  can.  ho- 
nour fet  to  a  leg?  no,  or  an  arme?  no,  or  take  awuy  the 
griefe  of  a  wound  ?  no,  honour  hath  no  (kill  in  furgprie  then? 
no:  what  is  honour  ?  a  word:  what  is  that  word  honour? 
aire :  a  trim  reckoning.  Who  hath  it  ?  he  that  diod  a  Wtdr 
ne/day  ?  doth  he feele  it?  no :  doth  he  heareit ?  no :  tis  in- 
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feofible  then  ?  yea,  to  the  dead :  but  will  it  not  Hue  with  the 
lining?  no:  why?  detraction  will  not  fuffer  it,  therefore  He 
none  of  it ;  honour  is  a  mcere  flcutchion  ?  and  fo  ends  my  ca- 
techifine.  Exit. 

Enter  Worcefter,  andjtr  Richard  Verton. 

War.  O  no,  my  nephety  muft  not  know,  fir  Richard, 
The  liberall  kind  offer  of  the  king. 

Ver.  TVerebefthedid. 

Wor.  Then  are  we  all  vndone, 
It  is  not  poflible,  it  can  not  be, 
The  king  would  keepe  his  word  in  Iouing  vs, 
He  will  fufpett  vs  dill,  and  find  a  time, 
To  puniih  this  offence  in  others  *  faultes ; 
Suppofition,  all  our  hues,  Audi  be  ftucke  full  of  eyes; 
For  treafoo  is  but  trufted  like  the  foxe, 
Who  nqier.  fo  tame,  fo  cheri(ht,  and  lockt  Vp, 
Will  haue  a  wilde  tricke  of  his  ancefters: 
Looke  how  he  f  can,  or  fad  or  merrily  ? 
Interpretation  will  mifquote  our  lookes, 
And  W6  (hall  feed  like  oxen  at  a  ftall,     * 
The  better  cheriftit,  ftill  the  nearer  death. 
My  nephewes  trefpafle  may  be  well  forgot, 
It  hath  the  excufe  of  youth,  and  heat  of  blood, 
And  an  adopted  name  of  priuiledge, 
A  haire-braind  Hot/pur,  gouerned  by  a  fpleene, 
All  his  offences  line  vpon  my  head, 
And  on  his  fathers.     We  did  traine  him  on, 
And  his  corruption  being  tane  from  vs. 
We  as  the  fpring  of  all,  fhal  pay  for  all : 
Therefore  good  coofen,  let  not  Harry  know 
In  any  cafe,  the  offtr  of  the  king. 

*  9tber,         f  wt. 

H  h  2  E***r 
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Enter  Hotfpur. 

Ver.  Deliuer  what  you  wil,  lie  (ay  tis  fo.    Here  comes 
your  cocrfe 

Hot.  Myvncleisrerurnd, 
Deliuer  vp  my  lord  of  Weftmerland: 
Vncle,  what  newes  ? 

Wor.  The  king  will  bid  you  battell  prefently. 

Dowg.  Defie  him  by  the  lord  of  Weftmerland. 

Hot.  Lord  Dowglas,  goc  you  and  tell  him  fo. 

Dowg.  Marry  and  (hall,  and  *  very  willingly. 

Exit  Dowg, 

Wor.  There  is  no  feeming  mercy  in  the  king. 

Hot .  Did  you  beg  any  ?  God  forbid. 

Wor.  I  told  him  gently  of  our  grieuances, 
Of  his  oath-breaking :  which  he  mended  thus, 
By  now  forfwearing  that  he  is  forfworne, 
He  cals  vs  rebels,  traytors,  and  will  fcourge 
With  hawty  antes,  this  hatefull  name  in  vs. 

Enter  Dowg. 

.    Dowg.  Arme  gentlemen,  to  armes,  for  I  haue  throw* 
A  braue  defiance  inking  Henries  teeth  ; 
And  Weftmerland  that  was  ingag'd  did  beare  it, 
Which  can  not  chufe  but  bring  him  quickly  on. 

Wor.  The  prince  of  Wales  ftept  foorth  before  the  king, 
And  nephew,  challeng'd  you  to  fingle  fight. 

Hot.  O,  would  the  quarrell  lay  vpon  our  heads, 
And  that  no  man  might  draw  fhort  breath  to  day, 
But  I  and  Harry  Monmouth:  tell  mee,  tell  mee* 
How  ftiewd  his  talking  r  feemd  it  in  contempt  ? 

Ver.  -No,  by  my  fonle,  I  neuer  in  my  life 
Did  heare  a  challenge  vrg'd  more  modeftly, 

•  snd  omitted*  - 

Vnlcfli 
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Vrilefle  a  brother  (hould  a  brother  dare 

To  gentle  exercife  and  proofe  of  armes. 

He  gaue  you  all  the  duties  of  a  man, 

Trimd  vp  your  prayfes  with  a  princely  tongue, 

Spoke  your  deferuings  like  a  chronicle, 

Making  you  euer  better  then  his  prayfe, 

By  (till  difprayfing  prayfe,  valued  with  you  « 

And  which  became  him  like  a  prince  indeed, 

Hee  made  a  blufliing  citall  of  himfelfe, 

And  chid  his  trewant  youth  with  fuch  a  grace, 

As  if  he  maftred  there  a  double  fpirit 

Of  teaching,  and  of  learning  inftantly : 

There  did  he  paufe;  but  let  me  tell  the  world, 

If  he  out-liue  the  enuie  of  this  day, 

England  did  neuer  owe  fo  fweete  a  hope, 

So  much  mifconftrued  in  his  wantonnefle. 

Hot.  Coofen,  I  thinke  thou  art  enamored 
On  his  follies :  neuer  did  I  heare 
Of  any  prince  fo  wilde  at  libertie : 
But  be  he  as  he  will,  yet  once  ere  night, 
I  wiU  imbrace  him  with  a  fouldiers  arme, 
That  he  (hall  (hrinke  vnder  my  curtefie. 
Arme,  arme  with  fpeed,  and  fellow's  fouldiers,  friendly 
Better  confider  what  you  haue  to  doe,- 
That  I  that  haue  not  well  the  gift  of  tongue, 
Can  lift  your  blood  vp  with  perfwafion. 

Enter  a  mejfengcr. 

Meffl  My  lord,  here  are  letters  for  you. 

Hit.  I  cannot  read  them  now. 
O,  gentlemen,  the  time  of  life  is  fhort ; 
To  fpend  that  ihortnefle  bafdy,  were  too  long  i 
If  life  did  ride  vpon  a  dials  poynt, 
Still  ending  at  the  arrioall  of  an  houre, 

H  h  3  And 
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And  if  we  Hue,  we  liue  to  treed  on  kings*, 
If  die,  braue  death,  when  princes  die  with  vs. 
Now  for  our  conferences,  the  armies  is  #  faire. 
When  the  intent  for  Rearing  them  is  iuft. 

Enter  another. 

Mejf  My  lord  prepare,  the  king  comes  on  apace. 

Hot.  I  thanke  him,  that  he  cats  me  from  my  tal#  ? 
For  I  profefle  not  talking,  onely  this, 
Let  each  man  doe  his  beft  :  and  here  draw  I  a  fword, 
Whofe  temper  I  intend  to  ft^ine 
With  the  beft  blood  that  I  can  meet  withall, 
In  the  aduentureof  this  perilous  day. 
Now  efperance  Percy,  and  fct  an, 
Sound  all  the  loftie  inftroments  of  warre, 
And  by  that  mulicke,  let  vs  all  imbrace, 
For  heuuen  to  earth,  feme  of  vs  neuer  ihall,  * 
A  fecond  time  do  fuch  a  curtefie. 

Here  they  embrace,  the  trumpets  found*  the  king  enters  wilt 
ins  power,  alarm  to  the  bat  tell:  then  enter  Dowglas,  and 
fir  Walter  Blunt. 

Blunt.  What  is  Ay  name,  that  in  battell  thus  thou  crofle(t 
me? 
What  honour  daft  thou  feeke  vpon  my  head  I 

Dow*  Know  then,  my  name  is  Dowglas, 
And  I  doe  haunt  thee  in  the  battell  thus, 
Becaufe  fome  tell  me,  that  thou  art  a  king. 

Blunt.  They  tell  thee  true. 

Dowg.  The  lord  of  Stafford deare  to  day  hath  bought 
Thy  likenefle,  for  in  ftead  of  thee,  king  Harry 
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This  fword  hath  ended  him,  fo  fhall  it  thee, 
Vnlefle  thou  yeeid  thee  as  a  *  prifoner. 

Blunt.  I  was  not  borne  toyeeld  f,  thou  proud  Sot , 
And  thou  (halt  find  a  king  that  will  reuenge 
Lord  Stafford*  4<xih. 

Theyfigt,  Dowglas  kits  Blunt;  tien  enters  Hotfpw. 

Hot.  O  Dowglas,  hadft  thou  fought  at  Holmedon  thus, 
I  pcuer  had  triumpht  *w*r  t  a  &rc*  • 

2?aw£.  Alsdone,  alswon,  here  breat hies  lyes  the 'king. 

Hot.  Where  ? 

Dow^.  Heere. 

Hot.  This,  Dowglast  no,  I  know  this  face  full  well, 
A  gallant  knight  he  was,  his  name  was  Blunt ; 
Semblably  furnifht  like  the  king  himfelfe. 

Dowg.  Ah  foole,  goe  with  thy  foule  whither  It  goes, 
A  borrowed  title  haft  thou  bought  too  deare, 
Why  didft  fliou  tell  me,  that  thou  wert  a  king  ? 

Hot.  The  king  hath  many  inarching  in  his  coatea, 

Dowg.  Now  by  my  fword,  I  will  kill  all  his  coates, 
He  murder  all  his  wardrope  piece  by  piece, 
Vntill  I  meete  the  king. 

Hot.  Vp  and  away. 
Our  JbuUisrs  Hand  full  fairdy  for  the  day. 

Alarm**    Enter  Falltalfle /a/ar. 

iFaif.  Though  I  could  fcape  ^hot-free  at  London,  I  fearethe 
fliot  here  here's  no  fcoring  but  vpon  the  pate.  Soft,  who  are 
*you  ?  fir  Walter  Blunt,  there's  honour  for  you,  here's  no  va- 
nitie,  I  am  as  hot  as  molten  lead,  and  as  heauie  too :  God 
kcepc  lead  out  of  me,  I  need  no  more  weight  then  mine  owne 
bowels.    Ii»ueiedmy  rag  of  muffins  where  they  art  pepeni: 

Hh  4  there! 
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theres  not  three  gf  my  150.  left  aliue,  and  they  are  for  the 
towQcs  end,  to  beg  during  life.    But  who  comes  heere  i 

Enter  the  prince. 

Prin.  What  ftandft  thou  idle  here  I  lend  me  thy  fword. 
Many  a  noble  man  lies  ftarke  and  ftifie 
Vnder  thehoues  of  vaunting  enemies, 
Whpfe  deaths  are  yet  vnreuengd  j  I  prethee  fend  n>$  thy 
fword. 

Fal.  Q  Hal,  I  prethee  giue  me'  leape  to  breath  a  while ; 
Turke  Cregorie'ncuer  did  fuch  deeds  in  armes,  as  I  haue  done 
this  day:  I  haue  payd  Percy,  I  haue  made  him  Aire. . 

Prin.  He  is  indeed,  and  liuing  to  kill  thee ; 
I  prethee  lend  jne  thy  fword. 

Fal.  Nay,  before  God  Hal,  if  Percy  be  aliue,  thou  getft 
not  my  fword ;  but  take  my  piftoll  if  thou  wilt, 

Prin.  Giue  it  me :.  what  ?  is  it  in  the  cafe  ? 

Falf.  I  Hal,  tis  hpt #,  theres  that  will  faeke  a  citie. 

The  prince  draws  it  out,  andjindts  it  a  bottle  offacke. 

Prin.  What  is  it  a  time  to  ieft  and  dally  now. 

He  throwes  the  bottle  at  him.  Exit. 

Fal.  If  Percy  be  aliue,  lie  pierce  him,  if  he  do  come  in  my 
way,  fo :  if  he  do  not,  if  I  come  in  his  willingly,  let  him 
make  a  carbonado  of  me.  I  like  not  fuch  grinning  honour  as 
fir  Walter  hath :  giue  me  life,  which,  if  I  can  (aue,  fo :  if 
pot,  honour  coipes  vnlookt  for,  and  theres  an  end. 

jflarme,  $xcurfions,  enter  the  king,  the  prince,  brdlcimqf 
Lancafter,  and  earle  of  WeRmcrhmd. 

King.  I  prethee  Harry,  withdraw  thy  felfc,  thou  blctdeft 
loo  much;  lord  Iohn  of  lancqfier,  goe  you  with  him. 

Iti'tbtt,  t\tbot. 

P.M. 
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P.  lob  Not  I,  my  lord,  vnleflc  I  did  bleed  loo. 

Prin.  I  befeech  your  maieftie  make  vft 
Lead  your  retirement  doe  amaze  your  friends. 

King.  I  will  do  fo;  my  L.  o(  Wefimerland  lend  him  to  his 
tent. 

Weft.  Comet  my  lord,  lie  lead  yon  to  your  tent, 

Prin.  Lead  me  my  lord  ?  I  do  not  need  your  helps, 
And  God  forbid  a  (hallow  fcratch  fhould  driue 
The  prince  of  Wales  from  fuch  a  field  as  this, 
Where  ftainde  nobilitie  lies  troden  on. 
And  rebels  armes  triumph  in  jnaflacres. 

John*  Wee  breath  too  long,  come  coofen  Weftmerland, 
Our  dutie  this  way  lies :  for  Gods  fake  come. 

Prin.  By  God,  thou  haft  deceiude  me,  Lancq/ler, 
I  did  not  thinke  thee  lord,  of  fuch  a  fpiritj 
Before  I  lou'd  thee  as  brother,  loin, 
But  now  I  doe  refpeft  thee  as  my  foule. 

King.  I  law  him  hold  lord  Percy  at  the  poynt, 
With  luffier  maintenance  then  I  did  looke  for 
Of  fuch  an  vngrowne  warrier. 

Prin.  O,  this  boy  lends  mettall  to  vs  all.  Exit. 

Dowg.  Another  king,  they  grow  like  Hydras  heads, 
I  am  the  Dowglas  fatall  to  all  thofc 
That  weare  thofe  colours  on  them.    What  art  thou 
That  counterfeit^  the  perfon  of  a  king  ? 

King.  The  king  himfelfe,  who  Dowglas  grieues  at  heart, 
So  ipany  of  his  (hadowes  thou  haft  met, 
And  not  the  very  king :  I  haue  two  boyes 
Seeke  Percy  and  thy  fclfe,  about  the  field? 
But  feeing  thou  fidft  on  me  fo  luckily, 
I  will  aflay  thee,  and  defend  thy  fdfe. 

Dowg.  I  feare  thou  art  another  counterfeit ; 
And  yet  in  fayth  thou  beareft  thee  like  a  king : 

Bat 
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Bat  mine  I  tm  fore  thou  art,  Vho  cre-thoa  be; 
And  thus  I  winne  thee. 

They  fight,  the  kmg  bang  m  danger,  enter  ftmce  efW<dcs. 

Prin.  Hold  vp  thy  head  vile  Scot,  or  thou  art  like 
Neuer  to  hold  it  vp  againe,  the  fpirites 
Of  valiant  Sherfy,  Stafford,  Blunt,  are  in  my  armes, 
It  is  the  prince  of  Wales,  that  threatens  thee, 
Who  neuer  promifeth,  but  he  meanes  to  pay, 

They  fight*  Dowglas  fiyetb. 
Cheqrdy  my  lord,  how  fares  your  grace  ? 
Sir  Nicholas  Ga-wfey  hath  for  fuccour  fent, 
And  fo  hath  Clifton :  He  to  Clifton  ftraight. 

King.  Stay,  and  breath  a  while, 
Thou  haft  redeemd  thy  loft  opinion, 
And  fhewde  thou  makeft  fotne  tender  of  my  life 
lu  this  faire  refcue  thou  haft  brought  tome. 

Prin.  O  God,  they  did  me  too  much  iniuae. 
That  euer  fayd,  I  harkned  to  your  death : 
If  it  jpere  fo,  I  might  haue  let  alone 
The  intuiting  hand  of  Dowglas  ouer  you, 
Which  would  haue  been  as  fpeedy  in  your  end, 
As  all  the  poyfbnous  potions  in  the  world, 
And  fau'd  the  trecherous  labour  of  yourfonne. 

Kin.  Mafce  vp  to  Clifton,  He  to  S.  Nicholas  G&vjfey. 

Exit. 

Enter  Hotfpur. 

Mot.  If  I  miftake  not,  thou  art  Harry  Monmouth  ? 
Prin.  Thou  fpeakft,  as  if  I  would  deny  mj  name. 
Hot.  My  name  is  Harry  Percy. 
Hen.  Why  then  I  feea  very  valiant  rebell  of  that  same. 
I  am  the  prince  of  Wales ;  and  thinke  not  Percy, 

To 
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To  (hare  with  me  in  glory  «ay  more : 
Two  ftarres  keepe  not  thek  motion  in  one  fphere, 
Nor  can  one  England  brooke  a  double  raignc, 
Of  Harry  Percy,  and  the  prince  of  Walts* 

Hot.  Now  (hall  it  Harry >,  for  the  houre  &  com*. 
To  end  the  one  of  vs ;  and  would  to  God, 
Tby  name  in  armes,  were  now  as  great  as  pyne* 

Prin.  He  make  it  greater,  ere  I  part  fron*  thee, 
And  all  thy  budding  honours  on  thy  creft 
lie  crop,  to  make  a  garland  for  my  head. 

Hot.  I  can  no  longer  brooke  thy  vanities. 

They  fight.    Enter  Falftalffe. 

Pal.  Well  faid  Hal,  to  it  Hal    Nay,  you  Iball  find  no 
boyes  play  here,  I  can  tell  you.  * 

Enter  Dowglas,  he  fights  with  Falftalffe,  he  fals  downe  as  if 
he  were  dead,  the  prince  killeth  Percy. 

Hot.  Oh  Harry,  thou  haft  robd  me  of  my  youth, 
I  better  broke  the  lode  of  brittle  life, 
Then  thofe  proud  titles  thou  haft  won  of  me, 
They  wound  my  thoughts  worfe,  then  the /word*  my  fleih: 
Put  thought's  the  flaue  of  life,  and  lifetimes  foole; 
And  time,  that  takes  furuay  of  all  the  world, 
Muft  haue  a  ftop.     O,  I  could  prophefie, 
Put  that  the  earth,  and  cold  hand  of  death 
ties  on  my  t<mg{ie :  up  Percy x  thou  art  duft, 
4fld  food  for 

Prin.  For  worafts,  braue  Percy.    Fare  thep  well,  great 
heart, 
Jll  weaq'd  ambition,  how  much  art  thou  flurunke  i 
.  When  that  this  body  did  containe  a  fpirit, 
Atogdptw  for  if,  was  too  fmaU  a  bound ; 
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But  now  two  paces  of  the  vilcft  earth, 

Is  roome  enough :  this  earth  that  beares  the  dead, 

Beares  not  aliue  fo  (lout  a  gentleman. 

If  thou  wert  fenfiblc  of  curtefie, 

I  ftiould  not  make  fo  great  a  (hew  of  zeale: 

Bat  let  my  fauours  hide  thy  mangled  face, 

And  euen  in  thy  behalfe,  He  thanke  my  felfe 

For  doing  thefefaire  rites  of  tendernes, 

Adieu,  and  take  thy  prayfe  with  thee  to  heauen, 

Thy  ignomy  *  (leepe  with  thee  in  the  graue, 

But  not  rcmembred  in  thy  epitaph. 

He/pieth  Falftalfie  on  the  ground. 
What,  old  acquaintance,  could  not  all  this  fle(h  •  - 

Keepe  in  a  litle  life  ?  poore  Iacke  farewell: 
I  could  haue  better  fpard  a  better  man : 
O,  I  (hould  haue  a  heauy  mifle  of  thee, 
If  I  were  much  in  loue  with  vanitie ; 
Death  hath  not  ftrooke  fo  faire  a  deere  to  day, 
Though  many  dearer  in  this  bloody  fray, 
Imboweld  will  I  fee  thee  by  and  by, 
Till  then,  in  blood  by  noble  Percy  lie. 

Falftalffe  ryfetb  vp. 

Fal.  Imboweld  ?  if  thou  imbowell  me  to  day,  He  giue  yon 
leaue  to  powder  me,  and  eate  me  too  to  morrow.  Zloud, 
t'was  time  to  counterfeite,  or  that  hot  termagant  Scot  had 
paide  mee  fcot  and  lot  too.  Counterfeit  ?  I  am  no  counter- 
feit: to  die  is  to  be  a  counterfeit,  for  he  is  but  the  counter- 
feit of  a  man,  who  hath  not  the  life  of  a  man :  but  to  coun 
terfeit  dying,  when  a  man  thereby  liueth,  is  to  be  no  coun- 
terfeit, but  ttie  true  and  perfeft  image  pf  life  indeed.  The 
better  part  of  valour  is  difcretton ;  in  the  which  better  part,  *I 
taue  faued  my  life,    founds  I  am  afraid  of  this  gunpowder 
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Per&f  though  he  be  dead  :  how  if  he  (hould  counterfeit  too, 
and  rife  ?  by  my  fayth,  I  am  afraide  he  would  proue  the 
better  counterfeit  ?  therefore  He  make  him  fure;  yea,  and  He 
fweare  I  kilde  *  him.  Why  may  not  he  rife  as  well  as  I? 
nothing  confutes  me  but  eyes,  and  no  body  fees  me :  there- 
fore firra,  with  a  new  wound  in  your  thigh,  come  you  along 
with  me. 

He  takes  vp  Hotfpur  on  his  backe.    Enter  prince  and  Iohn  of 
Lancafter. 

Prin.  Come  brother  Iohn,  full  brauely  haft  thou  8e(ht 
Thy  mayden  fword. 

Iohn.  Butfoft,  whohaue  we  heere? 
Did  you  not  tell  me  this  fatt  man  was  dead  ? 

Prin.  I  did,  I  faw  him  dead, 
Breathles  and  bleeding  on  the  ground.    Art  thou  aliue  ? 
Oris  it  fantafie  that  playes  vpon  our  eye-fight? 
I  prethee  fpeake,  we  will  not  truft  our  eyes 
Without  our  eares,  thou  art  not  what  thou  feemft. 

Fal.  No,  thats  certaine,  I  am  not  a  double  man :  but  if  I 
be  not  Iacke  Falftalffe,  then  am  I  a  iacke :  there  is  Percy ;  if 
your  father  will  doe  me  any  honour,  fo :  if  not,  let  him  kill 
the  next  Percy  himfelfc :  I  looke  to  be  either  carle  or  duke,  I 
can  aflure  you. 

Prin.  Why  Percy  I  kild\  my  felfe,  and  faw  thee  dead. 

FaL  Didft  thou  ?  Lord,  I/rd,  how  the  world  is  giuen  to 
Tying  ?  I  graunt  you,  I  was  downe,  and  out  of  breath,  and  fo 
was  he,  but  we  rofe  both  at  an  inftant,  and  fought  a  long 
houre  by  Shrewejbury  clocke,  if  I  may  be  beleeued,  fo :  if 
not,  let  them  that  ftiould  reward  valour,  beare  the  finne  vpon 
their  owne  heads.  He  take  it  vpon  my  death,  I  gaue  him  this 
wound  in  the  thigh,  if  the  man  were  aliue,  and  would  deny 
it,  zounds  I  would  make  him  eate  a  peece  of  my  fword. 
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John.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  talc  that  eocr  I  hard. 

Prin.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  fellow,  brother  John, 
Come  bring  yoar  luggage  nobly  on  yoqr  backe, 
For  my  parr,  if  a  lie  may  doe  thee  grace, 
He  guilds  it  with  the  happieft  tearmes  I  haoe. 

A  retreat  is  founded, 

Prin.  The  trumpets  found  retreat,  the  day  is  oars-: 
Come  brother,  lets  *  to  the  highcft  of  the  field, 
To  fee  what  friendes  are  lining,  who  are  dead.        Exeunt. 

FaL  He  follow  as  they  fay  for  reward.  He  that  rewardes 
me,  God  reward  him.  If  I  doe  grow  great,  He  grow  kdfe  I 
for  lie  purge,  and  leane  facke,  and  Hue  cleanly,  as  a  noble* 
man  fhould  doe.  '  Exit. 

'The  trumpets  found.  Enter  the  king,  prince  of  Wales,  krd 
Iohn  ofLancafter,  earle  of  Weftmerland,  with  Wotceflcr 
and  Vernon  prifoners. 

King.  Thus  euer  did  rebellion  find  rebuke, 
111  fpirited  Worcefler,  did  not  we  fend  grace, 
Pardon,  and  tearmes  of  loue  to  all  of  you  ? 
And  wouldft  thou  turn  our  offers  contrary, 
Mifufe  the  tenor  of  thy  kinfmans  truft  ? 
Three  knights  vpon  our  partie  flaine  to  day, 
A  noble  earle,  and  many  a  creature  clfe, 
Had  been  allue  this  houre, 
If  like  a  chi  iftian  thou  hadft  truly  borne 
fietwixt  our  armies  true  intelligence. 

Wor.  What  I  haue  done,  my  fafetie  vrgde  me  to,. 
And  1  imbrace  this  fortune  patiently, 
Since  not  to  be  auoydcd,  it  fals  on  me. 

King.  Bear*  Worccfter  to  the  death,  and  Vernon  too : 
Other  offenders  we  will  paufe  vpon. 
How  goes  the  field  ? 

•  /«**• 
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Prin.  The  noble  Scot,  lord  Dowglas,  when  he  law 
The  fortune  of  the  day  quite  turnd  from  him, 
The  noble  Percy  flaine,  and  all  Jus  men, 
Vpon  the  foot  of  feare,  fled  with  the  reft ; 
And  falling  from  a  hill,  he  was  fo  bruizd, 
That  the  purfuers  took  him.    At  my  tent. 
The  Dowglas  is,  and  I  befeech  your  grace, 
I  may  difpofe  of  him* 

King.  With  all  my  heart. 

Prin.  Then  brother  Iohn  of  Lancafier, 
To  you  this  honourable  bountie  (hall  belong, 
Got  to  the  Dowglas,  and  deliuer  him 
Vp  to  h's  pleafure,  ranfomlefle  and  free, 
His  valoure  (howne  vpon  our  creftes  to  day, 
Hath  taught  vs  how  to  cherifh  fuch  high  deedes, 
Euen  in  the  bofome  of  our  aduerfaries. 

King.  Then  this  remaincs,  that  we  deuide  our  power, 
You  fonne  Iohn,  and  my  coofen  Weftmerland, 
Towards  Yorke  (hall  bend  you  with  your  deereft  fpeed, 
To  meete  Northumberland,  and  the  prelate  Scroope, 
Who,  as  we  heare,  are  bufily  in  armes : 
My  fdfe  and  you,  fonne  Harry,  will  towards  Woks, 
To  fight  with  Glendower,  and  the  earle  of  March: 
Rebellion  in  this  land  (hall  loofe  his  way, 
Meeting  the  checke  of  fuch  another  day : 
And  fince  this  bufinefle  fo  faire  is  done, 
Let  vs  not  leaue,  till  all  our  owne  be  won*  Exeunt. 

•  Lbn.  J  tbankt  y*r  grace  fur  tbh  high  atrtefu 
Wbitb  1  (ball  glut  away  Immediately. 

•  There  two  lines  are  in  the  edition  in  1599,  bet  omitted  in  all  the  otheji 

I  hi? e  fcen. 
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The  Second  P  A  R  T  of 

HENR   Ythe  Fourth. 

Continuing  to  his  Death,  and  Corona- 
tion of  Henry  the  Fift. 

Enter  Rumour  painted futt  tf  tvnguts,  . 

OPEN  your  eares ;  for  which  of  you  will  flop      . 
The  vent  of  hearing,  when  lowd  Rumor  (peaks? 
I  from  the  orient  to  the  drooping  weft* 
{Making  the  wind  Htj  pofte-horfe)  ftill  vnfofd 
The  afts  commenced  on  this  ball  of  earth, 
Vpon  my  tongues  continual!  flanders  ride. 
The  which  in  eoery  language  I  pronounce,- 
Stuffing  the  eares  of  men  with  falfe  reports, 
I  fpeake  of  peace  while  couert  enmity, 
Vnder  the  fmile  of  fafcty,  woundes  the  world : 
And  who  bat  Rumor,  who  but  onely  I, 
Make  fearefull  mufters,  and  prepared  defeoce, 
Whiles  the  bigge  yeare,  fwolne  with  fane  other  grfefe, 
Is  thought  with  child  by  the  fterne  tyrant  warre  i 
And  no  Rich  matter.    Rumour  is  a  pipe, 
Blowne  by  furmizes,  iealoofes  conie&tues, 
And  of  fo  eafie,  and  fo  plaine  a  flop, 
That  the  blunt  monfter,  with  vncounted  heads, 
The  ftill  difcordant  waa'ring  multitude, 
Can  play  vpon  it.    But  what  need  I  thus 
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(My  wel  knowne  body)  to  anothomize 
Among  my  houfliold  ?  why  is  Rumor  here  ? 
I  runne  before  king  Harries  vittorie, 
Who  in  a  hloudy  field  by  Shrewsbury, 
Hath  beaten  downe  yong  Hot-fpurr'e  and  his  troopes, 
Quenching  the  flame  of  bold  rebellion, 
Eiftn  with  the  rebel's  blond.    But  what  meane  I 
To  fpeake  fo  true  at  firft  ?  my  office  is 
To  noyfe  abroad,  that  Harry  Monmouth  fell 
Vnder  the  wrath  of  noble  Hot-fpur's  fword, 
And  that  the  king,  before  the  Douglas  rage, 
Stoopt  his  annointed  head  as  low  as  death. 
This  haue  I  rumour'd  through  the  peafant  townes, 
Betweene  chat  toy  all  field  of  Shrewsbury, 
And  this  worme-eaten  hole  of  ragged  {tone* 
When  Hot-fpttfs  father,  old  .Northumberland, 
Lies  craf ty-ficke, .  the  poftes  come  tyring  on, 
And  not  a  man  of  them  briogs  other  newes, 
Than  they  haue  learnt  of  me,  from  Rumor's  tongues, 
They  bring,  fmooth  comforts  fajfe,  worfe  then  true  wrongs. 

Exit  Rumour sf 

Enter  the  lord  Bardolfe  at  one  doore. 

Bard.  Who  keepes  the  gate  here,  ho  ?  where  is  the  earle  ? 

Porter.  What  (hall  I  fey  you  are  ? 

Bard.  Tell  thou  the  earle, 
That  the  lord  Bardolfe  doth  attend  him  heere. 

Porter.  His  lordfhip  is  waikt  forth  into  the  orchard, 
Pleafe  it  your  honor  knocke  but  at  the  gate, 
And  he  himfelfe  will  anfwer. 

Enter  the  'arfe  Northumberland* 
gard,  Here  comes  the  earle,  „  *    . 
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Earle.  What  newes  lord  Bardolfe?  euery  minute  now 
Should  be  the  father  of  fome  ftratagem ; 
The  times  are  wild,  contention  like  a  horfe, 
Full  of  high  feeding,  madly  hath  broke  loofe, 
And  beares  downe  all  before  him. 

Bard.  Noble  earle, 
I  bring  you  certtine  newes  from  Shrewsbury. 

Earle.  Good,  and  God  will. 

Bard.  As  good  as  heart  can  wifti : 
The  King  is  almoft  wounded  to  the  death, 
And  in  the  fortune  of  my  lord  your  fonne,  v"* 

Prince  Harry  flaine  outright,  and  both  the  Blunts 
Kild  by  the  hand  of  Dowglas,  yong  prince  John, 
And  Weftmerland  and  Stafford  Red  the  field, 
And  Harry  Monmouthes  brawne,  the  hulke  fir  Iohn, 
Is  prifoner  to  your  fonne  :  O  fuch  a  day ! 
So  fought,  fo  followed,  and  fo  fairely  wonne, 
Came  not  till  now  to  dignifie  the  times 
Since  Cafar's  fortunes. 

Earle.  How  is  this  deriu'd  ? 
Saw  you  the  field  i  came  you  from  Shrewsbury  ? 

Bar.  I  fpake  with  one,  my  lord,  that  came  from  thence, 
A  gentleman  well  bred,  and  of  good  name, 
That  freely  rendred  me  thefe  newes  for  true. 

Enter  Trauers- 

Earle.  Here  comes  my  feruant  Trauers  who  I  fent 
On  Tuefday  laft  to  liften  after  newes. 

Bar.  My  lord,  I  ouer-rode  him  on  the  way, 
And  he  is  furniftit  with  do  certainties, 
More  then  he  haply  may  retale  from  me. 

Earle.  Now  Trauerst  what  good  tidings  comes  with  you  ? 

Trauers.  My  lord,  fir  John  Vmfreuile  turnd  me  backe 
•With  ioyfull  tidings,  and  being  better  horft, 
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Oat  rode  me,  after  hipi  came  fpftrring  hard, 
A  gentleman  almoft  forefpent  with  fpeede, 
That  ftopt  by  me  to  breathe  his  bioudied  horle. 
He  aflct  the  way  to  Chejier,  and  of  him 
I  did  demand  what  newes  from  Shrewsbury, 
He  told  me  that  rebellion  had  bad  lucke, 
And  that  yong  Harrie  Percks  fpur  was  cold : 
With  that  he  gane  his  able  horfe  the  bead, 
And  bending  forward,  ftrooke  his  armed  heeles, 
Againft  the  panting.fldes  of  bis  poore  iade, 
Vp  to  the  rowell  hefrd,  and  ftarting  fi>, 
He  feem'd  iq  running  to  deuoure  the  way, 
Staying  no  longer  queftion. 

EarU.  Ha?  againe, 
Said  he,  yong  Harry  Percies  fpur  was  cold, 
Of  Hot -fpur re,  Cold-Jpurre,  that  rebellion 
Had  met  ill  lucke? 

Bard.  My  lord,  He  tell  you  what, 
If  my  yong  lord  your  fonne,  haue  not  the  day, 
Vpon  mine  honor  for  a  filken  point, 
]le  giue  my  bfrony,  neuer  talk©  of  it. 

EarU.  Why  ihould  that  gentleman  that  rode  by  Trotters, 
Giue  then  fuch  inftances  of  lofle  ? 

Bard.  Who  he? 
He  was  fome  hilding  fellow  that  had  ftolne 
The  horie  he  rode  on,  and  vpon  my  life 
Spoke  at  a  venter.    Looke,  here  comes  more  news. 

Enter  Morton. 

EarU.  Yea  this  mans  brow,  like  to  a  tide  leafe^ 
Foretells  the  nature  of  a  tragicke  volume, 
So  lookes  the  ftrond,  whereon  the  imperious  fioud, 
Hath  left  a  witneft  vfurpation. 
Say  Mourton>  didft  thou  come  from  Shrewsbury? 
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Mour.  I  ranqe  from  Shrewsbury  my  noble  lord, 
Where  hatefull  death  put  on  his  vglieft  mafke, 
To  fright  our  partie. 

Earle.  How  doth  my  fonne  and  brother  ? 
Thou  trembleft,  and  the  whitencs  in  thy  checke, 
Is  apter  then  thy  tongue  to  tell  thy  arrand, 
£uen  fuch  a  man,  fo  faint,  fo  fpiritlefle, 
So  dull,  fo  dead  in  looke,  fo  woe  begon, 
Drew  Priam  curtaine  in  the  dead  of  night, 
And  would  haue  told  him,  halfe  his  Troy  was  burnt . 
But  Priam  found  the  fier,  ere  he,  his  tongue. 
And  I,  my  Perries  death  ere  thou  reportft  it. 
This  thou  wonldft  fay,  your  fon  did  thus  and  thus, 
Tour  brother  thus :  fo  fought  the  noble  Dowglas9 
Stopping  my  greedy  eare  with  their  bold  deedes, 
But  in  the  end,  to  flop  my  eare  indeed, 
Thou  haft  a  figh  to  blow  away  this  praife, 
Ending  with  brother,  fonne,  and  all  are  dead* 

Mour.  Douglas  is  lining*  and  your  brother  yet, 
But  for  my  lord  your,  fonne : 

Earle.  Why  he  is  dead? 
See  what  a  ready  tongue  fufpition  hath ! 
He  that  but  feares  the  thing  hee  would  not  know, 
Hath  by  inftinft,  knowledge  from  others  eies, 
That  what  he  feard  is  chanced :  yet  fpeake  Mourton, 
Tell  thou  an  earle,  his  diuination  lies, 
And  I  will  take  it  as  a  fweete  difgrace, 
And  make  thee  rich  for  doing  me  fuch  wrong. 

Mour.  You  are  too  great  to  be  by  me  gainfaid, 
Your  fpirite  is  too  true,  your,  feares  too  certaine. 
.  Earle.  Yet  for  all  this,  fay  not  that  Percie's  dead, 
I  fee  a  ftrange  confeffion  in  thine  eie, 
Thou  ihakftthy  head,  and  holdft  it  feare,  or  finne, 
To  fpeake  a  truth :  if  he  be  flaine, 
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The  tongue  offends  not  that  reports  his  death, 
And  he  doth  finne  that  doth  belie  the  dead, 
Not  he  which  faies  the  dead  is  not  aliue, 
Yet  the  firft  bringer  of  vn welcome  newes 
Hath  but  a  looting  office,  and  his  tongue 
Sounds  euer  after  as  a  fullen  bell, 
Remembred  tolling  a  departing  friend. 

Bard.  I  cannot  thinke,  my  lord,  your  fonne  is  dead. 

Mour.  I  am  fory  I  fhould  force  you  to  beleeue, 
That  which  I  would  to  God  I  had  not  feene, 
But  thefe  mine  eies  faw  him  in  bloudy  (late, 
Rendring  faint  quittance,  wearied,  and  out-breathd, 
To  Harry  Monmouth,  whofe  fwift  wrath  beat  downe 
The  neuer  daunted  Percy  to  the  earth, 
From  whence  with  life  he  neuer  more  fprung  vp. 
In  few  his  death,  whofe  fpirite  lent  a  fire, 
Euen  to  the  dulleft  peafant  in  his  campe, 
Being  bruted  once,  tooke  fire  and  heate  away, 
From  the  beft  temperd  courage  in  his  troopes, 
For  from  his  mettal  was  his  party  fteeled, 
Which  once  in  him  abated,  al  the  reft 
Turnd  on  themfelues,  like  dull  and  hcauy  lead* 
And  as  the  thing  thats  heauy  in  it  felfe, 
Vpon  enforcement  flies  with  greateft  fpeed : 
So  did  our  men,  heauy  in  Hot-Jpurs  lofle, 
Lend  to  this  weight  fuch  lightnefle  with  their  feare, 
That  arrowes  fled  not  fwifter  toward  their  ayme, 
Than  did  our  fouldiers  aiming  at  their  fafetie, 
Fly  from  the  field  :  then  was  that  noble  Worctfier, 
So  foone  tane  prifoner,  and  that  furious  Scot, 
The  bloudy  Douglas  whofe  well  labouring  fword, 
Had  three  times  flaine  th'appearance  of  the  king, 
Can  vaile  his  ftomacke,  and  did  grace  the  (hame 
Of  thofe  that  turnd  their  backes,  and  in  his  flight, 
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Stumbling  in  feare,  was  tooke :  the  fumme  of  all 

Is,  that  the  king  hath  wonne,  and  hath  fent  out, 

A  fpeedy  power  taincounter  you  my  lord, 

Vnder  the  conduft  of  yong  Lancqftsr, 

And  Wejimerland:  this  is  the  news  at  ful. 

Earle.  For  this  I  fhall  haue  time  enough  to  mourne, 

In  poifon  there  is  phificke,  and  thefe  newes, 

Hauing  beene  wel,  that  would  haue  made  me  ficke :     • 

Being  ficke,  haue  (in  fome  meafure)  made  me  wel : 

And  as  the  wretch  whofefeuer-weakned  ioynts, 

Like  (trengthlefle  hinges  buckle  vnder  life, 

Impatient  of  his  fit,  breakes  like  a  fire 

Out  of  his  keepers  arraes;  euen  fo  my  limbes, 

Weakened  with  griefe,  being  now  enragde  with  griefe, 

Are  thrice  themfeiues  :  hence  therfore  thou  nice  crutch, 

A  fcaly  gauntlet  now  with  ioynts  of  ileele 

Muft  gloue  this  hand,  and  hence  thou  fickly  coife, 

Thou  art  a  guard  too  wanton  for  the  head, 

Which  princes,  fle(ht  with  conqueft,  ayme  to  hit  t 

Now  bind  my  browes  with  yron,  and  approach 

The  raggedft  houre  that  time  and  fpight  dare  bring, 

To  frowne  vpon  th'inragde  Northumberland, 

Let  heauen  kifle  earth,  now  let  nor  natures  hand 

Keepe  the  wild  floud  confind,  let  order  die, 

And  let  this  world  no  longer  be  a  ftage, 

To  feed  contention  in  a  lingring  aft : 

But  let  one  fpirite  of  the  firft  borne  Cain 

Raigne  in  all  bofomes,  that  ech  heart  being  fet 

On  bloudy  courfes,  the  rude  fceane  may  end, 

And  darknefle  be  the  burier  of  the  dead. 

Vmfr.  This  /trained  paffion  doth  you  wrong  my  lord. 
Bard.  Sweet  earle,  diuorce  not  wifedom  from  your  honor, 
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Mour.  The  lines  of  all  your  louing  complices,- 
Leane  oa  you  health,  the  which  if  you  giue  ore, 
To  ftormy  paflion  muft  perforce  decay. 

Bard.  We  all  that  arc  ingaged  to  this  lofle, 
Knew  that  we  ventured  on  fuch  dangerous  feas, 
That  if  we  wrought  out  life,  twas  ten  to  one, 
And  yet  we  venturd  for  the  gaine  propofde, 
Choakt  the  refpeft  of  likely  perill  fear'd, 
And  fince  we  are  orefet,  venture  againe  : 
Come,  we  will  al  put  forth  body  and  goods*. 

Mour.  Tis  more  then  time,  and  my  moft  noble  lord, 
I  heare  for  certaine,  and  dare  fpeake  the  truth. 
*  North.  I  knew  of  this  before,  but  to  fpeake  truth, 
This  prefent  griefe  had  wipte  it  from  my  mind, 
Go  in  with  me  and  counfell  euery  man, 
The  apteft  way  for  fafety  and  reuenge, 
Get  poftes  and  letters,  and  make  friends  with  fpeed, 
Neuer  fo  few,  and  neuer  yet  mbre  need.  Exeunt. 

Enter  fir  Iohn  alone,  with  his  f age  tearing  hisfmord  and 
buckler* 

John.  Sirra,  you  giant,  what  faies  the  doftor  to  my  water? 

Page.  He  faid  fir,  the  water  if  felf  was  a  good  healthy  wa- 
ter, but  for  the  party  that  owed  it,  he  might  haue  moe  dif- 
eafes  then  he  knew  for. 

Iohn.  Men  of  al  forts  take  a  pride  to  gird  at  me :  the  braine 
of  this  foolifh  compouded  clay-man  is  not  able  to  inuent  any 
thing  that  intends  to  laughter,  more  then  I  inuent,  or  is  in- 
ueted  on  me,  I  am  not  only  witty  in  my  felfe,  but  the  caufe 
that  wit  is  in  other  men.  I  do  here  walk  before  thee,  like  a 
fow  that  hath  ouerwhelmd  al  her  litter  but  one,  if  the  prince 
put  thee  into  my  feruice  for  anf  other  reafon  then  to  fett  me 
off,  why  then  I  haue  no  iudgement,  thou  horcfon  mandrake, 
thou  art  fitter  to  be  worne  in  my  cap,  then  to  wait  at  my 
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heels  1  was  neucr  manned  with  an  agot  till  now,  but  I  wH  in- 
fct  you,  neither  in  golde  nor  filuer,  but  in  vile  apparell,  and 
fend  you  backe  againe  to  your  matter  for  a  iewell,  the  iuuenall 
the  prince  your  matter,  whofe  chin  is  not  yet  fledge,  I  will 
fooner  haue  a  beard  grow  in  the  paime  of  my  hand,  then  he 
fhal  get  one  off  his  cheek,  and  yet  he  will  not  fticke  to  fay  his 
face  is  a  face  royal,  God  may,  finiflx  it  when  he  will,  tis  not  a 
haire  amide  yet,  he  may  keepe  it  ftill  at  a  face  royall,  for  a 
barber  (hall  neuer  earne  fixpence  out  of  it,  and  yet  heele  be 
crowing  as  if  he  had  writte  man  euer  fince  his  father  was  a 
batcheler,  he  may  keepe  his  owne  grace,  but  hees  almoft  out 
of  mine  I  can  aflure  him  :  what  faid  matter  DommeHon  about 
the  fattin  for  my  (hort  cloakeand  my  floppes  ? 

Boy.  He  faide  fir,  you  (hould  procure  him  better  aiTurance 
then  Bardolfe,  he  would  not  take  his  band  and  yours,  he  liked 
not  the  fecuritie. 

Sir  John.  Let  him  be  darnn'd  like  the  glutton,  pray  God  his 
tongue  be  hotter,  a  horefon  Achitophell  a  rafcall  :  yea  forfooth 
knaue,  to  bearc  a  gentle  man  in  hand,  ar^d  then  ttand  vpon 
iccurky,  the  horfon  fmoothy-pates  doe  now  weare  nothing  but 
hie  ihooes  and  bunches  of  keyes  at  their  girdles,  and  if  a  man 
is  through  with  them  in  honeft  taking  vp,  then  they  mutt 
Hand  vppon  fecurity,  I  had  as  liue  they  would  put  ratfbane  in 
my  mouth  as  otter*  to  ftop  it  with  fecurity,  I  lookt  a  ftiould 
haue  fent  me  two  and  twenty  yards  of  fattin  (as  I  am  a  true 
knight)  and  he  fends,  me  fecurity :  well  he  may  tteepe  in  fecu- 
rity, for  he  hath  the  home  of  aboundartce,  and  the  lightnefle 
of  his  wife  fhines  through  it :  wheres  Bardoif,  and  yet  can 
not  he  fee  though  he  haue  his  owne  lantherne  to  light  him. 

Boy.  Hees  gone  in  Smithfield  to  buy  your  worflup  a  horfe. 

Sir  Iohn.  I  bought  him  in  Faults,  and  heele  buy  me  a  horfe 
in  Smithfield,  and  I  could  get  me  but 'a  wife  in  the  ttewcs,  1 
were  man'd,  horfde,  and  wiu'd* 
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Enter  lord  chief e  tuft  ice. 

Boy.  Sir,  here  comes  the  noble  man  that  committed  the 
prince  for  ftriking  him  about  Bardolfe. 

Sir  John.  Wait  clofe,  I  will  not  fee  him. 

lufiice.  Whats  hee  that  goes  there  ? 

Seru.  Faljiaffe,  and'tpleafe  yoor  lordftiip. 

Iufl.  He  that  was  in  queftion  for  the  rob'ry. 

Seru.  He  my  lord,  but  he  hath  fincc  done  good  fernfce  at 
Shrewsbury,  and  (as  I  heare)  is  now  going  with  fome  charge 
to  the  lord  Iohn  of  Lancqfler. 

Iufl.  What  to  Torke  ?  call  him  backe  againe. 

Seru.  Sir  Iohn  Faljiaffe. 

Iohn-  Boy,  tell  him  I  am  deafe. 

Boy.  You  muft  fpeakc  lowder,  my  mafter  is  deafe. 

Iufl.  I  am  fnre  he  is  to  the  hearing  of  any  thing  good,  goe 
plucke  him  by  the  elbow,  I  muft  fpeake  with  him. 

Seru.  Sir  Iohn. 

Falft.  What  ?  a  yong  knaue  and  begging  ?  is  there  not 
wars  ?  is  there  not  employment  ?  doth  not  the  king  lacke  fub« 
iefts  ?  do  not  the  rebels  need  fouldiers,  though  it  be  a  (hame 
to  be  on  any  fide  but  one,  it  is  worfe  fhame  to  beg  then  to  be 
on  the  worft  fide,  were  it  worfe  then  the  name  of  rebellion 
can  tell  how  to  make  it. 

Seru.  You  miftake  me  fir. 

Iohn.  Why  fir,  did  I  fay  you  were  an  honeft  man,  fetting 
my  knighthood  and  my  fouldierfhip  afide,  I  had  lied  in  my 
throat  if  I  had  faid  fo. 

Seru.  I  pray  you  fir  then  fet  your  knighthood,  and  your 
foldierfhip  afide,  and  giue  me  leaue  to  tell  you,  you  lie  in 
your  throate,   if  you  fay  I  am  any  other  then  an  honeft  man. 

Iohn.  I  giue  thee  leaue  to  tell  me,  fo  I  lay  afide  that  which 
growes  to  me,  if  thou  getft  any  leaue  of  me,  hang  me,  if 
thou  takft  leaue,  thou  wert  better  be  hangd,  you  hunt  couter, 
hence,  auaunt 
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Sent.  Sir,  my  lord  would  fpeake  with  you. 

lift.  Sir  Iohn  Falftaffe,  a  wprd  with  you. 

Falft.  My  good  lord,  God  giue  ypur  lordfliip  good  time  of 
day,  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  lordfhip  abroade,  I  heard  fay  your 
lordfliip  was  ficke,  I  hope  your  lordfliip  goes  abroade  by  ad- 
uife,  your  lordfhip,  though  not  cleau  part  your  youth,  haue 
yet  fome  fmack  of  aa  ague  in  you,  fome  relifh  of  the  faltnes 
of  time  in  you,  and  I  moll  humbly  befeech  your  lordfliip  to 
haue  a  reuerend  care  of  your  health. 

Iuftice.  Sir  Iohu,  I,fent  for  you  before  your  expedition  to 
Shrewsbury. 

Sir  lohn.  Andt  pleafe  ypur  lordfhip,  I  heare  his  maiefty  is 
returnd  with  fonje  difcomfort  from  Walts. 

Iuft.  I  talke  not  of  his  maiefty,  you  would  not  come  when 
I  fent  for  you. 

Fa/ft.  And  I  heare  moreouer,  his  highnes  is  falnc  into  this 
fame  horfon  apoplexi. 

Iuft.  Well,  Cod  mend  him,  I  pray  you  let  me  fpeake  with 
you. 

.Falft.  This  apoplexi  as  I  take  it  ?  is  a  kind  of  lethergie, 
and't  pleafe  your  lorjifhip,  a  kind  of  Beeping  in  the  bloud,  a 
horfon  tingling. 

Iuft.  What  tell  you  ine  of  it,  be  it  as  it  is. 

Falft*  It  hath  it  original]  from  much  griefe,  from  ftudy,  and 
perturbation  of  the  braine,  I  haue  read  the  caufe  of  his  eflefts 
in  Galen,  it  is  a  kind  of  deafenes. 

Iuft.  I  thiqke  you  are  falne  into  the  difeafe,  for  you  heare 
qpt  what  I  fay  to  you. 

Old.  Very  wel  my  lord,  very  wel,  rather  and't  pleafe  you 
it  is  the  difeafe  of  not  liftning  the  maladie  of  not  marking  that 
I  am  troubled  withall. 

Iuft.  To  punifh  you  by  the  heeles,  would  amend  the  atten- 
tion of  your  eares,  and  I  care  not  if  I  doe  become  your  phifi- 
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Falft.  I  am  as  poore  as  Ibb  my  lord,  but  not  fo  pacient, 
your  lordfhip  may  minifter  the  potion  of  imprifonment  to  me, 
in  refpe&  of  pouerty,  but  how  I  (hould  be  your  pacicnt  to 
follow  your  prefcriptions,  the  wife  may  make  Corn  dramme  of 
a  fcruple,  or  indeede  a  fcruple  it  felfe. 

Iuft.  I  fent  for  you  when  there  were  matters  againft  you 
for  your  life  to  come  fpeake  with  me. 

Falft.  As  I  was  then  aduifde  by  my  learned  counfail  in  the 
lawes  of  this  land  feruice,  1  did  not  come.  • 

Iuft.  Wei,  the  truth  is  fir  Iohn,  you  Hue  in  great  infamy, 

Falft.  He  that  buckles  himfelfe  in  my  belt  cannot  Iiue  ia 
lefle. 

Iuft.  Your  meanes  are  very  flender,  and  your  wafte  is 
great. 

Falft.  I  would  it  were  otherwife,  I  would  my  meanes  were 
greater  and  my  wafte  (lender. 

Iuft.  You  haue  milled  the  youthfdll  prince. 

Falft.  The  yong  prince  hath  milled  me,  I  am  the  fdow 
with  the  great  belly,  and  he  my  dogge. 

Iuft.  Wei,  I  am  loth  to  gall  a  new  heald  wound,  your  dales 
feruice  at  Shrewsbury,  hath  a  little  guilded  ouer  your  nights 
exploit  on  Gads  hill y  you  may  thanke  th'vnquiet  time,  for  yow 
quiet  orepofting  that  affion. 

Falft.  My  lord. 

Iuft.  But  fince  all  is  well,  keepe  it  fo,  wake  not.  a  fleeping 
wolfe. 

Falft.  To  wake  a  wolfe,  is  as  bad  as  fmell  a  fox. 

Iuft.  What  you  are  as  a  candle,  the  better  part,  burnt  out. 

Falft.  A  waflel  candle  my  lord,  al  tallow,  if  I  did  fay  of 
wax,  my  growth  would  approue  the  truth. 

Iuft.  There  is  not  a  white  haire  in  your  face,  but  fliould 
haue  his  effeft  of  grauity, 

Falft.  Hiseffeftof  grauy,  grauie,  grauiei 
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Iuft.  You  follow  the  yoog,  prince  vp  and  djowne,  like  his  ill 
angell. 

Falft.  Not  fo  my  lord,  your  ill  angell  is  light,  but  I  hope 
he  that  lookes  vpon  me  will  take  me  without  weighing,  and 
yet  in  fome  refpe&s  I  grant  I  cannot  go.  I  cannot  tell,  ver 
tue  is  of  fo  little  regard  in  thefe  coftar-mongers  times,  that 
true  valour  is  turned  berod,  pregnancie  is  made  a  tapfter,  and 
his  quick  wit  wailed  in  giuing  reckonings,,  all  the  other  giftes 
appertinent  to  man,  as  the  malice  of  his  *ge  fhapes  the  oa*  not 
worth  a  goofberry,  you  that  are  old  cooiider  not  the  capaci- 
ties of  vs  that  are  yogg,  you  doe  meafure  the  heate  of  our  liuer* 
with  the  biuernefle  of  your  galles,  and  we  that  are  in>  the  va- 
ward  of  our  youth,  I  muft  confefle  are  wagges  too. 

Lo.  Do  you  fet  downe  your  name  in»  the  fcrouJc  of  youth, 
that  are  written  downe,  old  with  all  the  chftrafters  of  age  ? 
haue  you  not  a  moid  eie,  a  dry  hand,  a  yebw  cheeke,  a  * 
white  beard,  a  decreafing  leg,  an  incrcafing  belly  >  is  not 
your  voice  broken,  your  wi^de  fti  rt,  your  chinoe  doable, 
your  wit  fingle,  aad  euery  part  about  you  bkftcd  with  an* 
tiquit'te,  and  will  you  yet  call  your  fetfe  yong  ?  fie,  fie,  fie, 
fir  John. 

John.  My  lorde,  I  was  borne  about  three  of  the  clocke  in 
the  afternoone,  with  a  white  head,  and  fomething  a  round 
bellie,  for  my  voycc,  I  haue  loft  it  with  hallowing,  and  fing- 
ing  of  anthems  :  to  approoue  my  youth  further,  I  will  not :  the 
truth  is,  I  am  onely  olde  in  iudgement  and  vnpterftancting:  and 
bee  that  wil  caper  with  me  for  a  thouiand  markes,  let  him 
lead  me  the  money,  and  haue  at  him  for  the  boxe  of  the  yeere 
that  the  prince  gaue  you,  he  gaue  it  like  a  rude  prince,  and 
you  tooke  it  like  a  fenfible  lord :  I  haue  cbeckt  him  for  it, 
and  the  yong  lion  repents,  mary  not  in  afhes  and  fackloth,  but 
in  new  filke,  and  old  (acke. 

Lord.  Well,  God  fend  the  prince  a  better  companion* 

John. 
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fohn.  God  fend  the  companion  a  better  prince,  I  cannot 
ridde  my  hands  of  him. 

Lord.  Well,  the  king  hath  feoerd  you :  I  heare  you  are  go* 
ing  with  lord  Iobn  of  Lancajler,  againft  the  archbishop  and 
the  earle  of  Northumberland. 

Iobn.  Yea,  I  thankeyour  prety  fweet  witte  for  it :  but  looke 
you  pray,  all  you  that  kifle  my  lady  peace  at  home,  that  our 
armies  ioyne  not  in  a  hote  day,  for,  by  the  Lord,  I  take  but 
two  fliirts  out  with  me,  and  I  meane  not  to  fweate  extraordi- 
narily :  if  it  be  a  hot  day,  and  I  brandiih  any  thing  but  a 
bottle.  I  would  I  might  neuer  fpit  white  again :  there  is  not 
a  dangerous  aftion  can  peepe  out  his  head,  but  I  am  thruft 
vpon  it.  Wei,  I  cannot  lafl  euer,  but  it  was  alway  yet  the 
tricke  of  Our  Englijb  nation,  if  they  haue  a  good  thing,  to 
make  it  too  common.  If  yee  will  needs  fay  I  am  an  olde 
man,  you  fliould  giue  me  reft:  I  would  to  God  my  name 
were  not  fo  terrible  to  the  enemy  as  it  is,  I  were  better  to  be 
eaten  to  death  with  a  ruft,  than  to  be  fcoured  to  nothing  with 
perpetuall  motion. 

Lord.  Well,  be  honeft,  be  honeft,  and  God  bleflfe  your  ex- 
pedition. 

Iobn.  Will  your  lordfhip  lend  me  a  thousand  pound  to  for. 
Diih  me  forth  ? 

Lord.  Not  a  penny,  not  a  penny,  you.  are  too  impatient  to 
beare  erodes :  fare  you  well :  commend  mee  to  my  coofine 
Wejhnerland. 

Iobn.  If  I  do,  fillip  me  with  a  three  man  beetle:  a  man 
can  no  more  feparate  age  and  couetoufnefle,  than  a  can  part 
yong  limbs  and  lechery,  but  the  gowt  galles  the  one,  and  the 
pox  pinches  the  other,  and  fo  both  the  degrees  preuent  my 
curfes,  boy. 

Boy.  Sir. 

Iobn.  What  money  is  in  my  purfe  ? 

Boy.  Seuen  groates  and  two  pence. 
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lohn.  I  can  get  no  remedy  againft  this  confumptiori  of  the 
purfe,  borrowing  onely  lingers  and  lingers  it  out,  but  the  dif* 
cafe  is  incurable :  go  beare  this  letter  to  my  lord  of  Lancafter9 
this  to  the  prince,  this  to  the  earle  of  Weftmerland,  and  this 
to  olde  miftris  Vrfula,  whome  I  haue  weekely  fworne  to  mar* 
ry  fince  I  perceiud  the  firft  white  haire  of  my  chin :  about  it, 
you  know  where  to  finde  me :  a  pox  of  this  gowr,  or  a  gowt 
of  this  pox,  for  the  one  or  the  other  playes  the  rogue  with  my 
great  toe.  Tis  no  matter  if  I  doe  hault,  I  haue  the  warres 
for  my  color,  and  my  penfioa  fhal  feeme  the  more  reafonable : 
a  good 'wit  will  make  vfe  of  any  thing  $  I  will  turne  difeafes  to 
commoditie. 

Enter  tVarchbiJbopi  Thomas  Mowbray  {earle  mar/ball)  the 
lord  Haftings,  Fauconbridge,  and  Bzrdolfc. 

Bijhofr.  Thus  haue  you  heard  our  caufe,  and  knowne  our 
meanes, 
And  my  moft  noble  friends,  I  pray  you  al 
Speake  plainely  your  opinions  of  our  hopes, 
And  firft  lord  marftiall,  what  fay  you  to  it  ? 

Marjb.  I  well  allow  the  occafion  of  our  armes, 
But  gladly  would  be  better  fatisfied, 
How  in  our  meanes  we  fhoukl  aduance  our  felues, 
To  looke  with  forehead,  bold,  and  big  enough, 
Vpon  the  power  and  puiflance  of  the  king. 

Haft.  Our  prefent  mufters  grow  vpon  the  file, 
To  flue  and  twenty  thoufand  men  of  choife, 
And  our  fupplies  Hue  largely  in  the  hope 
Of  great  Northumberland,  whofe  bofome  burnes 
With  an  incenfed  fire  of  iniuries. 

Bard.  The  queftion  then  lord  Haftings  ftandeth  thus, 
Whether  our  prefent  fiue  and  twentie  thoufand, 
May  hold  vp  head  without  Northumberland. 

Haft.  With  him  we  may. 
Vol.  II.  K  k  Bard. 
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Bard.  Yea  mary,  theres  the  point, 
But  if  without  him  we  be  thought  too  feeble, 
My  indgment  is  we  fbould  not  ftep  too  far* 

Bijb.  Tis  very  true  lord  Bardolfe,  for  indeede 
It  was  young  Hot-Jpurs  caufe  at  Shrewsbury . 

Bard.  It  was  my  lord,  who  lined  himfeife  with  hope, 
Eating  the  ayre,  and  promife  of  fupplie, 
Flattring  himfeife  in  proieft  of  a  power. 
Much  fmaller  then  the  fmalleft  of  his  thoughts, 
And  fo  with  great  imagination, 
Proper  to  mad-men,  led  his  powers  to  death, 
And  winking,  leapt  into  deftruftion. 

Haft.  But  by  your  leaue  it  neuer  yet  did  hurt, 
To  lay  downe  likelihoods  and  formes  of  hope. 

Bard.  We  fortifie  in  paper,  and  in  figures, 
Vfmg  the  names  of  men  in  fteed  of  men, 
Like  on  that  dcawes  the  model  of  an  houfe, 
Beyond  his  power  to  build  it,  who  (halfe  through) 
Giucso're,  and  leaues  his  part-created  cofl, 
A  naktd  fubieft  to  the  weeping  clowdes, 
And  wafte  for  churlifh  winters  tyrannic 

Ha/i.  Grant  that  our  hopes  (yet  likely  of  faire  birth) 
Should  be  (til-borne,  and  that  we  now  poflcft 
The  vtmoft  man  of  expectation, 
I  thinke  we  are  fo,  body  ftrong  enough, 
Euen  as  we  are  to  equal  with  the  king. 

Bard.  What,  is  the  king  but  Hue  and  twenty  thou&ad. 

Haft.  To  vs  no  more,  nay  not  fo  much,  lord  Bard$ffe9 
For  his  diuifiens,  as  the  times  do  brawle, 
And  in  three  heads,  one  power  againft  the  French, 
And  one  againft  Gleridower,  perforce  a  third 
Mod  take  vp  vs,  fo  is  the  vnfirrac  king 
In  three  diuided,  and  hiscoffers  found 
With  hollow  pouertie  and  emptinefle. 
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Bijb.  That  he  fliould  draw  his  feuerall  ftrengths  tqgither, 
And  come  againft  vs  in  fall  puiflknce, 
Need  not  to  be  dreaded. 

Haft.  If  he  fliould  do  fo,  French  and  Welch  he  leaues  hit 
back  vnarmde,  they  baying  him  at  the  hedes,  neucr  fcart 
that. 

Bar.  Who  is  it  like  (hould  leade  his  forces  hither  I 

Haft.  The  duke  of  Lancaftcr  and  Weftmerlami; 
Againft  the  Wellh,  himfelf  and  Harry  Monmouth : 
Bat  who  is  fubftituted  againft  the  French, 
I  hiae  no  certaine  notice. 

Bijh.  Shall  we  go  draw  oar  numbers,  andfetPQ? 

Hqft.  We  are  times  fubte&s,  and  time  bids  be  goofl* 

Enter  hqfteje  of  the  tauerne,  and  an  officer  or  two. 

Hqfterffe.  Matter  Phong,  hauc  you  entred  the  aftioar 

Phong.  It  is  entred. 

Hqft%  Wheres  your  yeoman  ?  ifl  a  lufty  yeoman  i  ,  wii  f 
ftand  too't  ? 

Phang.  Sirra,  wheres  Snare  f 
:  Hqft.  O  Lord  I,  good  mafter  Snore. 

Snare.  Here,  here. 

Phang   Snare,  we  mud  areft  fir  lobn  Falftqffe, 

Hqft.  Yea  good  mafter  Snare,  I  haue  entred  him  and  all. 

Snare.  It  may  chauoce  coft  fome  of  vs  oar  lines,,  for  he 
wUlftabbe. 

Heft.  Alas  the  day,  take  heed  of  him,  he  ftabd  me  in  mine 
4wne  houfe,  moft  beaftly  in  good  faith,  a  cares  not  what  m& 
chiefs  he  does,  if  his  weapon  be  out,  he  will  fbyne  like  any 
diuell,  he  will  fpare  neither  man,  woman,  nor  child. 

Phang.  If  I  can  clofe  with  him,  I  care  not  for  his  tbruft. 

Hqft.  No  nor  I  neither,  lie  be  at  your  elbow, 
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Phang.  And  I  but  fift  him  once,  and  a  come  but  within 
my  view. 

Hoft.  I  am  vndone  by  his  going,  I  warrant  you,  hees  an 
mfinitiue  thing  vppon  my  fcore,  good  maitter  Phang  holde 
him  fure,  good  matter  Snare  let  him  not  fcape,  a  comes  con- 
tinually to  Pie  corner  (failing  your  manhoods)  to  buy  a  (addle* 
and  he  is  indited  to  dinner  to  the  lubbers  head  in  Lumbal 
Jlreete  to  matter  Smooths  the  filk  man,  I  pray  you  fincc  my 
exion  is  entred,  and  my  cafe  fo  openly  knowne  to  the  worlde, 
let  him  be  brought  in  to  his  anfwer,  a  hundred  marke  is  a 
long  one,  for  a  poore  lone  woman  to  beare,  and  I  haue  borne, 
and  borne,  and  borne,  and  haue  bin  fubd  off,  and  fubd  off, 
and  fubd  off,  from  this  day  to  that  day,  that  it  is  a  (hasne  to 
be  thought  on,  there  is  no  honefty  in  fuch  dealing,  vnlefle  a 
woman  (hould  be  made  an  affe,  and  a  beaft,  to  beare  euery 
knaues  wrong :  yonder  he  comes,  and  that  arrant  malmfie- 
nofe  knaue  Bardolfe  with  him,  do  your  offices,  do  your  offi- 
ces matter  Phag,  and  matter  Snare,  do  me,  do  me,  d6  me 
your  offices. 

Enter  fir  Iohn,  and  Bardolfe,  and  the  hoy. 

Fal/l.  How  now,  whofe  mare's  dead  >  whats  the  matter  ? 

Phang.  I  arrett  you  at  the  fute  of  miftris  Quickly. 

Faljt.  Awayvarlets,  draw  Bardolfe,  cut  me  off  the  villaines 
head,  throw  the  queane  in  the  channell. 

Hoft.  Throw  me  in  the  channell  ?  He  throw  thee  in  *the 
channell,  wilt  thou,  wilt  thou,  thou  baftardly  rogue,  murder, 
murder,  a  thou  honifuckle  villaine,  wilt  thou  kill  Gods  of* 
fleers  and  the  kings  ?  a  thou  honifeed  rogue,  thou  art  a  ho* 
nifeed,  a  man  queller,  and  a  woman  queller. 

Falft.  Keepe  them  off  Bardolfe. 

Offic.  Arefkew,  arefkew. 

Hoft.  Good  people  bring  a  refkew  or  two.  thou  wot,  wot 
thou,  thou  wot,  wot  ta,  do  do  thou  rogue,  do  thou  hempfeed. 

Boy. 
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Boy.  Away  you  feullian,  you  rampallian,  you  fuflilarian, 
He  tickle  your  cataftrophe* 

Enter  lord  chief e  iuftice  and  Us  men. 

Lord.  What  is  the  matter  ?  keepe  the  peace  here,  ho. 

Hoftejfe.  Good  my  lord  be  good  to  me,  I  l^efecch  you  fiand 
to  me. 

Lord.  How  now  fir  Iohn,  what  are  you  brawling  here  ? 
Doth  this  become  your  place,  your  time,  and  bufinefle  ? 
You  fhould  haue  bin  well  on  your  way  to  Torke  : 
Stand  from  him  fellow,  wherefore  hang'ft  thou  vpon  him. 

Hoft.  O  my  moft  worihipful  lord,  and't  pleafe  your  grace 
I  am  a  poore  widdow  of  Eajhheape,  and  he  is  arretted  at  my 
fute. 

Lord.  For  what  fumrae  ? 

Hoft.  It  is  more  then  for  fome  my  lord,  it  is  for  al  I  haue, 
he  hath  eaten  me  out  of  houfe  and  home,  .he  hath  put  all  my 
fubftance  into  that  fat  belly  of  his,  but  I  wil  haue  fome  of  it 
out  againe,  or  I  wil  ride  thee  a  nights  like  the  mare. 

Falft.  I  think  I  am  as  like  to  ride  the  mare  if  I  haue  any 
vantage  of  ground  to  get  vp. 

Lard..  How  comes  this  fir  hhn  ?  what  man  of  good  tem- 
per would  endure  this  tempeft  of  exclamation,  are  you  not 
afhamed  to  inforce  a  poore  widdow,  to  fo  rough  a  courfe  to 
come  by  her  owne. 

Falft.  What  is  the  grofle  fumme  that  I  owe  thee  i 

Hoft.  Mary  if  thou  wert  an  honeft  man,  thy  felfe  and  the 
many  too:  thou didft  fweare  to  me  vpon  a  parcell  guilt  gob- 
let, fitting  in  my  dolphin  chamber,  at  the  round  table  by  a 
fea  cole  fire,  vpon  Wednefday  in  Wbeefon  weeke,  when,  the 
prince  broke  thy  head,  for  liking  his  father  to  a  tinging  map 
of  Winfor,  thou  didft  fweare  to  me  the,-  as  I  was  wafhing  thy 
'wound,  to  marry  me,  and  make  me  my  lady  thy  wife,  canft 
thou  deny  it,  did  not  goodwife  Keech  the  butchers  wife  come 
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!tt  then,  and  cal  me  goflip  Quickly,  comming  in  to  borow  a 
mc(Te  of  vinegar,  telling  vs  (he  had  a  good  difli  of  prawnes, 
whereby  thou  didft  defire  to  eate  fome,  whereby  I  told  thee 
they  were  ill  for  a  greene  wound,  and  dklft  thou  not,  when 
(he  was  gone  down  ftayers,  defire  me,  to  be  no  more  fo  fami- 
liarity, with  fuch  poore  people,  faying  that  ere  long  tbey 
fhould  cal  me  madam,  and  didft  thou  not  kifle  me,  and 
bid  me  fetch  thee  thirtie  (hillings,  I  put  thee  now  to  thy  booke 
oath,  denie  it  if  thou  canft. 

Fatft.  My  l&rd  this  is  a  poore  made  foule,  and  (he  faies  vp 
and  downe  the  towne,  that  her  eldeft  fonne  is  like  you,  (be 
hath  bin  in  good  cafe  and  the  trueth  is  pouerty  hath  diftrafted 
her,  but  for  thefe  foolHh  officers,  I  befeech  you  I  may  hauc 
tedreffe  agalnft  them. 

Lo.  Sir  lohn,  fir  Iohn,  I  am  wel  acquainted  with  your  ma- 
ner  of  wrenching  the  true  caufe,  the  falfe  way  :  it  is  not  a 
confident  brow,  nor  the  throng  of  words  that  come  with  fnch 
more  then  impudent  fawcines  from  you,  can  thruft  me  from  a 
leuel  confideration :  you  haue  as  it  appeares  to  me  praftifde 
vpon  the  eafie  yeelding  fpirite  of  this  woman,  and  made  bar 
feme  your  vfes  both  in  purfe  and  in  perfon. 
Hoff.  Yea  in  truth  my  lord. 

Lo.  Pray  thee  peace,  pay  her  the  debt  you  owe  her,  and 
vnpay  the  vilkny  you  haue  done  with  her,  the  one  you  may 
doe  with  fterling  mony,  and  the  other  with  currant  repent- 
ance. 

talft.  My  lord  I  will  not  vndergoe  this  fnepe  Without  re- 
ply, you  cal  honorable  boldnes  impudent  fawcinefle,  if  a  man 
wil  make  curtfie  and  fay  nothihg,  he  is  vertuous,  no  my  lord 
toy  humble  duty  remembred,  I  will  not  bee  your  futer,  I  fay 
to  you  I  do  defire  deliuerance  from  thefe  officers,  being  vpon 
kafty  imployment  In  the  kings  aflayres. 

Lord* 
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Lord.  You  fpeake  as  bating  power  to  do  wrong,  tot  an- 
fwer  in  th'effe&of  your  reputation,  and  (atisfie  the  pooce  wo- 
man. 

Falft.  Come  hither  hoflefle. 

Enter  a  tnejfenger. 

Lord.  Now  mafter  Cower,  what  newes. 

Cower.  The  king  my  lord,  and  Harry  prince  of  Wale$t 
Are  neare  at  hand,  the  reft  the  paper  tells. 

Falft.  As  I  am  a  gentleman. 

Ho  ft.  Faith,  you  faid  fo  before. 

Falft.  As  I  am  a  gentleman,  come,  no  more  words  of  it. 

Hqft.  By  this  heaunly  ground  I  tread  on,  I  muft  be  fiune 
to  pawne  both  my  ptatt,  and  the  tapeftry  of  my  dining 
chambers. 

Falft.  Glaflet  glaflet  is  the  onely  drinking,  and  for  thy  wals 
a  pretty  Height  drollery,  or  the  ftorie  of  the  prodigal,  or  the 
Jarman  hunting  in  waterworks,  is  worth  a  thoufknd  of  thefe 
bed-hangers,  and  thefe  flie  bitteq  tapeftrie,  let  it  be  x.  L  if 
thou  canft :  come,  and  twere  not  for  thy  humors,  tbcres  not 
a  better  wench  in  England,  goe  wafli  thy  face  and  draw  the 
attion,  come  thou  muft  not  be  in  this- humor  with  me,  doft 
not  know  me,  come,  come,  I  know  thou  waft  fet  on  to  this. 

Hqft.  Pray  thee  fir  John  let  it  be  but  twentie  nobles,  ifaith 
I  am  bath  to  pawne  my  plate  to  God  fiiue  me  law. 

Falft.  Let  it  alone,  lie  make  other  drift,  youle  be  a  foole 

m. 

Hoft.  Well,  you  (hall  haue  it,  though  I  pawne  my  gowne, 
I  hope  youle  come  to  (upper,  youle  pay  me  altogether. 

Falft.  Wil  I  line  ?  goe  with  her,  with  her,  hooke  on,  booke 
00.  Exit  iqftefit  andfirgeant. 

Hqft.  Will  you  haue  Doll  Ter+Jbeet  meete  you  at  fupper. 

Falft*  No  more  words,  lets  haue  her. 

Lord.  I  hane  heard  better  newes. 
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Falft*  Whats  the  newes  my  lord  ? 

Lord.  Where  lay  the  king  to  night  ? 

Mejf.  At  Billing/gate  my  lord. 

Falft.  I  hope  my  lord  al's  well,  what  is  the  newes  ray  lord  i 

Lord.  Come  all  his  forces  backe  ? 

Mejf.  No,  fifteen  hundred  foot,  fiue  hundred  horfe 
Are  marcht  vp  to  my  lord  of  Lancafter, 
Agwft  Northumberland,  and  the  archbifhop. 

Falft.  Comes  the  Wag  back  from  Wales,  ray  noble  lord? 

Lord.  You  fhall  haue  letters  of  me  prefently, 
Come,  go  along  with  me,  good  mafter  Cower. 

Falft.  My  lord. 

Lord.  Whats  the  matter  ? 

Falftaffe.  Maifter  driver t  (hall  I  intreate  you  with  mee  to 
dinner  I 

Cower.  I  muft  waite  vpon  my  good  lord  here,  I  thank  you 
good  fir  John. 

Lord.  Sir  hbnr  you  loyter  heere  too  long, 
.  Bang  you  are  to  take  fouldiers  vp 
In  counties  as  you  go. 

Falftaffe.  Will  you  fuppe  with  mee  maifter  Cower  ? 

Lord,  What  foolifh  maifter  taught  you  thefe  manners,  fir 
John? 

Falftaffe.  Maifter  Cower \  if  they  become  me  not,  hee  was 
p  foole  that  taught  them  mee :  this  is  the  right  fencing  gra<£ 
my  lord,  tap  for  tap,  and  fopart  faire- 

Lord.  Now  the  lord  lighten  thee,  thou  art  a  great  foole. 

Enter  the  prince,  Ppynes,  fir  lohn  Ruflel,  with  other. 

Prince.  Before  God,  I  am  exceeding  weary. 
Poynes.  Ift  come  to  that  ?  I  had  thought  wearines  durft 
pot  Jiauc  attacht  one  of  fo  hie  bloud. 
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Prince.  Faith  it  does  me,  though  it  difcolors  the  complexi- 
on of  my  greatnes  to  acknowledge  it :  doth  it  not  fhew  vildly 
in  me,  to  defire  fmall  beere  ? 

Poynes.  Why  a  prince  fliould  not  be  fo  loofely  (ludied,  as 
to  remember  fo  Weake  a  compofition. 

Prince.  Belike  then  my  appetite  was  not  princely  gote,  for 
by  my  troth,  I  do  now  remember  the  poor  creature  fmal 
t>eere.  But  indeed  thefe  humble  considerations  make  me  out 
of  loue  with  my  greatnefle.  What  a  difgrace  is  it  to  mee  to 
remember  thy  name  ?  or  to  know  thy  face  to  morow  ?  or  to 
take  note  how  many  paire  of  fiike  (lockings  thou  haft  with 
thefe,  and  thofe  that  were  thy  ptach  colourd  once,  or  to  beare 
the  Inuentorie  of  thy  ftiirts,  as  one  for  fuperfluitie,  and  another 
for  vfe.  But  that  the  tennis  court  keeper  knows  better  than 
I,  for  it  is  a  low  eb  of  linnen  with  thee  when  thou  keepeft  not 
racket  there,  as  thou  haft  not  done  a  great  while,  becaufe  the 
reft  of  the  low  countries  haue  eate  vp  thy  holland :  and  God 
knows  whether  thofe  that  bal  out  the  ruines  of  thy  linnen  (hal 
inherite  his  kingdom  :  but  the  midwiues  fay,  the  children  are 
not  in  the  fault  wherevpon  the  world  increafes,  and  kinreds 
are  mightily  ftrengthened. 

Poynes.  How  ill  it  followes,  after  you  haue  labored  fo  hani, 
you  fhould  talke  fo  ydely  !  tell  me  how  many  good  yong  prin- 
ces woulde  doe  fo,  their  fathers  being  fo  ficke,  as  yours  at 
this  time  is. 

Prince.  Shall  I  tel  thee  one  thing  Poynes  f 

Poynes.  Yes  faith,  and  let  it  be  an  excellent  g°°d  thing. 

Prince.  It  (hall  feme  among  wittes  of  no  higher  breeding 
then  thine. 

Poynes.  Go  to,  I  (land  the  pufti  of  your  one  thing  that 
you  will  tell. 

Prince.  Mary  I  tell  thee  it  is  not  meete  that  I  fliould  bee 
fad  now  my  father  is  ficke,  albeit  I  coold^tdl  to  thee,  as  to 
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one  it  pleafes  me  for  a  fault  of  a  better  to  call  my  friend,  I 
could  be  fad,  and  fad  indeede  too.  , 

Paynes.  Very  hardly,  vpon  fuch  a  fubieft. 

Prince,  By  this  hand,  thou  thinkeft  me  as  ferre  in  the  di- 
uels  booke,  as  thou  and  Faiftaffe,  for  obduracie  and  perfift- 
ancie,  let  the  end  trie  the  man,  but  I  tel  thee,  my  heart 
bleeds  inwardly  that  my  father  is  fo  lick,  and  keeping  fuck 
vile  company  as  thou  arte,  hath  in  reafon  taken  from  me  all 
oftentation  of  ibrrowe.  , 

Poynes.  The  reafon* 

Brines.  What  wouldft  thou  thinke  of  me  if  I  fbould  weep? 

Poyna.  I  woulde  thincke  thee  a  moft  princely  hypocrite. 

Ponce.  It  would  bee  euery  mans  thought,  and  thou  arte  a 
blefled  fellow,  to  thinke  as  euery  man  thiokes,  neuer  a  mans 
thought  in  the  world,  keepes  the  rode  way  better  then  thine, 
euerie  man  would  thinke  me  an  hypocrite  iodeede,  and  what 
accites  your  moft  worihipfull  thought  to  thinke  fo  i 

Paynes.  Why  becaufe  you  haue  been  fo  lewd  and  fo  much 
eograffed  to  Fal/lafe. 

Prince.  And  to  thee. 

Poynes.  By  this  light  I  am  well  fpoke  on,  I  can  heare  it 
with  mine  owae  eares,  the  worft  that  they  can  fay  of  me  is 
that  I  am  a  fecond  brother,  and  that  I  am  a  proper  fellow  of 
my  hands,  and  thofe  two  things  I  confefle  I  cannot  helpe ;  by 
the  mafle  here  comes  Bardoife. 

Enter  Bardoife  and  boy. 

Prince.  And  the  boy  that  I  gaue  Falfaffe,  a  had  him  from 
me  chriftian,  and  looke  if  the  fat  villaine  haue  not  transfomd 
him  ape. 

Bard.  God  faue  your  grace. 

Prince.  And  yours  moft  noble  Barirife* 

Poynes.  Came  you  vertuotis  affit,  you  bafhfull  foolc,  moft 
you  be  blaftung,  wherefore  blufti  you  now  ?  what  a  maidenly 
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'man  at  armes  are  you  become  ?  ift  fuch  a  matter  to  get  a  pot  de- 
pots maidenhead  ? 

Boy.  A  calls  me  enow  my  lord  through  a  red  lattice,  and 
I  could  difccrne  no  part  of  his  face  from  the  window,  at  laft 
I  fpied  his  eies,  and  me  thought  he  had  made  two  holes  in  the 
ale  wiues  peticoteand  fo  peept  through* 

Prince.  Has  not  the  toy  profited  ? 

Bard.  Away  you  horfon  vpright  rabble,  away. 

Boy.  Away  you  rafcally  Altheas  dreame,  away. 

Prince.  Infbruft  vs  boy,  what  dreame  boy  ? 

Boy.  Mary  my  lord,  Althtar  dreampt  (he  was  deliuered  of 
a  firebrand,  and  therefore  I  call  him  her  dreame. 

Prince.  A  crownes  worth  of  good  interpretation  there  tis 
boy. 

Poines.  O  that  this  bloflbme  could  be  kept  from  cankers  1 
well,  there  is  fixpence  to  preferue  thee. 

Bard.  And  you  do  not  make  him  hangd  among  you,  the 
gallowes  (hall  haue  wrong. 

Prince.  And  how  doth  thy  matter  Bardolfe? 

Bard.  Well  my  lord,  he  heard  of  your  graces  comming  to 
towne,  theres  a  letter  for  you. 

Paynes,  Deliuerd  with  good  refpeft,  and  how  doth  the 
Martlemajfe  your  mafter  ? 

Bard.  In  bodily  health  fir. 

Poynes.  Mary  the  immortall  part  needes  a  phifitian,  but 
that  moues  not  him,  though  that  be  ficke,  it  dies  not. 

Prince.  I  do  allow  this  wen  to  be  as  familiar  with  me,  as 
tnydogge,  and  he  holds  his  place,  for  looke  you  how  he 
writes. 

Poynes.  loin  Faljlaffe  knight,  euery  man  muft  know,  that 
as  oft  as  he  has  occafion  to  name  himfelfe :  euen  like  thoie  that 
are  kin  to  the  king  for  they  neuer  pricke  their  finger,  but  they 
(aye,  theres  fome  of  the  kings  bioud  fpilt :  how  conies  that 
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(faies  he)  that  takes  vppon  him  not  to  conceiuc  the  anfwer  is 
as  ready  as  a  borowed  cap :  I  am  the  kings  poore  cofin,  fir. 

Prince.  Nay  they  will  be  kin  to  vs,  or  they  will  fetch  it 
from  Iaphet,  but  the  letter,  fir  Iohn  Falftaffe  knight,  to' the 
fonne  of  the  king,  neareft  his  father,  Harry  prince  of  Woks* 
greeting. 

Poynes.  Why  this  is  a  certificate. 

Prince.  Peace. 
I  will  imitate  the  honourable  Romanes  in  breuitie. 

Poynes.  He  fure  meanes  breuity  in  breath,  fhort  winded, 
I  commend  mee  to  thee,  I  commend  thee,  and,  I  leaue  thee, 
be  not  too  familiar  with  Poynes,  for  he  mifufes  thy  fauours  Co 
much,  that  he  fweares  thou  art  to  mary  his  fitter  Net,  repent 
at  idle  times  as  thou  maift,  and  fo  farwel. 

Thine  by  yea,  and  no,  which  is  as  much  as  to  fay,  as 
thou  vfeft  him,  lacke  Falftaffe  with  my  family,  John 
with  my  brothers  and  fillers,  and  fir  Iohn  with  all 
Europe. 

Poynes.  My  lord,  lie  fteep  this  letter  in  fackc  and  make  him 
eate  it. 

Prince.  Thats  to  make  him  eate  twenty  of  his  words,  but 
do  you  vfe  me,  thus  Ned?  muft  I  marrie  your  filler  ? 

Poynes.  God  fend  the  wench  no  worfe  fortune,  but  I~neuer 
faid  fo. 

Prince.  Wei,  thus  we  play  the  fooles  with  the  time,  and 
the  fpirits  of  the  wife  fit  in  the  clowdes  and  mocke  vs,  is  your 
matter  here  in  London  f 

Bard.  Yea  my  lord. 

Prince.  Where  fups  he  ?  doth  the  old  boare  feede  in  the 
old  franke  ? 

Sard.  At  the  old  place,  my  lord,  in  Eqftcheape. 

prince.  What  companie  ? 

Boy.  Epheftam,  my  lord,  of  the  old  church. 

Prince*  Sup  any  women  with  him  i 
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6oy.  None  my  lord,  but  old  miftris  Quickly,  and  miftri9 
Dol  Tere-Jheet. 

Prince.  What  Pagan  may  that  be  ? 

Boy.  A  proper  gentlewoman  fir,  and  a  kinfwoman  of  my 
matters. 

Prince.  Euen  fuch  kinne  as  the  pari(h  heicfors  are  to  the 
towne  bull,  (hall  we  (leak  vpon  them  Ned  at  (upper  > 

Poynes.  J  am  your  (hadow  my  lord,  He  follow  you. 

Prince.  Sirra,  you  boy  and  Bardolfe,  no  worde  to  your  ma- 
tter that  I  am  yet  come  to  towne ;  theres  for  your  filence. 

Bar.  I  haue  no  tongue  fir. 

Boy.  And  for  mine  fir,  I  will  gouerne  it. 

Prince.  Fare  you  well :  go,  this  Doll  Terefheete  (hould  b« 
fome  rode. 

Poyns.  I  warrant  you,  as  common  as  the  way  between  S. 
Albons  and  London. 

Prince.  How  might  we  fee  Faffiaffe  beftow  himfelf  to  night 
in  his  true  colours,  and  not  our  felues  be  feene  ? 

Poynes.  Put  on  two  let  heme  ierkins  and  aprons,  and  waite 
vpon  him  at  his  table  as  drawers. 

Prince.  From  a  god  to  a  bul,  a  heauy  defcenfion,  it  was 
hues  cafe,  from  a  prince  to  a  prentife,  a  low  transformation, 
that  (hal  be  mine,  for  in  euery  thing  the  purpofe  mutt  weigh 
with  the  folly,  follow  me  Ned.  Exeunt. 

Ejiter  Northumberland  his  wife,  and  the  wife  to  Harry  Percic. 

North.  I  pray  thee  loning  wife  and  gentle  daughter, 
Giue  euen  way  vnto  my  rough  affaires, 
Put  not  you  on  the  vifage  of  the  tjmes, 
And  be  like  them  to  Percy  troublefome. 

Wife.  I  haue  gluen  ouer,  I  will  fpeake  no  more, 
Do  what  you  wil,  your  wifedome  be  your  guide. 

North.  Alas  fweete  wife,  my  honour  is  at  pawne, 
And  but  my  going,  nothing  can  redeeme  it. 
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Kate.  O  yet  for  Gods  fake,  go  not  to  tfaefe  wara^ 
The  time  was  father,  that  you  broke  your  word, 
When  you  were  more  efldcere  to  it  then  now, 
Whoa  your  owne  Percie,  when  my  hearts  deere  Harry  f 
Threw  many  a  northward  looke,  to  fee  his  father, 
Bring  vp  his  powers,  but  he  did  long  in  vaine. 
Who  then  perfwadcd  you  to  ftay  at  home  ? 
There  were  two  honors  loft,  yours,  and  your  fonnes, 
For  yours,  the  God  of  heauen  brighten  it, 
For  his,  it  ftucke  vpon  him  as  the  funne 
In  the  grey  vault  of  heauen,  and  by  his  light 
Did  all  the  cheualry  of  England  moue 
To  do  braue  afts,  he  was  indeede  thegiafle 
Wherein  the  noble  youth  di4  dreffe  themfelucs. 

North.  Beftrew  your  heart, 
Faire  daughter,  you  do  draw  my  fpirites  from  me, 
With  aew  lamenting  ancient  ouerfights, 
But  I  mud  go  and  meete  with  danger  there. 
Or  it  will  feeke  me  in  another  place,  - 
And  find  me  worfe  prouided. 

Wife.  O  flie  to  Scotland, 
Tfll  that  the  nobles  and  the  armed  commons, 
Haue  of  their  puiflince  made  a  little  tafte. 

Kate.  If  they  get  ground  and  vantage  of  the  king, 
Then  ioyne  you  with  them  like  a  ribbe  of  fteele. 
To  make  ftrength  ftronger :  but  for  al  our  loues, 
Firft  let  them  trie  themfelues,  fo  did  your  fonne, 
He  was  fo  fuffred,  fo  came  I  a  widow, 
And  neuer  (hall  haue  length  of  life  enough, 
To  raine  vpon  remembrance  with  mine  eies, 
That  it  may  grow  and  fproot  as  high  as  heauen, 
For  recordation  to  my  noble  bu/band. 

North.  Come,  come,  go  in  with  me,  tis  with  my  jniod, 
As  with  the  tidq,  fweld  vp  vnto  his  height^ 
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That  makes  a  ffil  ftand,  running  neither  way, 

Faine  would  I  go  to  meete  the  archbiJhop, 

But  many  thoufand  reafons  hold  me  backe, 

I  will  refolue  for  Scotland,  there  am  I, 

Till  time  and  vantage  craue  my  company.  Exetmt. 

Enter  a  drawer  or  two. 

Francis.  What  the  diuel  haft  thou  brought  there  apple 
hhns  f  thou  knoweft  fir  lohn  cannot  indure  an  apple  Iobn. 

Draw  Mas  thou  faift  true,  the  prince  once  fet  a  difli  of  ap- 
ple Iohns  before  him,  and  told  him  there  were  fiue  more  fir 
lohns,  and  putting  off  his  hat,  fatd,  I  will  now  take  my  leaue 
of  thefe  fix  drie,  round,  old,  withered  knights,  itangred  hint 
to  the  heart,  but  he  hath  forgot  that. 

Fran.  Why  then  couer  and  fet  them  downe,  and  fee  if  thou 
canft  find  out  Sneakes  noifc,  miftris  Tere-Jbcct  would  faine  N 
heare  fome  muiique. 

Bra.  Difpatch,  the  roome  where  they  fupt  is  too  hot,  theile 
come  in  ftraight. 

Francis.  Sirra,  here  wil  be  the  prince  and  maftgr  Poynes 
anon,  and  they  will  put  on  two  of  our  ierkins  and  aprons,  and 
fir  John  muft  not  know  of  it,  Bardolfe  hath  brought  word. 

Enter  Will. 

Dra.  By  the  mas  here  will  be  old  vtis,  it  wil  be  an  excel* 
lent  ftratagem. 

Francis.  He  fee  if  I  can  find  out  Sneake.  Exit. 

Enter  miftris  Quickly,  and  Doll  Tere-fheet. 

Quickly.  Yfaith  fweet  heart,  me  thinkes  now  you  are  in  an 
excellent  good  temperalitie.  Your  pulfidge  beates  as  extraor- 
dinarily as  heart  would  defire,  -and. your  colour  I  warrant  you 
is  as  red  as  any  rofe,  in  good  truth  law :  but  yfaith  yon  haite 
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drankc  too  much  cannaries,  and  thats  a  maruelous  Searching 
wine,  and  it  perfumes  the  bloud  ere  bne  can  fay,  whats  this* 
how  do  you  now  ? 

Tere.  Better  then  I  was :  hem* 

$ui.  Why  thats  well  faid,  a  good  heart's  worth  gold :  loe 
here  comes  fir  John. 

Enter  fir  Iohn. 

Sir  Iohn.  When  drtbur  firft  in  court,  empty  the  ioordaa 
and  was  a  worthy  king :  how  now  miftris  Doll  f 

Jfq/i.  Sicke  of  a  calme,  yea  and  good  faith. 

Falft.  So  is  all  het  feft,  and  they  be  once  in  a  calme  they 
are  ficke. 

Tere.  A  pox  damne  you,  you  muddie  rafcall,  is  that  all  the 
comfort  you  giue  me  ? 

Faljl.  You  make  fat  rafcals  miftris  DoU 

Tere.  I  make  them  ?  gluttonie,  and  difeafes  make,  I  make 
them  not. 

Faljl.  If  the  cooke  help  to  make  the  gluttonie,  you  helpe  to 
rpake  the  difeafes  Doll,  we  catch  of  you  Doll,  we  catch  of  you 
grannt  that  my  poore  vertue,  grant  that. 

Doll.  Yea  ioy,  our  chaines  and  our  iewels. 

Fa.  Your  brooches,  pearles,  and  ouches  for  to  ferae  braue- 
ly, is  to  come  halting  off,  you  know  to  come  off  the  breach, 
with  his  pike  bent  brauely,  and  to  furgerie  brauely,  to  ven- 
ture vpon  the  chargde  chambers  brauely, 

Doll.  Hang  your  felfe,  you  muddie  cunger,  hang  your 
felfe. 

Hqft.  By  my  troth  this  is  the  old  fafhion,  you  two  neuer 
meet  but  you  fall  to  fome  difcord,  you  are  both  ygood  truth 
as  rewmatique  as  two  dry  tofts,  you  cannot  one  beare  with 
anothers  cofirmities,  what  the  goodyere  one^muft  beare,  and 
that  muft  be  you,  you  are  the  weaker  veflell,  as  they  fay,  the 
emptier  veflel. 

Dorothy. 
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Dorothy.  Can  a  weakc  empty  veflell  beafe  fuch  a  huge  full 
hogfhead  ?  theres  a  whole  marchats  venture  of  Burdeux  ftuffe 
in  him,  you  haue  not  feene  a  hulke  better  ftuft  in  the  hold. 
Come,  He  be  friends  with  thee  Iacke,  thou  art  going  to  the 
wars,  and  whether  I  (hall  euer  fee  thee  againe  or  no  there  is 
no  body  cares. 

Enter  drainer. 

Dra.  Sir,  antient  PiJloVs  belowe,  and  would  fpeake  with 
you. 

Dol.  Hang  him  fwaggering  rafcal,  let  him  not  come  hither 
it  is  the  foule-mouthd'ft  rogue  in  England. 

Hqft.  If  he  fwagger,  let  him  not  come  here,  no  by  my 
faith  I  muft  liue  among  my  neighbours,  He  no  fwaggcrers,  I 
art  in  good  name,  aud  fame  with  the  very  bed :  (hut  the 
doore,  there  comes  no  fwaggerers  here,  I  haue  not  liu'd  al  this 
while  to  haue  fwaggering  now,  (hut  the  doore  I  pray  you. 

Fal.  Doft  thou  heare  hqftefle  I 

Hoft.  Pray  ye  pacifie  your  felfe  fir  loin,  there  comes  no 
fwaggerers  here. 

Fal.  Doft  thou  heare?  it  is  mine  ancient. 

Ho.  Tilly  fally,  fir  lohn,  nere  tel  me :  and  your  ancient 
fwaggrer  comes  not  in  my  doores  :  I  was  before  maifter Tifickt 
the  dcbuty  tother  day,  and  (as  he  faid  to  me)  twas  no  longer 
ago  than  Wedfday  laft,  I  good  faith,  neighbor  guickcly,  fayes 
he,  maifter  Dumbe  our  minifter  was  by  then,  neighbor  $>uick- 
ly  (faies  he)  receiue  thofe  that  are  ciuil,  for  (faide  he)  you  are 
in  an  ill  name :  now  a  faide  fo,  I  can  tell  whereupon.  For 
(faies  he)  you  are  an  honeft  woman,  and  weil  thought  on, 
therefore  take  heede  what  ghefts  you  receiue,  receiue  (faies 
he)  no  fwaggeiing  companions  :  there  comes  none  here :  you 
would  blefie  you  to  heare  what  he  kid :  no,  He  no  fwaggrers. 

Falft.  Htes  no  fwaggrer  hoftcfTe,  a  tame  cheter  yfaith,  you 
may  ftroke  him  as  gently  as  a  puppy  grey-hound,  heele  not 
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fwagger  with  a  B&rbary  hen,  if  her  feathers  turne  backe  in 
any  (hew  of  refiftance,  call  him  vp  drawer. 

Hoft.  Cheter  call  you  him  ?  I  will  barre  no  honeft  man  my 
houfe,  nror  no  cheter,  but  I  do  not  loue  fwagering  by  my 
troth,  I  am  the  worfe  when  one  faies  fwagger :  fede  maiftcrs, 
how  I  (hake,  lookc  you,  I  warrant  you. 

Terefh.  So  you  do  hoftefle. 

Heft.  Doe  I  ?  yea  in  very  trueth  doe  I,  and  twere  an  afpen 
feate,  I  cannot  abide  fwaggrers. 

Enter  antient  Piftol,  and  Bardolfes  boy. 

Piftol.  God  faue  you  fir  Iohn. 

Fal.  Welcome  ancient  Piftoll,  heere  Piftoll,  I  charge  you 
with  a  cuppe  of  facke,  do  you  difcharge  vpon  mine  hoftefle. 

Pift.  I  will  difcharge  vpon  her  fir  Iohn,  with  two  bullets. 

Fal.  She  is  piftoll  proofe :  fir,  you  (hall  not  hardely  oflcod 
her. 

Hoft.  Come,  He  drink  no  proofes,  nor  no  bullets,  He  drink 
no  more  than  will  do  me  good,  for  no  mans  pfeafure,  I. 

Pift.  Then,  to  you  miftris  Dorothy,  I  will  charge  you. 

Doro.  Charge  me  ?  I  fcorne  you,  fctiruy  companion  :  what 
you  poore  bafe  rafcally  cheting  lacke-linnen  mate  ?  away  you 
mouldie  rogue,  away,  I  am  meate  for  your  maifter. 

Pift.  I  know  you  miftris  Dorothy. 

Doro.  Away  you  cutpurfe  rafcall,  you  filthy  boung,  away, 
by  this  wine  He  thruft  my  knife  in  your  mouldie  chappes,  and 
you  play  the  fawcie  cuttle  with  me.  Away  you  bottle  ale  raf- 
call, you  baflcet  hilt  ftale  iuggler,  you.  Since  when,  I  pray 
you  fir :  Gods  light,  with  two  points  on  your  fhouldcr  ? 
much. 

Pift.  God  let  me  not  liue,  but  I  will  murther  your  raft 
for  this. 

Sir  Iohn.  No  more  Piftol,  I  would  not  haue  you  go  off 
here,  difcharge  your  felfe  of  our  company,  Piftoll. 
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Hojt.  No,  good  captaine  PiJlolU  not  here,  fweete  captaine. 

Dora.  Captain,  thou  abhominable  damnd  cheter,  art  thou 
not  a/hamed  to  be  called  captaine  ?  and  captaines  were  of  my 
mind,  they  would  trunchion  you  out,  for  taking  their  names 
▼poo  you,  before  you  haue  earnd  them :  you  a  captaine  ?  'you 
flaue,  for  what?  for  teareing  a  poore  whoores  ruffe  in  a 
bawdy  houfe:  hee  a  captaine!  hang  him  rogue,  he  Hues  vpon 
mowldy  ftewd  pruins,  and  dried  cakes:  a  captaine?  Gods 
light  thefe  villaines  wil  make  the  word  as  odious  as  the  word 
occupy,  which  was  an  excellent  good  worde  before  it  was  il 
forted,  therefore  captains  had  neede  look  too'c. 

Bard.  Pray  thee  go  downe  good  ancient. 

Falft .  Hearke  thee  hither  miftris  Dol. 

Pift.  Not  I,  I  tell  thee  what  corporall  Bardol/i,  I  could 
teare  her,  lie  be  reuengde  of  her. 

Boy.  Pray  thee  go  downe. 

Pift.  He  fee  her  damnd  fir  ft,  to  Plutoes  damnd  lake  by  this 
had  to  th'infernal  deep,  with  Erebus  and  tortures  vile  alfo  * 
holde  hooke  and  line,  fay  I :  downe,  downe  dogges,  downe 
faters  haue  we  not  Hiren  here  ? 

Hoft.  Good  captain  Peefell  be  quiet,  tis  very  late  yfaith,  I 
befeeke  you  now  aggrauate  your  choller. 

Pift.  Thefe  be  good  humors  indeede,  fhal  pack-horfes,  and 
hollow  pamperd  iades  of  Afia  which  cannot  goe  but  thirtie 
mile  a  day,  compare  with  Cafars  and  with  Canibals,  and  7ro- 
iant  Greekes  P  nay  rather  damne  them  with  king  Cerberus,  and 
let  the  welkin  roare,  (hall  we  fall  foule  for  toies  ? 
*  Hoji.  By  my  troth  captaine,  thefe  are  very  bitter  words. 

Bard.  Be  gone  good  ancient,  this  will  grpw  to  a  brawle 
anon. 

Pift.  Men  like  dogges  giue  crownes  like  pins,  haue  we  not 
Hiren  here  ? 

LU  Eqft. 
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Ho/i.  A  my  word  captaine,  theres  none  fuch  here,  tfhat 
the  goodyeare  do  you  thinke  I  would  denie  her  ?  for  Gods 
fake  be  quiet. 

Pijl.  Then  feed  and  be  fat,  my  faire  Calipolis,  'come  giues 
fome  facke,  ft  fortune  me  tormente  fperato  me  content  o>  feare 
we  brode  fides  ?  no,  let  the  fiend  giue  fire,  giue  me  fome 
facke,  and  fweet  hart,  lie  thou  there,  come  we  to  ful  points 
here  ?  and  are  &  caeteraes,  no  things  \ 

Falft.  Piftol,  I  would  be  quiet. 

Pijl.  Sweet  knight,  I  kiflc  thy  neaffe,  what,  we  haue  fcene 
the  feuen  ftarres. 

DoL  For  Gods  fake  thruft  him  down  ftaires,  I  cannot  in- 
dure  fuch  a  fuftian  rafcall. 

Pijl.  Thruft  him  downe  ftaires,  know  we  not  Calloway 
nagges? 

Falft.  Quaite  him  downe  Bardelfe  like  a  (hone-groat  (hil- 
ling, nay,  and  a  doe  nothing  but  fpeake  nothing,  a  /hall  be 
nothing  here. 

Bard.  Come,  get  you  downe  ftaires. 

Pijl.  What  (hall  we  haue  incifion  ?  fhall  we  imbrew  ?  theo 
death  rocke  me  a  fleepe,  abridge  my  dolefull  daies  :  why  thea 
let  grieuous  gaftly  gaping  wounds  vntwinde  the  fitters  three, 
come  Atropofe  I  fay. 

If  oft.  Heres  goodly  ftufFe  toward. 
.  Falft.  Giue  me  my  rapier,  boy. 

Dal.  I  pray  thee  lacke,  I  pray  thee  do  not  drawe, 

Fal.  Get  you  downe  ftaires. 

Haft.  Heres  a  goodly  tumult,  l!e  forfweare  keeping  houfi 
afore  lie  be  in  thefe  tirrits  and  frights,  fo,  murder  I  warant 
now,  alas,  alas,  put  vp  your  naked  weapons,  put  vp  your 
naked  weapons. 

DoL  I  pray  thee  lacke  be  quiet,  the  rafcal's  gone,  ah  you 
horfon  little  vliaunt  villaine  you. 

Heft. 
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Hqft.  Are  you  nat  hurte  i*th  groyne  ?  me  thought  a  made 
a  (hrewd  thruft  at  your  belly. 

Fal   Haue  you  turnd  him  out  a  doores  ? 

Bar.  Yea  fir,  the  rafcal's  druoke,  you  haue  hurt  him  fir 
i'th  ftioulder. 

Fal.  A  rafcall  to  braue  me  ? 

Dol.  A  you  fweet  little  rogue  you,  alas  poore  ape  how  thou 
fweatft,  come  let  me  wipe  thy  face,  come  on  you  horfbne 
chops:  a  rogue,  yfaith  I  loue  thee,  thou  art  as  valorous  as 
HeFlor  of  Troy,  woorth  fiue  of  Agamemnon,  and  ten  times 
better  then  the  nine  worthies,  a  villaige  ! 

Fal.  Ah  rafcally  flaue !  I  will  tofle  the  rogue  in  a  blanket. 

Dol.  Do  and  thou  darft  for  thy  heart,  and  thou  doft,  lie 
canuas  thee  betweene  a  payre  of  flieetes. 

Boy.  The  mufique  is  come  fir. 

Enter  muftcke. 

Fal.  Let  them  play,  play  firs,  fit  on  my  knee  Doll,  a  raf- 
call bragging  flaue  !'the  rogue  fled  from  me  like  quickfiluer. 

Dol.  Yfaith  and  thou  folio wd ft  him  like  a  church,  thou 
horfon  little  tydee  Bartholemew  borepigge,  when  wilt  thou 
leaue  fighting  a  daies  and  foyning  a  nights,  and  begin  to 
patch  vp  thine  old  body  for  heauen. 

,  Enter  prince  and  Poynes. 

Fal.  Peace  good  Doll,  do  not  fpeake  like  a  deathes  head,  do 
not  bid  me  remember  mine  end. 

Dol.  Sirra,  what  humour's  the  prince  of  ? 

Fal.  A  good  {hallow  yong  fellow,  a  would  haue  made  a 
good  pander,  a  would  a  chipt  bread  wel. 

Dol.  They  fay  Poines  has  a  good  flrit. 

Fal.  He  a  good  wit  ?  hang  him  baboon,  his  wit's  as  thicke 
as  Tewksbury  muftard,  theres  no  more  conceit  in  him  then  is 
in  a  mallet. 

L  1  3  Dol. 
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Dol.  Why  does  the  prince  loue  him  fo  then  ? 

FaL  Becaufe  their  legges  are  both  of  a  blgnefle,  and  a  plaie* 
at  quoites  well,  and  eates  cunger  and  fennel,  and  drinkes  off 
candles  endes  for  flappe -dragons,  and  rides  the  wilde  mare 
with  the  boyes,  and  iumpes  vpon  ioynd-ftooles,  and  fweares 
with  a  good  grace,  and  wcares  his  bootes  very  fmoothe  like 
vnto-the  figne  of  the  legge,  and  breedes  no  bate  with  telling 
of  difcreet  ftories,  and  fuch  other  gambole  faculties  a  has  that 
fliow  a  weake  minde,  and  an  able  bodie,  for  the  which  the 
prince  admits  him  :  for  the  prince  himfelf  is  fuch  another, 
the  weight  of  a  haire  wil  turne  fcales  between  their  haber  de 
poiz. 

Prince.  Would  not  this  naue  of  a  wheele  haue  his  eared 
cut  off? 

Poynes.  Lets  beate  him  before  his  whore. 

Prince.  Looke  where  the  witherd  elder  hath  not  his  poule 
cla'wd  like  a  parrot. 

Poynes.  Is  it  not  ftrange  that  defire  fhould  fo  many  yeeres 
out  Hue  performance. 

FalJI.  Kiile  me  Doll. 

Prince.  Saturne  and  Venus  this  yeere  in  coniun&ion  ?  what 
faies  th'almanacke  to  that  ? 

Poyns.  And  look  whether  the  fierie  Trigon  his  man  be  not 
llfping  to  his  mailer,  old  tables,  his  note  booke,  his  counfel 
keeper  ? 

Faljl.  Thou  doft  giue  me  flattering  bufles. 
m  Dol.  By  my  troth  I  ki(Te  thee  with  a  molt  couftant  heart. 

Faljl.  I  am  old,  I  am  old. 

Dol.  I  loue  thee  belter  then  I  loue,  ere  a  fcuruy  yong  boy 
*  of  them  all. 

FaL  What  fluffe  wilt  haue  a  kirtle  of  ?  I  (hall  receiue  mony 
a  Thurfday^  Ihalt  haue  a  cap  to  morrow  :  a  merry  fong,  come 
it  growes  late,  week  to  bed,  thou't  forget  me  when  I  am 
gone. 

Dol. 
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DoL  By  my  troth  thou't  fet  me  a  weeping  and  thou  faift  fo, 
proue  that  euer  I  drefle  my  felfe  handfome  til  thy  returne, 
wel  hearken  a'th  end. 

Fal.  Some  facke  Francis. 

Prince.  Poynes.  Anon  anon  fir. 

Faljl.  Ha  ?  a  baftard  fonne  of  the  kings  ?  and  arte  not  thou 
Poynes  his  brother  ? 

Prince.  Why  thou  globe  of  finfull  continents,  what  a  life 
doft  thou  leade? 

Faljl.  A  better  then  thou,  I  am  a  gentleman,  thou  art  a 
drawer. 

Prince.  Very  true  fir,  and  I  come  to  drawe  you  out  by  the 
cares. 

Hqft.  O  the  lord  preferue  thy  grace  :  by  my  troth  welcom 
to  London,  now  the  Lord  blefle  that  fweete  face  of  thine,  O 
Iefu,  arc  you  come  from  Wales  ? 

Faljl.  Thou  horfon  madde  compound  of  maieftie,  by  this 
light,  flefh,  and  corrupt  bloud,  thou  art  welcome. 

Doll.  How  ?  you  fat  foole  I  fcorne  you. 

Poynes.  Mylordc,  hewilldriue  you  out  of  your  reuengc, 
and  turne  all  to  a  merriment  if  you  take  not  the  heate. 

Prince.  You  horfon  candlemine  you,  how  vildly  did  you 
fpeakc  of  me  now,  before  this  honeft,  vertuous,  ciuill  gentle- 
woman ? 

Hoft.  Gods  blefling  of  your  good  heart,  and  fo  (he  is  by 
.my  troth. 
.  Falft.  Didft  thou  heare  me? 

Prince.  Yea  and  you  knew  me  as  you  did,  when  you  ranne 
away  by  Gad/bil,  you  knew  I  was  at  your  backe,  and  fpoke 
it,  on  purpofe  to  trie  my  patience. 

Faljl.  No,  no,  no,  not  fo,  I  did  not  thinkc  thou  waft  with- 
in hearing. 

Prince.  I  (hall  driue  you  then  to  confeffe  the  wilfull  abufe, 
and  then  I  know  how  to  handle  you. 

L  1  4  Faljl. 
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Falft.  No  abufe  Hallz  mine  honour,  no%  abufe. 

Prince.  Not  to  difpraife  me,  and  cal  me  pander  and  bread* 
chipper,  and  I  know  not  what  ? 

Fal.  No  abufe  Hall. 

Poynes.  No  abufe? 

Falft.  No  abufe  Ned  i'th  worlde,  honed  Ned,  none,  I  dif- 
praifde  him  before  the  wicked,  that  the  wicked  might  not  fall 
in  loue  with  thee :  in  which  doing,  I  haue  done  the  part  of  * 
carefull  friend  and  a  true  fubieft,  and  thy  father  is  tokgiue  pie 
thaakes  for  it,  no  abufe  Hall,  none  Ned,  none,  no  faith  boyes 
none. 

Prince.  See  now  whether  pure  feare  and  intire  cowardize, 
doth  not  make  thee  wrong  this  virtuous  gentlewoman  to  clofe 
with  vs  :  is  (he  of  the  wicked,  is  thine  hofteile  here  of  the 
wicked,  or  is  thy  boy  of  the  wicked,  or  honeft  Bardolfe  whole 
zeal  burnes  in  his  nofe  of  the  wicked  ? 

Poines.  Anfwer  thou  dead  elme,  anfwer. 

Falji.  The  fiend  hath  prickt  down  Bardolfe  irrecouerable, 
and  his  face  is  Lucifers  priuy  kitchin,  where  he  doth  nothing 
but  roft  mault- worms,  for  the  boy  there  is  a  good  angel  about 
him,  but  the  diuell  bliuds  him  too. 

Prince.  For  the  weomen. 

Falft.  For  one  of  them  fhees  in  hell  already,  and  burnes 
poore  foules  :  for  th'other  I  owe  her  mony,  and  whether  (he 
be  damnd  for  that  I  know  not. 

Hoft.  No  I  warrant  you. 

Falft.  No  I  thinke  thou  art  not,  I  thinke  thou  art  quit  for 
that,  mary  there  is  another  inditement  vpon  thee,  forfuffering 
flefh  to  be  eaten  in  thy  houfe  contrary  to  the  law,  for  the 
which  I  thinke  thou  wilt  howle. 

Hoft.  Al  vitlars  do  fo,  whats  a  ioynt  of  mutton  or  twoo  in 
a  whole  Lent  P 

Prince.  You  gentlewoman. 

DoL  What  faies  your  grace  ? 
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Fal.  His  grace  faies  that  which  his  fle/h  rebels  againft. 
Peyto  knockes  at  the  doore. 

Hqft.  Who  knockes  fo  lowd  at  doore  ?  looke  too'th  doore 
there  Francis. 

Prince.  Peyto,  how  now,  what  newes  ? 

Peyto.  The  king  your  father  is  at  Weftminfier% 
And  there  are  twenty  weak  and  wearied  poftes, 
Come  from  the  North,  and  as  I  came  along, 
I  met  and  oaertooke  a  dozen  captaines, 
Bareheaded,  fweaiing,  knocking  at  the  tauernes, 
And  aflcing  euery  one  for  fir  lohn  Faljlaffe. 

Prince.  By  heauen  Poines,  I  fcele  me  much  too  blame, 
So  idely  to  prophaoe  the  preci ji:s  time, 
When  tempcrt  of  commotion  like  the  fouth. 
Borne  with  blackc  vapour  doth  begin  to  melt, 
And  drop  vpou  our  bare  vnarmed  heads, 
Giue  me  my  fword  and  cloke :  Falflajfe  good  night. 

Exeunt  prince  and  Poyries. 

Fal*  Now  corns  in  the  fweeteft  morfeil  of  the  night,  and  we 
muft  hence,  and  leaue  it  vnpickt :  more  knocking  at  the  doore, 
how  now,  whats  the  matter  ? 

B$r.  You  muft  away  to  court  fir  prefently, 
A  dozen  captaines  fray  at  doore  for  you. 

Fal.  Pay  the  mufitions,  firra,  farewel  hofteffe,  farewel 
Dol,  you  fee  my  good  wenches  how  men  of  gierrite  are  fought 
after,  the  vndeferuer  may  fleepe,  when  the  man  of  aftion  is 
cald  on,  farewell  good  wenches,  if  I  be  not  fent  away  pofte,  I 
will  fee  you  againe  ere  I  goe. 

Doll.  I  cannot  fpeake,  if  my  hart  be  not  ready  to  burft :  wel 
fweete  lacke,  haue  a  care  of  thy  felfe. 

Fal.  Farewell,  farewell. 

Hqft.  Wel,  fare  thee  wel,  I  haue  knowne  thee  thefe  twen- 
tie  nine  yeeres,  come  peafe-cod  time,  but  an  honeiter,  and 
truer  hearted  man  :  wel,  fare  thee  weL 

Bard. 
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Sard.  Miftris  Tere-Jbeete. 
hoft.  Whats  the  matter  ? 

Bard.  Bid  miftris  Tere-Jbeete  come  to  my  maifter. 
Hqft.  O  runne  Doll,  runne,    runne  good  DoH,  come,  (hoe 
comes  blubberd,  yea  ?  wil  you  come  Doll?  Exeunt V 

Enter  iujtice  Shallow,  and  iujlice  Silens. 

Sha.  Come  on,  come  on,  come  on,  glue  me  your  hand  fir, 
giue  me  your  hand  fir,  an  early  ftirrer,  by  the  roode :  and 
how  doth  my  good  coofin  Silence  ? 

Si.  Good  morrow  good  coofine  Shallow. 

Sha,  And  how  doth  my  coofin  your  bedfellow  ?  and  your 
faireft  daughter  and  mine,  my  god-daughter  Ellen  ? 

Si.  Alas,  a  blacke  woofel,  coofin  Shallow. 

Sha.  By  yea,  and  no,  fir,  I  dare  fay  my  coofin  IVUliam  is 
become  a  good  fcholler,  he  is  at  Oxford  Ail,  is  he  not  ? 

Si.  Indcede  fir  to  my  coft. 

Sha.  A  mud  then  to  the  innes  a  court  fhortly :  I  was  once 
of  Clements  inne,  where  I  thinke  they  wil  talke  of  mad  Shal- 
low yet. 

Si.  You  werecalld  lufty  Shallow  then,  coofin. 

Sha.  By  the  model  wascalldany  thing,  and  I  would  haie 
cfone  any  thing  indeede  too,  and  roundly  too :  there  was  I 
and  little  John  Doyt  of  Staffordjbire,  and  blacke  George  Barnes9 
and  Francis  Pickebone,  and  Will  Squeele  a  Cotfole  man,  you 
had  not  foure  fuch  fwinge-bucklers  in  all  the  innes  a  court 
againe,  and  I  may  fay  to  you,  wee  knewe  where  the'  bona 
robes  were,  and  had  the  belt  of  them  all  at  commaundement : 
then  was  Iacke  Faljl&ffe,  now  fir  John,  a  boy,  and  page  to 
Thomas  Mowbray' duke  of  No>ffo/ke. 

Si.  This  fir  Iobn,  coofin,  that  comes  hither  anone  about 
fouldiers  ? 

Sha.  The  fame  fir  John,  the  very  fame,  I  fee  him  breake 
Skoggins  head  at  the  court  gate,  when  a  was  a  cracke,  not 
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thus  high  :  and  the  very  fame  day  did  I  fight  with  one  Sam- 
Jon  Stockefifb  a  fruiterer  behinde  Greyes  Inne:  Iefu,  Iefu,  the 
mad  dayes  that  I  haue  fpent !  and  to  fee  how  many  of  my  olde 
acquaintance  are  dead. 

St.  We  fhal  all  follow,  coofin. 

Sba.  Ce-taine,  tis  certaine,  very  fure,  very  fure,  death  (as 
the  pfalmift  faith)  is  certaine  to  all,  all  fliall  die.  How  a  good 
yoke  of  bullockes  at  Samfortb  faire  ? 

Si.  By  my  troth  I  was  not  there. 

Sba.  Death  is  certaine :  is  old  Dooble  of  your  towne  liuing 
yet? 

Si.  Dead  fir. 

Sba.  Iefu,  Tefu,  dead  !  a  drew  a  good  bow,  and  dead  ?  a 
fiiot  a  fine  fhoote  i  Iobn  a  Gaunt  loued  him  well,  and  betted 
much  money  on  his  head.  Dead  ?  a  woulde  haue  clapt  ith 
clowt  at  twelue  fcore,  and  carried  you  a  forehand  ftiaft  a  four- 
-  teene  and  foureteene  and  a  halfe,.  that  it  would  haue  doone  a 
mans  heart  good  to  fee.     How  a  fcore  of  ewes  now  ? 

Sj.  Thereafter  as  they  bee,  a  fcore  of  good  ewes  may  bee 
worth  ten  pounds. 

Sba.  And  is  old  Dooble  dead  ? 

Si.  Here  come  two  of  fir  Iobn  Falftaffes  men,  as  I  thinke. 

Enter  Bardolfe.  and  one  with  bim. 

Bardolfe.  Good  morrow  honeft  gentlemen. 

Bardolfe.  I  befeech  you,  which  is  iuftice  Shallow  ? 

Sba.  I  am  Robart  Shallowe,  fir,  a  poore  efquier  of  thi$ 
countie,  and  one  of  the,  kings  Xuftices  of  the  peace :  what  is 
your  good  pleafure  with  me  ? 

Bard.  My  captaine,  fir,  commends  him  to  you,  my  cap- 
tain fir  Iobn  Falftaffe,  a  tall  gentleman,  by  heauen,  and  a  moft 
gallant  leader. 

Sha. 
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Sha.  He  greetes  me  wel,  fir>  I  knew  him  a  good  backfword 
man  :  how  doth  the  good  knight?  may  I  afke  how  my  ladie 
his  wife  doth. 

Bar.  Sir,  pardon,  a  fouldiour  is  better  accommodate  then 
with  a  wife. 

ShaL  It  is  well  faid  infaith  fir,  and  it  is  well  faid  indeed  too, 
better  accomodated,  it  is  good,  yea  indeede  is  it,  good  phrafes 
are  furely,  and  euer  were,  very  commendable,  accommodated, 
it  comes  of  accommodo,  very  good,  a  good  phrafe. 

Bar.  Pardon  fir,  I  haue  he*rd  the  word,  phrafe  call  you 
it  ?  by  this  daye  I  knowe  not  the  phrafe,  but  I  will  maintaine 
the  word  with  my  fword  to  be  a  fouldier  like  word,  and  a 
word  of  exceeding  good  command  by  heauen,  accommodated, 
that  is  when  a  man  is  as  they  fay,  accommodated,  or  when  a 
man  is  being  whereby,  a  may  be  thought  to  be  accommo- 
dated, which  is  an  excellent  thing. 

Enter  Falfhffe. 

Ivft.  It  is  very  iuft,  look,  here  comes  good  fir  loin,  giue 
me  your  good  hand,  giue  me  your  worihippes  good  hand,  by 
my  troth  you  like  well,  and  beare  your  yeeres  very  well,  wel- 
come good  fir  John. 

Falft.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  well,  good  matter  Robert  Shal- 
low, matter  Soccard  (as  I  thinke  ) 

ShaL  No  fir  lohn,  it  is  my  cofen  Scilens  in  commiffion  with 
me. 

Falft.  Good  mailer  Scilens,  it  well  befits  you  (hould  be  of 
the  peace. 

Scil.  Your  good  worfliip  is  welcome. 

Fal.  Fie  this  is  hot  weather  gentlemen,  haue  you  prouided 
me  here  halfe  a  dozen  fufficient  men  ? 

Shal.  Mary  haue  we  fir,  wil  you  fit  ? 

Fal.  Let  me  fee  them  I  befeech  you, 

Shal. 
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ShaL  Wheres  the  roule  ?  wheres  the  roule  ?  wheres  the 
roule  ?  let  me  fee,  let  me  fee,  let  me  fee,  fo,  fo,  fo,  fo,  fo, 
(fo,  fo)  yea  mary  fir,  Rafe  Mouldy  let  them  appeare  as  I  cal, 
let  them  do,  fo,  let  them  do,  fo,  let  me  fee,  where  is  Mouldy  ? 

Mouldy.  Here,  and't  pleafe  you. 

Shalt  What  think  you  fir  John,  a  good  limbde,  felow, 
yong,  ftrong,  and  of  good  friends. 

FaL  Is  thy  name  Moiddie  ? 

Moul.  Yea,  and't  pleafe  you. 

FaJ.  Tis  the  more  time  thou  wert  vfde. 

ShaL  Ha,  ha,  ha,  moft  excellent  yfaith,  things  that  are 
mouldy  lacke  vfe:  very  fingular  good,  infaith  well  faid  fir 
lohn,  very  well  faid.  lohnfirickes  him. 

Moul.  I  was  prickt  wel  enough  before,  and  you  could  haue 
let  me  alone,  my  old  dame  will  be  vndone  now  for  one  to  doe 
her  hufbandrie,  and  her  drudgery,  you  need  not  to  haue 
prickt  me,  there  are  other  men  fitter  to  go  out  then  I. 

FaL  Go  to,  peace  Mouldy,  you  (hall  go,  Mouldy  it  is  time 
you  were  fpent. 

Moul.  Spent? 

Shal.  Peace  fellow,  peace,  ftand  afide,  know  you  where 
you  are  ?  for  th'other  fir  lohn :  let  me  fee  Simon  Shadow. 

FaL  Yea  mary,  let  me  haue  him  to  fit  vnder,  hees  like  to 
be  a  cold  foldiour. 

Shal.  Wheres  Shadow  ? 

Shad.  Here  fir. 

FaL  Shadow,  whofe  fonne  art  thou  ? 

Shad.  My  mothers  fonne  fir. 

Fal.  Thy  mothers  fonne  !  like  enough,  and  thy  fathers  (ha- 
dow,  fo  the  fonne  of  the  female  is  the  ftiadow  of  the  male :  it 
is  often  fo  indeede,  bat  much  of  the  fathers  fubftance. 

Shal  Do  you  like  him  fir  lohn  ? 

FaL  Shadow  will  ferue  for  fummer,  pricke  him,  for  we  haue 
a  number  of  (hadowes  fill  vp  the  mufter  booke. 

ShaL 
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ShaL  Thomas  Wart. 

Fal.  Whereshe? 

Wart.  Here  fir. 

Fal.  Is  thy  name  Wart  f 

Wart.  Yea  fir. 

Fal.  Thou  art  a  very  ragged  wart. 

Sbal;  Shall  I  pricke  him  fir  Iohn  ? 

Fal.  It  were  fuperffuous,  for  apparell  is  built  vpoo  his  back, 
and  the  whole  frame  ftands  vpon  pins,  pricke  him  no  more. 

Sbal.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  you  can  do  it  fir,  you  can  do  it,  I  com* 
mend  you  well :  Francis  Feeble, 

Feeble.  Here  fir. 

Sbal.  What  trade  art  thou  Feeble? 

Feeble.  A  womans  tailer  fir. 

Sbal.  Shall  I  pricke  him  fir  ? 

Fal.  You  may,  but  if  he  had  bin  a  mans  tailer  hee'd  a  pricta 
you :  wilt  thou  make  as  manie  holes  in  an  enemies  battaile,  as 
thou  haft  done  in  a  womans  peticoate. 

Feeble.  I  will  do  my  good  will  fir,  you  can  bane  no  more. 

Fal.  Well  faide  good  womans  tailer,  well  faid  courageous 
Feeble,  thou  wilt  be  as  valiant  as  the  wrathfull  done,  or'moft 
magnanimous  moufe,  pricke  the  womans  tailer:  wel  M.  Shal- 
low, deepe  M.  Shallow. 

Feeble.  I  would  Wart  might  haue  gone  fir. 

Fal  I  would  thou  wert  a  mans  tailer,  that  thou  mightft 
mend  him  and  make  him  fit  to  goe,  I  cannot  put  him  to  a  pri- 
uate  fouldier,  that  is  the  leader  of  io  many  thoufands,  let  that 
fuffice  moft  forcible  Feebje* 

Feeble.  It  /hall  fuffice  fir. 
,  Fal.  I  am  bound  to  thee  reuerend  Feeble,  who  is  next? 

Sbal.  Peter  BuLcatfc  o'th  greener 

Fal.  Yea  mary,  lets  fee  3ul-cajfe. 

Bui.  Here  fir, 

Fal. 
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Fal.  Fore  God  a  likely  fellow,  come  pricke  Bul-caffe  till  hee 
roare  againe. 

Bui.  O  Lord,  good  my  lord  captaine. 
Fa I.  What  doft  thou  rOare  before  thou  art  prickt  ? 
Bui.  O  Lord  fir,  I  am  a  difeafed  man, 
Fal.  What  difeafe  haft  thou  ? 

Bui.  A  horfon  cold  fir,  a  cough  fir,  which  I  cought  with 
ringing  in  the  kings  affaires  vpon  jys  coronation  day  fir. 

Fal.  Come,  thou  (halt  go  to  the  warres  in  a  gowne,  we 
wil  haue  away  thy  cold,  and  I  wii  take  fuch  order  that  thy 
friendes  (hal  ring  for  thee.     Is  here  all  ? 

Shal.  Here  is  two  more  cald  then  your  number,  you  rauft 
haue  but  foure  here  fir,  and  fo  I  pray  you  goe  in  with  mee  to 
dinner. 

Fa.  Come,  I  wil  go  drink  with  you,  but  I  canot  tary  dinner : 
I  am  glad  to  fee  you,  by  my  troth  mafter  Shallow.    * 

Shal.  O  fir  Iohnf  do  you  remember  fince  we  lay  all  night 
in  the  windmil  in  faint  Georges  field  ? 
Fal.  No  more  of  that  mafter  Shallow. 
Shal.  Ha,    twas  a  merry  night,  and  is  lane  Night-work* 
aliue.  N 

Falft.  She  liues  mafter  Shallow. 
Shal.  She  neuer  could  away  with  me. 
Fa .  Neuer  neuer,  (he  wold  alwaies  fay,  (he  could  not  abido 
matter  Shallow. 

Sha.  By  the  mafle  I  could  anger  her  too'th  heart,  (he  was 
then  a  bona  roba,  doth  (he  hold  her  owne  wel  ? 
Fal.  Old  old  mafter  Shallow. 

Shal.  Nay  ihe  muft  be  old,  (he  cannot  chufe  but  be  old, 
certain  (hees  old,  and  had  Robin  Night-work  by  old  Night- 
work,  before  I  came  to  Clemham. 
Scilens.  Thats  fiftte  fiue  yeare  ago. 
Shal.  Ha  coufen  Scilens  that  thou  hadft  feehe  that  that 
this  knight  and  I  haue  feene,  ha  fn;  John,  laid  I  wel? 

Fal. 
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FaL  We  haue  heard  the  chimes  at  midnight  M.  Shallow. 

Sha.~  That  we  haue  that  we  haue,  that  we  haue,  in  faith 
fir  Iohn  we  haue,  our  watch-worde  was  hemboies,  come  lets 
to  dinner,  come  lets  to  dinner,  lefus  the  daies  that  wee  haue 
feene,  come,  come.  Exeunt. 

BuL  Good  maifter  corporate  Bardolfe% .  ftand  my  friend, 
and  heres  foure  Harry  ten  (hillings  in  French  crowns  for  you, 
in  very  truth  fir,  I  had  as  Hue  be  hangd  fir  as  go,  and  yet  for 
mine  owne  part  fir  I  do  not  care,  but  rather  becaufe  I  am  vn- 
willing,  and  for  mine  owne  part  haue  a  defire  to  flay  with  my 
friends,  clfe  fir  I  did  not  care  for  mine  owne  part  fo  much. 

Bard.  Go  to,  (rand  afide. 

Moul.  And  good  mailer  corporall  captaine,  for  my  dames 
Take  ftand  my  friend,  fhe  has  no  body  to  doe  any  thing  about 
her  when  I  am  gone,  and  fhe  is  old  and  cannot  helpe  her  felfe, 
you  fhall  haue  forty  fir. 

Bar.  Go  to,  ftarid  afide. 

Feeble.  By  my  troth  I  care  not,  a  man  can  die  but  once,  we 
owe  God  a  death,  He  nere  beare  a  bafe  mind,  and't  bee  my 
deflny :  fo,  and't  be  not,  fo,  no  man's  too  good  to  feme's 
prince,  and  let  it  go  which  way  it  will,  he  that  dies  this  ycere 
is  quit  for  the  next. 

Bar.  Well  faid,  th'art  a  good  fellow. 

Feeble.  Faith  He  beare  no  bafe  mind. 

Enter  Falftaffe  and  the  iufiices. 

FaL  Come  fir,  which  men  fhall  I  haue  ? 
Shal.  Foure  of  which  you  pleafe. 

Bar.  Sir,  a  word  with  you,  1  haue  three  pound  to  fr« 
Mouldy  and  Bulcalfe.  ' 

Fal.  Go  to,  well. 

Shal.  Come  fir  lokn,  which  foure  wil  you  haue  ? 
FaL  Do  you  chufe  for  me. 
Shal.  Mary  then,  Mouldy,  Bulcalfe,  Feeble,  and  Sadow. 

FaL 
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Fal.  Mouldy  and  Bulcalfe,  for  you  Mouldy  flay  at  home, 
til  you  are  part  feruice:  and  for  your  part  Bulcalfe,  grow  til 
you  come  vnto  it,  I  will  none  of  you* 

Shal.  Sir  John,  fir  Iohn,  doe  not  your  felfe  wrong,  they  are 
your  likelieft  men,  and  I  would  haue  you  ferude  with  the  beft. 

Fal.  Wil  you  tel  me  (mafter  Shallow)  how  to  chufe  a  man  ? 
care  I  for  the  limbe,  the  thewes,  the  ftature,  bulke  and  big 
aflemblance  of  a  man :  giue  me  the  fpirit  M  Skalow:  heres 
Wart,  you  fee  what  a  ragged  apparance  it  is,  a  (hall  charge  you, 
and  difcharge  you  with  the  motion  of  a  pewterers  hammer, 
come  off  and  on  fwifter  then  he  that  gibbets  on  the  brewers 
bucket :  and  this  fame  halfe  facde  fellow  Shadow,  giue  me  this 
man,  he  prefents  no  marke  to  the  enemy,  the  fo-man  may 
with  as  great  aime  leuel  at  the  edge  of  a  pen-knife,  and  for  a 
retraite  how  fwiftly  wil  this  Feeble  the  womans  tailer  runne 
off  ?  O  giue  mee  the  fpare  men,  and  fpare  me  the  great  ones, 
putte  mee  a  caliuer  into  Warts  hand  Bardolfe. 

Bar.  Hold  Wart>  trauers  thas,  thas,  thas. 

Fal.  Come  mannage  me  your  caliuer  :  fo,  very  wel,  go  to, 
very  good,  exceeding  good,  O  giue  me  alwaies  a  little  leane, 
oide  chopt  ballde,  {hot :  well  faid  yfaith  Ifart,  th'art  a  good 
fcab,  hold,  theres  a  tefter  for  thee. 

Shal.  He  is  not  his  crafts-mafter,  he  doth  not  do  it  right ;  I 
remember  at  Mile-end  greene,  when  I  lay  at  Clements  inne,  I 
was  then  fir  Dagonet  in  Arthurs  (how,  there  was  a  little  qui- 
uer  fellow,  and  a  would  mannage  you  his  peece  thus,  and  a 
would  about  and  about,  and  come  you  in,  and  come  you  in, 
rah,  tah,  tah,  would  a  fay,  bounce  would  a  fay,  and  away 
again  would  a  go,  and  againe  would  a  come  :  I  (hall  nere  fee 
fuch  a  fellow. 

Fal.  Thefe  fellowes  wooll  doe  well  M.  Shallow ,  God  keep, 
you  M.  Salens,  I  will  not  vfe  many  words  with  you,  fare  you 
wel  gentlemen  both,  I  thank  you,  I  muft  a  dofen  mile  to 
night:  Bardolfe,  giue  the  fouldiers  coates. 

Vol.  II.  M  m  Shot. 
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Shal.  Sir  Iohn,  (he  Lord  blefle  you,  God  profper  your  af- 
faires, God  fend  vs  peace  at  your  returne,  vifit  our  houfe,  let 
our  old  acquaintance  be  renewed,  peraduenture  I  will  with  ye 
to  the  court. 

Fal.  Fore  God  would  you  would. 

Shat.  Go  to,  I  haue  fpoke  at  a  word,  God  keep  you. 

Fal.  Fare  you  well  gentle  gentlemen.  Exit. 

Shal.  On  Bardolfe,  leade  the  men  away,  as  I  returne  I  wiU 
fetch  off  thefe  indices,  I  do  fee  the  bottome  of  luftice  Shallow, 
Lord,  Lord,  how  fubieft  we  old  men  are  to  this  vice  of  ly- 
ing, this  fame  ftaru'd  iuftice  hath  done  nothing  but  prate  to 
tne,  of  the  wildnefle  of  his  youth,  and  the  feates  he  hath 
done  about  Turne-bull  ftreet,  and  euery  third  word  a  fie,  dewer 
paid  to  the  hearer  then  the  Turkes  tribute,  I  doe  remember 
tiim  at  Clements  inne,  like  a  man  made  after  fupper  of  a  cheefe 
paring,  when  a  was  naked,  he  was  for  aQ  the  worlde  like  a 
forkt  reddifli,  with  a  head  fantaftically  earned  vpon  it  with  a 
knife,  a  was  fo  forlorae,  that  his  demenfions  to  any  thicke 
fight  were  inuincible,  a  was  die  very  gemies  of  famine;  yet 
lecherous  as  a  monkie,  and  the  whores  cald  him  mandrake,  a. 
came  ouer  in  the  Vere ward  of  the  fafhion,  and  fung  thofe  tunes 
to  the  ouer-fchutcht  hufwiues,  that  he  heard  the  car-men 
whittle,  and  fware  they  were  his  fancies  or  his  goSd-nights, 
and  nowe  is  this  vices  dagger  become  a  fquire,  and  talkes  as 
familiarly  of  Iohn  a  Gaunt,  as  if  he  had  bin  fworne  brother  to 
him,  and  He  be  fworne  a  nere  faw  him  but  once  in  the  tylt- 
yard,  and  thdn  he  burft  his  head  for  crowding  among  the 
marfhalles  men,  I  faw  it,  and  told  Iohn  a  Gaunt  he  beate  his 
owne  name,  for  you  might  haue  thruft  him  and  all  his  apardl 
into  an  eele-fkin,  the  cafe  of  a  treble  hoboy  was  a  manfion  for 
him  a  court,  and  now  has  he  land  and  beefes.  Well,  He  be 
acquainted  with  him  if  I  returne,  and  t'fhal  go  hard,  but  He 
make  him  a  philofophers  two  Hones  to  me,  if  the  yong  dafe  be 
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*  bake  for  the  old  pike,  I  fee  do  reafon  in  the  law  of  nature^ 
but  I  may  fnap  at  him :  let  time  fhape,  and  there  an  end. 

Enter  the  archb'foop,  Mowbray,  Bardolfe,  Haftings,  within 
t  hi  for  reft  gf  Gaultree. 

Bijb.  What  is  this  forreft  calld  ? 

Haft.  Tis  Gaultree  forreft,  and't  (ha1  pleafe  your  grace. 

Bifb.  Here  ftand,  my  lords,  and  fend  difcouerers  forth, 
To  know  the  numbers  of  our  enemies. 
,  Haft.  We  haue  fent  forth  already. 

Bijbop.  Tis  well  done, 
My  friends  and  brethren  (in  thefe  great  affaires) 
I  muft  acquaint  you,  that  I  haue  receiu'd 
New  dated  letters  from  Northumberland, 
Their  cold  intent,  tenure,  and  fubftance  thus: 
Here  doth  he  wifti  his  perfon,  with  fuch  powers, 
As  might  hold  fortance  with  his  quallitie, 
The  which  he  would  not  leuy :  whereupon 
He  is  retirde  to  ripe  his  growing  fortune^ 
To  Scotland,  and  concludes  in  hearty  prayers, 
That  your  attempts  may  ouer-liue  the  hazard 
And  fearefull  meeting  of  their  oppofite. 

toowb.  Thus  do  the  hopes  we  haue  in  him  touch  ground, 
Anddafh  themfelues  to  peeces. 

Enter  mejjenger. 

Haftings.  Now,  whatnewes? 

Mejfenger.  Weft  of  this  forreft,  fcarcely  off  a  mile, 
In  goodly  forme  comes  on  the  enemy, 
And  by  the  ground  they  hide,  I  iudge  their  number 
Vpon,  or  neere  the  rate  of  thirty  thoufand. 

Mowbray.  The  raft  proportion  that  we  gaue  them  out, 
Let  vs  fway  on,  and  face  them  in  the  field. 

Bi/bop.  What  wel  appointed  leader  fronts  vs  heere  ? 

M  m  z  Enter 
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Enter  Wcftmerland. 

Mowbray,  I  thinkc  it  is  my  lord  of  Wejimerlani. 

Weft.  Health  and  faire  greeting  from  oar  general!, 
The  prince  lord  John  and  duke  of  Lane  after. 

Bi/hop.  Say  on  my  lord  of  IVeftmerland  in  peace, 
What  doth  concerne  your  comming  ? 

Weft.  Vnto  your  grace  doe  I  in  chiefe  addrefle 
The  fubftance  of  my  fpeech :  if  that  rebellion 
Came  like  it  felfe,  in  bafe  and  abieft  rowtes, 
Led  on  by  bloody  youth,  guarded  with  rage, 
And  coODtenaunft  by  boyes  and  beggary. 
I  fay,  if  damnd  commotion  fo  appear e, 
In  his  true,  natiue,  and  moft  proper  fhape, 
You,  reuerend  father,  and  thefe  noble  lordes, 
Had  not  beene  hcere  to  drefle  the  owgly  forme 
Of  bafe  and  bloody  infurre&ion 
With  your  faire  honours.     You  (lord  archbi(hop) 
Whofe  fea  is  by  a  ciuile  peace  maintainde, 
Whofe  beard  the  filuer  hand  of  peace  hath  toucht, 
Whofe  learning  and  good  letters  peace  hath  tutord, 
Whofe  white  inueftments  figures  innocence, 
The  doue,  and  very  blefled  fpirite  of  peace. 
Wherefore  do  you  fo  ill  tranflate  your  felfe 
Out  of  the  fpeech  of  peace  that  beares  fuch  grace, 
Into  the  harfti  and  boyftrous  tongue  of  warre  ? 
Turning  your  bookes  to  graues,  your  incke  to  bloud, 
Your  pennes  to  launces,  and  your  tongue  diuine, 
To  a  lowd  trumpet,  and  a  point  of  warre  ? 

Bi/b.  Wherefore  do  I  this  ?  fo  the  queftion  ftands : 
Briefly,  to  this  end  we  are  all  difeafde : 
The  dangers  of  the  daie's  but  newly  gone, 
Whofe  memorie  is  written  on  the  earth, 
With  yet  appearing  blood,  and  the  examples 
Of  euery  minutes  inftance  (prefent  now,) 
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Hath  put  vs  In  thefe  ill-befeeming  armes, 
Not  to  breake  peace,  or  any  braunch  of  it, 
But  to  eftablifh  heere  a  peace  indeede, 
Concurring  both  in  name  and  quallitie. 

Weft.  When  euer  yet  was  your  appeale  denied 
Wherein  haue  you  been  galled  by  the  king  ? 
What  peere  hath  beene  fubornde  to  grate  on  you  ? 
That  you  fhould  feale  this  lawlefle  bloody  booke 
Of  forgde  rebellion  with  a  feale  diuine, 
And  confecrate  commotions  bitter  edge. 

Bijhop.  My  brother  generall,  the  common  wealth 
To  brother  borne  an  houfhold  cruelty, 
I  make  my  quarrell  in  particular. 

Weft.  There  is  no  neede  of  any  fuch  redrefle, 
Or  if  there  were,  it  not  belongs  to  you. 

Mowbray.  Why  not  to  him  in  part,  and  to  vs  all 
That  feele  the  bruifes  of  the  daies  before  ? 
And  fuffer  the  condition  oF  thefe  times, 
To  lay  a  heauy  and  vnequall  hand 
Vpon  our  honors. 

Weft.  But  this  is  meere  digreffion  from  my  purpofe. 
Here  come  I  from  our  princely  generall, 
To  know  your  griefes,  to  tell  you  from  his  grace, 
That  he  will  giue  you  audience,  and  wherein 
It  (hall  appeere  that  your  demaunds  are  iuft, 
You  (hall  enioy  them,  euery  thing  fet  off 
That  might  fo  much  as  thinke  you  enemies. 

Mowbray.  But  he  hath  forcde  vs  to  compel  this  offer, 
And  it  proceedes  from  policie,  not  loue. 

Weft.  Mowbray,  you  ouerweene  to  take  it  fo : 
This  offer  comes  from  mercy,  not  from  feare : 
For  loe,  within  a  ken  our  army  lies : 
Vpon  mine  honour,  all  too  confident 
To  giue  admittance  to  a  thought  of  feare  : 
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Oar  battell  is  taore  full  of  names  than  jours. 
Our  men  more  perfeft  in  the  vfe  of  amies, 
Our  armour  all  as  ftrong,  our  caufe  the  bed  i 
Then  reafon  will  our  hearts  fhould  be  as  good  : 
Say  you  not  then,  our  offer  is  compelld. 

Mow.  Well,  by  my  will,  we  (hall  admit  no  parlee. 

Weft.  That  argues  but  the  (hame  of  your  offence, 
A  rotten  cafe  abides  no  handling. 

Hqftings.  Hath  the  prince  Iobru  a  full  commif&on, 
In  very  ample  vertue  of  his  father,    . 
To  heare,  and  abfolutely  to  determine 
Of  what  conditions  we  (hall  (land  vpon  ? 

Weft.  That  is  intended  in  the  generalles  name, 
I  mufe  you  make  fo  flight  a  queftion. 

Bifbop.  Then  take,  my  lord  of  Weftmerland,  this  fceduk, 
For  this  containes  our  generall  grieuances, 
Each  feuerall  article  herein  redreft. 
All  members  of  our  caufe  both  here  and  hence, 
That  are  enfinewed  to  this  aftion, 
Acquitted  by  a  true  fubftantiall  forme, 
And  prefent  execution  of  our  wilks, 
To  vs  and  our  purpofes  confinde, 
We  come  within  our  awefull  bancks  againe, 
And  knit  our  powers  to  the  arme  of  peace. 

Weft.  This  will  I  (hew  the  generall,  pleafe  you  lords, 
In  fight  of  both  our  battells  we  may  meete, 
At  either  end  in  peace,  which  God  fo  frame, 
Or  to  the  place  of  difFrence  call  the  fwords, 
Which  muft  decide  it.  Exit  WeftmerlanA 

Bifbop.  My  lord,  we  will  doe  fo. 
Mow.  There  is  a  thing  within  my  bofome  tells  me 
That  no  conditions  of  our  peace  can  (land. 

Haftings.  Feare  you  not,  that  if  we  can  make  our  peace, 
Vpon  fuch  large  termes,  and  fo  abfolutc^ 
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As  our  conditions  (hall  confift  vpon, 

Onr  peace  (hall  ftand  as  firme  as  rockie  mountaines. 

Moub.  Yea  but  our  valuation  fhal  be  fuch, 
That  euery  (light  and  falfe  deriued  caufe, 
Yea  euery  idle,  nice,  and  wanton  reafon, 
Shall  to  the  king  tafte  of  this  aftioo, 
That  were  our  royal  faiths  martires  in  Ioue, 
We  (hall  be  winow'd  with  fo  rough  a  wind, 
That  euen  our  corne  (hall  feeme  as  light  as  chafie, 
And  good  from  bad  find  no  partition. 

Bijb.  No,  no,  my  lord,  note  this,  the  king  is  Weary 
Of  daintie  and  fuch  picking  greeuances, 
For  he  hath  found,  to  end  one  doubt  by  death, 
Reuiues  two  greater  in  the  heires  of  life : 
And  therefore  will  he  wipe  his  tables  cleane, 
And  keepe  no  tel-tale  to  his  memorie, 
That  may  repeate,  and  hillory  his  lode, 
To  new  remembrance :  for  full  wel  he  knowes, 
He  cannot  fo  preofely  weed  this  land, 
As  his  mifdoubts  prefent  occafion, 
His  foes  are  fo  enrooted  with  his  friends, 
That  plucking  to  vnfix  an  enemy, 
He  doth  vnfaften  fo,  and  (hake  a  friend, 
So  that  this  land,  like  an  offenfiue  wife, 
That  hath  enragde  him  oq  to  offer  flrokes, 
As  he  is  (hiking,  holdes  his  infant  vp, 
And  hangs  refolu'd  correction  in  the  arme, 
That  was  vpreard  to  execution. 

Haft.  Befides,  the  king  hath  wafted  al  his  rods, 
On  late  offenders,  that  he  now  doth  lacke 
The  very  inftruments  of  chafticement, 
So  that  his  power,  like  to  a  phanglefle  lion,    *    « 
May  offer,  but  not  hold. 
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Bifbop.  Tis  very  true, 
And  therefore  be  aflurde,  my  good  lord  marfhall. 
If  we  do  now  make  our  attornment  well, 
Our  peace  wil  like  a. broken  limbe  united, 
Grow  ftronger  for  the  breaking. 

Mow*  Beitfo,  here  isreturnd  my  lord  of  JVeftmerland* 

Enter  Weftmerland. 

Weft.  The  prince  is  here  at  hand,  pleafeth  your  lordfhip 
To  meet  his  grace  iuft  dilUnce  twecne  our  armies. 

Enter  prince  {ohn  and  his  armie. 

Mow.  Your  grace  of  Tork,  in  Gods  name  then  fet  forward. 

Bi/bop.  Beforq,  and  greete  his  grace  (my  lord)  we  come. 

John.  You  are  well  incountreJ  here,  my  coufen  Mpwbray, 
Good  day  to  you,  gentle  lord  archbHhbp, 
And  fo  to  you  lord  Hq/iings,  and  to  all. 
My  lord  of  Torhe,  it  better  fhewed  with  you, 
"When  that  your  flocke  afTembled  by  the  bell, 
Encircled  you,  to  heare  with  reuerence,  • 

Your  expofition  on  the  holy  text, 
That  now  to  fee  you  here,  an  yron  man  talking, 
Cheering  a  rowt  of  rebells  with  your  drumme, 
Turning  the  word  tofword,  and  life  to  death. 
That  man  that  fits  within  a  monarches  heart, 
And  ripens  in  the  fun-fhine  of  his  fauor, 
Would  he  abufe  the  countenance  of  the  king : 
Alacke  what  mifcheefes  might  he  fet  abroach, 
In  (hadow  of  fuch  greatnefle  ?  with  your  lord  bifliop 
It  is  euen  fo,  who  hath  not  heard  it  fpoken, 
How  deepe  you  were  within  the  bookes  of  God, 
To  vs  the  fpeaker  in  his  parliament, 
Tp  vs  ^'imagine  voice  of  God  himfelfef 
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The  very  opener  and  intelligencer, 
Betweene  the  grace,  the  fanftities  of  heauen, 
And  our  dull  workings  ?  O  who  (hal  beleeue, 
But  you  mifufe  the  rcuereflce  of  your  place, 
Imply  the  countenance  and  grace  of  heau'n, 
As  a  falfe  fauorite  doth  his  princes  name : 
In  deedes  difhooorable  you  haue  tane  vp, 
Vnder  the  counterfeited  zeale  of  God, 
The  fubie&s  of  his  fubftitute  my  father, 
And  both  againft  the  peace  of  heauen  and  him, 
Haue  here  vpfwarmd  them. 

Bijbop.  Good  my  lord  of  Lancq/Ier, 
I  am  not  here  againft  your  fathers  peace, 
But  as  I  told  my  lord  of  Wejlmerland, 
The  time  mifordred  doth  in  common  fenfe, 
Crowd  vs  and  crufti  vs  to  this  monftrous  forme, 
To  hold  our  fafety  vp :  I  fent  your  grace, 
The  parcells  and  particulars  of  our  griefe, 
The  which  hath  becne  with  fcorne  (houed  from  the  court, 
Whereon  this  Hidra,  fonne  of  warre  is  borne, 
Whofe  dangerous  eies  may  well  be  charmd  afleepe, 

With  graunt  of  our  moft  iuft,  and  right  defires, 

And  true  obedience  of  this  madnes  cured, 
.  Stoope  tamely  to  the  foote  of  maieftie. 

Mow.  If  not,  we  ready  are  to  trie  our  fortunes, 

To  the  iaft  man. 

Haft*  And  though  we  here  fal  downe, 

We  haue  fupplies  to  fecond  our  attempt, 

If  they  mifcarry,  theirs  (hal  fecond  them, 

And  fo  fuccefle  of  mifchiefe  (hall  be  borne, 

And  heire  from  heire  (hall  hold  his  quarrell  vp, 

Whiles  England  (hall  haue  generation. 

Prince.  You  are  too  (hallow  Hqftings,  much  too  (hallow, 

To  found  the  bottome  of  the  after  times. 

W<ft. 
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Weft.  Plcafeth  your  grace  to  anfwere  them  dire&ly, 
How  far  forth  you  do  like  their  articles. 

Prince.  I  like  them  all,  and  do  allow  them  well, 
And  fweare  here  by  the  honour  of  my  bloud, 
My  fathers  purpofes  haue  beene  miftooke, 
And  fome  about  him  haue  too  lauifhly, 
Wrefted  his  meaning  and  authority. 
My  lord,  thefe  griefes  (hall  be  with  fpeed  redreft, 
Vppon  my  feule  they  fhal,  if  this  may  pleafe  you, 
Difcharge  your  powers  vnto  their  feuerall  counties, 
As  we  will  ours,  and  here  betweene  the  armies, 
Letsdrinke  together  friendly  and  embrace, 
That  all  their  eies  may  beare  ihofe  tokens  home, 
Of  our  reftored  loue  and  amitie. 

Bijbop.  I  take  your  princely  word  for  thefe  redrefles, 
I  giue  it  you,  and  will  maintaine  my  word, 
And  therevpon  I  drinke  vnto  your  grace. 

Prince.  Go  captaine,  and  deliuer  to  the  armie 
This  newes  of  peace,  let  them  haue  pay,  and  part. 
I  know  it  wilt  well  pleafe  them,  hie  thee  captaine. 

Bijbop.  To  you  my  noble  lord  of  Weftmerland. 

Weft.  I  pledge  your  grace,  and  if  you  knew  what  paines, 
I  haue  bellowed  to  breed  this  prefent  peace, 
You  would  drinke  freely,  but  my  loue  to  ye 
Shall  (hew  it  felfe  more  openly  hereafter. 

Bijbop.  I  do  not  doubt  you. 

Weft.  lam  glad  of  it. 
Health  to  my  lord,  and  gentle  cofin  Mowbray. 

Mow.  You  wifli  me  health  in  very  happy  feafon, 
For  I  am  on  the  fodaine  fomething  ill. 

Bifbop.  Againft  ill  chaunces  men  are  euer  mery, 
But  heauinefle  fore-runnes  the  good  euent. 

Weft.  Therefore  be  mery  coze,  fince  fodaine  forrov 
Serues  to  fay  thus,  fome  good  thing  comes  to  morow. 

Bijbop. 
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Si/bop.  Beleeue  mc  I  am  paffing  Hght  in  fpirit. 

Mow.  So  much  the  worfe  if  your  owne  rule  be  true. 

Shout. 

Prin.  The  word  of  peace  is  rendred,  heark  how  they  flwwt. 

Mow.  This  had  bin  cheerefull  after  viftory. 

bijbop.  A  peace  is  of  the  nature  of  aconqueft, 
For  then  both  parties  nobly  are  fubdtted, 
And  neither  party  loofer. 

Prince.  Go  my  lord,  . 
And  let  our  army  be  difcharged  too, 
And,  good  my  lord,  fo  pleafe  you,  let  our  traines 
March  by  vs,  that  we  may  perufe  the  men, 
We  (hould  haue  coap't  withall. 

Bifbop    Go,  good  lord  Hajlings, 
And  ere  they  be  difmift,  let  them  march  by. 

Enter  Weftmerland. 

Prince.  I  truft  lords  we  fhal  lie  to  night  togither: 
Now  coofin,  wherefore  ftands  our  army  ftil  ? 

Weft.  The  leaders  hauing  charge  from  you  to  ftand, 
Wil  not  goe  ofi  vntil  they  heare  you  fpeake. 

Prince.  They  know  their  dueties. 

Enter  Haftings. 

Hajlings.  My  lord,  our  army  is  difperft  already, 
tike  youthfuU  fteeres  vnyoakt  they  take  their  courfes, 
Eaft,  weaft,  north,  fouth,  or  like  a  fchoole  broke  vp, 
Each  hurries  toward  his  home,  and  fporting  place. 

Weft.  Good  tidings  my  lord  Haftings.  for  the  which 
I  do  areft  thee  traitor  of  high  treafon, 
And  you  lord  archbifoop,  and  you  lord  Mowbray, 
Of  capitall  tteafon  I  attach  you  both. 

Mowbray.  Is  this  proceeding  iuft  and  honorable  ? 

Weft. 
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Weft.  Is  your  aflembly  fo  ? 

Bifbop.  Will  you  thus  breake  your  faith  ? 

Prince.  I  pawnde  thee  none, 
I  promtft  you  redrefle  of  thefe  fame  grieuances 
Whereof  you  did  complaine,  which  by  mine  honour 
I  will  performe,  with  a  mod  chriftian  care. 
But  for  you  rebels,  looke  to  tafte  the  due 
Meete  for  rebellion : 

Mod  fhallowly  did  you  thefe  armes  commence, 
Fondly  brought  heere,  and  foolifhly  fent  hence. 
Strike  vp  oifr  drummes,  purfae  the  fcattred  ftray : 
,CJod,  and  not  we,  hath  fafely  fought  to  day  : 
Some  guard  this  traitour  to  the  blocke  of  death,  * 
Treafoos  true  bed,  and  yeelder  vp  of  breath. 

Alarum.    Enter  Falftaffe.    Excurjions. 

Fa!.  Whats  your  name  fir,  of  what  condition  are  you,  and 
of  what  place  ? 

Cole.  I  am  a  knight 'fir,  and  my  name  is  Coleuile  of  the  dale. 

Fal.  Well  then,  Colleuile  is  your  name,  a  knight  is  your  de- 
gree, and  your  place  the  dale :  Coleuile  (hall  be  ftill  your  name, 
a  traitor  your  degree,  and  the  dungeon  your  place,  a  place 
deep  enough,  fo  (hall  you  be  (Ml  Colleuile  of  the  dale. 

Colle.  Are  not  you  fir  John  Falftaffe  ? 

Fal.  As  good  a  man  as  he  fir,  who  ere  I  am :  doe  ye  yeelde 
fir,  or  (hall  I  fweat  for  you  ?  if  I  doe  fweate,  they  are  the 
drops  of  thy  louers,  and  they  weepe  for  thy  death,  therefore 
rowze  vp  feare  and  trembling,   and  do  obferuance  to  my 

mercie. 

* 

Colle.  I  think  you  are  fir  John  Falftaffe,  and  in  that  thought 
yeelde  me. 

Fal.  I  haue  a  whole  fchool  of  tongues  in  this  belly  of  mine, 
and  not  a  tongue  of  them  all  fpeakes  any  other  word  but  my 
name,  and  I  had  but  a  belly  of  any  indifferencie,  I  were  limply 
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the  mod  aftiuc  fellow  la  Europe :  my  womb,  my  wombe,  my 
womb  vndoes  me,  heere  come9  our  generall. 

Enter  Iohn  Weftmerland,  and  the  reft.     Retraite. 

John.  The  heate  is  pad,  follow  no  further  now, 
Call  in  the  powers  good  coofin  Weftmerland. 
Now  Falflaffe,  where  haue  you  beene  all  this  while  ? 
When  euery  thing  is  ended,  then  you  come : 
Thefe  tardy  trickes  of  yours  wil  on  my  life 
One  time  or  other  breake  fome  gallowes  backe. 

Fa/.  I  would  bee  fory  my  lord,  but  it  rtioulde  bee  thus :  I 
neuer  knew  yet  but  rebuke  and  checke,  was  the  rewarde  of 
valor  :  do  you  thinke  me  a  fwallow,  an  arrow,  or  a  bullet? 
haue  I  in  my  poore  and  old  motion  the  expedition  of  thought? 
I  haue  fpeeded  hither  with  the  very  extreameft  inch  of  poffibi- 
'  lity,  I  haue  foundred  ninefcore  and  od  poftes,  and  here  trauell 
tainted  as  I  am,  haue  in  my  pure  and  immaculate  valour,  ta- 
ken fir  Iobn  Cofieuik  of  the  dale,  a  mod  furious  knight  and 
valorous  enemy,  but  what  of  that  ?  he  fawe  me,  and  yeelded, 
that  I  may  iuftly  fay  with  the  hooke-nofde  fellow  of  Rome, 
there  cofin,  I  came,  faw,  and  ouercame. 

Iobn.  It  was  more  of  his  curtefie  then  your  deferuing. 

Falji.  I  know  not,  here  he  is,  and  here  I  yeeld  him,  and  I 
befeech  your  grace  let  it  be  bookte  with  the  reft  of  this  daies 
deedes,  or  by  the  Lord,  I  will  haue  it  in  a  particular  ballad 
elfe,  with  mine  owne  pifture  on  the  top  on't,  (Coleuile  ki fling 
my  foote)  to  the  which  courfe,  if  I  bee  enforft,  if  you  doe 
not  all  (hew  like  guilt  twoo  pences  to  mee,  and  I  in  the  cleere 
flcie  of  fame,  ore-(hine  you  as  much  as  the  full  moone  doth 
the  cindars  of  the  element,  (which  ftiew  like  pinnes  heads  to 
her)  beleeue  not  the  worde  of  the  noble :  therefore  let  me 
haue  right,  and  let  defert  mount. 

Prince.  Thine's  too  heauy  to  mount. 

Fajfl.  Let  it  fliine  then. 

Prince* 
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Prince.  Thines  too  thkke  to  {hine. 

Falft.  Let  it  doe  fome  thing,  my  good  lord,  that  may  doe 
me  good,  and  call  it  what  you  will. 

Prince,  I*  thy  name  CoUeuile? 

Col.  It  is  my  lord. 

Prince.  A  famous  rebel!  art  thou  CoHeuile. 

Falft.  And  a  famous  true  fubieft  tooke  him. 

Col.  I  am  my  lord  but  as  my  betters  are, 
That  led  me  hither,  had  they  bin  rulde  by  me, 
You  fliould  haue  wonue  them  deerer  then  you  haue. 

Fal.  I  know  not  how  they  fold  themfeiues,  but  thou  like  a 
kind  fellow  gaueft  thy  felfe  away  gratis,  and  I  thanke  thee  for 
thee. 

Enter  Weflmerland. 

Prince.  Now,  haue  you  left  purfuit  ? 

Weft.  Retraite  is  made,  and  execution  ftayd. 

Prince.  Send  Colleuile  with  his  confederates 
>  To  Torkef  to  prefent  execution, 
Blunt  ieade  him  hence,  and  fee  you  guard  him  fure. 
And  now  difpatch  we  toward  the  court  my  lordes, 
I  heare  the  king  my  father  is  fore  fick, 
Our  newes  (hall  go  before  vs  to  his  maieftie, 
Which  cofm  you  flial  beare  to  comfort  him, 
And  we  with  fober  fpeede  will  follow  you. 

Falft.  My  lord,  I  befeech  you  giue  me  leaue  to  go  through 
Glofterjbire,  and  when  you  come  to  court,  Aand  my  good  lord 
in  your  good  report. 

Prince.  Fare  you  wel  Falftaffe,  I,  in  my  condition,  flul 
better  fpeake  of  you  then  you  deferue. 

Fal.  I  would  you  had  the  wit,  twere  better  thaa  yovr 
dukedome,  good  faith  this  fame  yong  fober  blopded  boy  doth 
not  loue  me,  nor  a  ma  canot  make  him  laugh,  but  thats  no 
maruel,  he  drinkes  no  wine,  theres  neucr  none  of  thefc  demure 
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boye$  come  to  any  proofe,  for  thin  drinke  doth  fo  oner-coole 
theyr  blood,  and  making  many  fifh  meales,  that  they  fall  into 
a  kind  of  male  greene  ficknes,  and  then  when  they  many,  they 
gette  wenches,  they  are  generally  fooles  and  cowards,  which 
fome  of  vs  fhould  be  too,  but  for  inflammation :  a  good  fherri* 
facke  hath  a  two  fold  operation  in  it,  it  afcendes  mee  into  .the 
braine,  dries  me  there  all  the  foolifli,  and  dull,  and  crudy  va- 
pors which  enuirone  it,  makes  it  apprehenfiue,  quicke,  for- 
getiue,  full  of  nimble,  fiery,  and  delegable  ftapes,  which  de- 
liuered  ore  to  the  voyce,  the  tongue,  which  is  the  birth,  be- 
comes excellent  wit.  The  fecond  property  of  your  excellent 
(herris,  is  the  warming  of  the  blood,  which  before  (cold  and 
fetled)  left  the  lyuer  white  and  pale,  which  is  the  badge  of  pa- 
filanimitie  and  cowardize :  but  the  fherris  warmes  it,  and 
makes  it  courfe  from  the' inwards  to  the  partes  extreames,  it 
illumineth  the  face,  which  as  a  beakon,  giues  warning  to  al 
the  reft  of  this  little  kingdom  man  to  arme,  and  then  the 
vitall  commoners,  and  inland  petty  fpirits,  raufter  me  all  to 
their  captaine,  the  heart :  who  great  and  pufft  vp  with  this 
retinew,  doth  any  deed  of  courage :  and  this  valour  comes  of 
fherris,  fo  that  (kill  in  the  weapon  is  nothing  without  facke, 
(for  that  fets  it  aworke)  and  learning  a  meere  whoord  of  gold 
Jcept  by  a  diuell,  till  facke  commences  it,  and  fets  it  in  aft 
and  vfe.  Hereof  comes  it,  that  prince  Harry  is  valiant,  for 
the  cold  blood  he  did  naturally  inhetfte  of  his  father,  he  hath 
like  leane,  fterile,  and  bare  land,  manured,  hufbanded  and 
tilld,  with  excellent  endeuour  of  drinking  good  and  good  ftore 
of  fertile  (herris,  that  he  is  become  very  hote  and  valiant.  If 
I  had  a  thoufand  fonnes,  the  firft  humane  principle  I  would 
teach  them,  (hould  be,  to  forfweare  thin  potations,  and  to 
addift  themfelues  to  facke.     How  now  Bardolfc  ? 


Enter  Bardolfe. 
Bar.  The  army  is  difcharged  all,  and  gone. 
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Fal.  Let  them  goe,  He  through  Glqfier/bire9  and  there  will 
I  vifit  M.  Robert  Shallow  efquire,  I  haue  htm  already  tempring 
betweene  my  finger  and  my  thumb,  and  fhortly  will  I  fealc 
with  him,  come  away. 

Enter  the  king,  Warwike,  Kent,  Thomas  Juke  of  Clarence, 
Humphrey  gf  Gloucefter. 

King.  Now  lords,  if  God  doth  giue  fucceflefull  end, 
To  this  debate  that  bleedeth  at  our  doores, 
We  will  our  youth  leade  on  to  higher  fields, 
And  draw  no  fwords  but  what  are  fan&ified  t 
Our  nauie  is  addrcft,  our  power  collected, 
Our  fubflitutes  in  abfence  wel  inuefted, 
And  euery  thing  lies  leuell  to  our  with, 
Only  we  want  a  little  perfonal  ftrength : 
And  pawfe  vs  til  thefe  rebels  now  afoote, 
Come  vnderneath  the  yoke  of  gouernment.  . 

War.  Both  which  we  doubt  not,  but  your  maiefty 
Shal  foone  enioy.  <« 

King*  Humphrey  my  fonne  of  Glofier,  where  is  the  prince 
your  brother  ? 

Glo.  I  thinke  hees  gone  to  hunt,  my  lord,  at  JVmfor. 

King.  And  how  accompanied  ? 

Glo.  I  do  not  know,  my  lord. 

King.  Is  not  his  brother  Thomas  of  Clarence  with  him  ? 

Glo.  No,  my  good  lord,  he  is  in  prefence  here. 

Clar.  What  would  my  lord  and  father  ? 

Kin.  Nothing  but  well  to  thee  Thomas  of  Clarence$ 
How  chance  thou  art  not  with  the  prince  thy  brother  ? 
He  loues  thee,  and  thou  doft  negleft  him,  Thomas, 
Thou  haft  a  better  place  in  his  afie&ion 
Then  all  thy  brothers,  cherrifti  it  my  boy : 
And  noble  offices  thou  maift  effeft 
Of  mediation  after  I  am  dead, 
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BetWeene  his  greatnefle  and  thy  other, brethren  5 

Therefore  omit  him  not,  blunt  not  his  loue, 

Nor  loofe  the  good  aduantage  of  his  grace, 

By  Teeming  cold,  or  carelefle  of  his  will, 

For  he  is  gracious  if  he  be  obferu'de, 

He  hath  a  teare  for  pittie,  and  a  hand, 

Open  as  day  for  meeting  charitie, 

Yet  notwithftanding  being  incenft,  he  is  flint, 

As  humorous  as  winter,  and  as  fodaine 

As  flawes  congealed  in  the  fpring  of  day : 

His  temper  therefore  muft  be  well  obferu'd, 

Chide  him  for  faults,  and  do  it  reuerently, 

When  you  perceiue  his  bloud  inclind  to  mirth  3 

But  being  moody,  giue  hhn  time  and  fcope, 

Till  that  his  paffions,  like  a  whale  on  ground 

Confound  themfelues  with  working,  learne  this  Thomas, 

And  thou  (halt  proue  a  fhelter  to  thy  friends, 

A  hoope  of  gold  to  binde  thy  brothers  in, 

That  the  vnit^d  veflell  of  their  bloud, 

(Mingled  with  venomcoffuggeftion, 

As  force  perforce,  the  age  will  powre  it  in,) 

Shall  neuer  leake,  though  it  doe  worke  as  ftrong, 

As  aconitum,  or  ra(h  gunpowder. 

Cla.  I  (hall  obferue  him  with  all  care  and  loue. 

King.  Why  art  thou  not  at  Winfore  with  him  Thomas  ? 

Tho.  He  is  not  there  to  day,  he  dines  to  London. 

King.  And  how  accompanied  ? 

Tho.  With  Poines,  and  other  his  continuall  followers. 

King.  Mofl  fubieft  is  th^  fatteft  foyle  to  weeds, 
And  he,  the  noble  image  of  my  youth, 
Is  ouer/pread  with  them,  therefore  my  griefe 
Stretches  it  felfe  beyond  the  howre  of  death : 
The  bloud  weepes  from  my  heart  when  I  do  fhape, 
In  formes  imaginary,  th'nnguyded  daies, 

Vol.  II.  N  a  And 
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And  rotten  times  that  you  (hall  looke  vpon, 
When  I  am  Beeping  with  my  aunceftors : 
For  when  his  head-ftrong  riot  hath  no  curbef 
When  rage  and  hot  bloud  are  his  counfellors, 
When  meanes  and  lauifti  manners  meete  together, 
Oh  with  what  wings  (hall  his  affeftionsflie, 
Towards  fronting  peril  and  oppofde  decay  ? 
,  War.  My  gracious  lord,  you  looke  beyond  him  quite, 
The  prince  butftudies  his  companions, 
Like  a.  Orange  tongue  wherein  to  gaine  the  language : 
Tis  needfull  that  the  moft  immodeft  word, 
Be  lookt  vpon  and  learnt,  which  once  attaind, 
Your  highnefle  knowes  comes  to  no  further  vfc, 
But  to  be  knowne  and  hated :  fo,  like  groflc  termes, 
The  prince  will  in  the  perfe&nefle  of  time, 
iCaft  off  his  followers,  and  their  memory 
Shall  as  a  pattern,  or  a  meafure  line, 
By  which  his  grace  muft  mete  the  hues  of  other, 
Turning  paft-euils  to  aduantages. 

King.  Tis  feldome  when  the  bee  doth  leaue  her  comb, 
In  the  dead  carion :  who's  here,  Wefimtrland? 

Enter  Weftmerland. 

Weft.  Health  to  my  foueraigne,  and  new  happwed* 
Added  to  that  that  I  am  to  deliuer, 
Prince  Iohn  your  fonne  doth  kifle  your  graces  hand. 
Mowbray y  the  bifhop,  Scroope,  Hqftmgs,  and  al, 
Are  brought  to  the  correction  of  your  law  : 
There  is  not  now  a  rebels  fword  vnfheathd, 
But  peace  puts  forth  her  oliue  euery  where, 
The  manner  how  this  aftion  hath  bin  borne. 
Here  at  more  leifure  may  your  highnefle  readc, 
With  euery  courfe  in  his  particular. 
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King.  O  JVeftmerland,  thou  art  a  fummer  bird, 
Which  cuer  in  the  haunch  of  winter  Zings 
The  lifting  vp  of  day :  looke  heres  more  newes. 

Enter  Harcor. 

Hare.  From  enemies,  heauens  keep  your  maiefty, 
And  when  they  ftand  againft  yon,  may  they  fail 
As  thofe  that  I  am  come  to  tell  yon  of : 
The  eark  Northumberland,  and  the*  lord  Bardoffr, 
With  a  great  power  of  Englifb,  and  of  Scots, 
Are  by  the  (hrieue  oiTbrkfbire  ouerthrowne, 
The  manner,  and  true  order  of  the  fight, 
This  packet,  pleafe  it  you,  containes  at  large. 

JG.  And  wherfore  fhould  thefe  good  news  make  meficke? 
Will  fortune  neuer  come  with  both  hands  full* 
But  wet  her  fiiire  words  ftil  in  fouleft  termes  ? 
She  either  giues  a  ftomach,  and  no  foode, 
Such  are  the  poore  in  health :  or  elfe  a  feaft, 
And  takes  away  the  ftomach,  fuch  are  the  rich 
That  haue  aboundance,  and  enioy  it  not : 
I  ihould  reioyce  now  at  this  happy  newes, 
And  now  my  fight  failes,  and  my  braine  is  giddy, 
O  me,  come  neare  me,  now  I  am  much  ill. 

Hum\  Comfort  your  maiefty. 

Clar.  O  my  royall  father  ! 

Weft.  My  foueraigne  lord,  cheere  vp  your  felfe,  look  vp, 

War.  Be  patient  princes,  you  do  know  thefe  fits 
Are  with  his  highnefle  very  ordinary. 
Stand  from  him,  giue  him  ayre,  heel  ftraight  be  wel. 

Clar.  No,  no,  he  cannot  long  hold  out  thefe  pangs, 
Th'inceflaflt  care  and  labour  of  his  mind, 
Hath  wrought  the  mure  that  Ihould  confine  it  in, 
So  thin  that  life  lookes  through. 

Nn  %  Hum* 
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Hum.  The  people  feare  me,  for  they  do  obferue 
Vnfather'd  heires,  and  lothly  births  of  nature, 
The  feafons  change  their  manners,  as  the  yeere 
Hath  found  fome  moneths  a  fleepe,  and  leapt  them  oner. 

Clar.  Theriuer  hath  thrice  flowed,  no  ebbe  between, 
And  the  old  folk,  (times  doting  chronicles,) 
Say,  it  did  fo  a  little  time  before 
That  our  great  graodfire  Edward,  fickt  and  died. 

War.  Speake  lower,  princes,  for  the  king  recouerc. 

Hum.  This  apoplexi  wil  certaioe  be  his  end* 

King.  I  pray  you  take  me  vp,  and  beare  me  hence, 
Into  fome  other  chamber. 
Let  there  be  no  noyfe  made,  py  gentle  friends, 
Vnlefle  fome  dull  and  fauourable  hand 
Will  whifper  mufique  to  my  weary  fpirite. 

War.  Call  for  the  mufique  in  the  other  roome. 

King.  Set  me  the  crowne  vpon  my  pillow  here. 

Clar.  His  eie  is  hollow,  and  he  changes  much. 

War.  Lefle  noyfe,  lefle  noyfe. 

Enter  Harry. 

Prince.  Who  faw  the  duke  of  Clarence  ? 

Clar.  I  am  here  brother,  ful  of  heauinefle. 

Prince.  How  now,  raine  within  doores,  and  none  abroad? 
How  doth  the  king  ? 

Hum.  Exceeding  ill. 

Prince.  Heard  he  the  good  newes  yet  ?  tell  it  him. 

Hum.  He  altred  much  vpon  the  hearing  it. 

Prince.  If  he  be  ficke  with  ioy,  heele  recouer  without  phi- 
ficke. 

War.  Not  fo  much  noyfe  my  lords,  fweete  prince,  fpeake 
lowe,  the  king  your  father  is  difpofde  to  fleepe. 

Cla.  Let  vs  withdraw  into  the  other  roome. 

War.  Wilt  pleafe  your  grace  to  go  along  with  vs  ? 

Prince. 
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Prince.  No,  I  wil  fit  and  watch  heere  by  the  king. 
Why  doth  the  crowne  He  there  vpon  his  pillow, 
Being  fo  trouWefomc  a  bedfellow  ? 
O  polifht  perturbation  !  golden  care  ! 
That  keepft  the  ports  of  Dumber  open  wide 
To  many  a  watchfull  night,  fleepe  with  it  now ! 
Yet  not  fo  found,  and  haJfe  fo  deeply  fweete, 
As  he  whofe  brow  (with  homely  biggen  bound) 
Snores  out  the  watch  of  night.     O  maieftie ! 
When  thou  doft  pinch  thy  bearer,  thou  doft  fit 
Like  a  rich  armour  worne  in  heate  of  day, 
That  fcaldft  with  fafty  (by  his  gates  of  breath) 
There  lies  a  dawlny  feather  which  (Mrs  not, 
Did  he  fufpire,  that  light  and  weightlefle  dowlne 
Perforce  mult  moue  my  gracious  lord  my  father : 
This  fleepe  is  found  kideede,  this  is  a  fteepe, 
That  from  this  golden  rigoll  hath  diuorft 
So  many  Englijb  kings,  thy  deaw  from  me, 
Is  teares  and  heauy  forowes  of  the  blood, 
Which  nature,  loue,  and  filiall  tendernefle 
Shall  (O  deare  father)  pay  thee  plenteoufly : 
My  due  from  thee  is  this  imperiall  crowne, 
Which  as  immediate  from  thy  place  and  blood, 
Deriues  it  felfe  to  me :  loe  where  it  fits, 
Which  God  thai  guard,  and  put  the  worlds  whole  ftrength 
Into  one  giant  arme,  it  lhal  not  force, 
This  lineal  honor  from  me,  this  from  thee 
Will  I  to  mine  leaue,  as  tis  left  to  me.  Exit. 

Enter  Warwicke,  Gloucefter,  Clarence. 

King.  Warwicke,  Gloucefter,  Clarence* 

Clar.  Doth  the  king  cal? 

War.  What  would  your  maieftie  ? 

King*  Why  did  you  leaue  me  here  alone,  my  lords  i 

No  j  Cla. 
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Cla.  We  left  the  prince  my  brother  here  my  liege,  who  rn- 
dertooke  to  fit  and  w^tch  by  you. 

King.  The  prince  of  Wales,  where  is  he  i  Jet  me  fee  him : 
he  is  not  here.  < 

War.  This  doore  is  open,  he  is  gone  this  way. 

Hum .  He  came  not  through  the  chamber  where  we  ftaide. 

King.  Where  is  the  crowne  ?  who  tooke  it  from  my  pillow? 

War.  When  we  withdrew,  my  liege,  we  left  it  here. 

King.  The  prince  hath  tape  it  hence,  go  feeke  him  out  s 
Is  he  fo  haftie,  that  he  doth  fuppofe  my  fleepe  my  death  ? 
Finde  him,  my  lord  of  Wanuicke,  chide  him  hither. 
This  part  of  his  conioynes  with  my  difeafe, 
And  helps  to  end  me :  fee,  fonnes,  what  things  you  are, 
How  quickly  nature  falls  into  reuolt, 
When  gold  becomes  her  obieft  ? 
For  this,  the  foolilh  ouer-carefull  fathers 
Haue  broke  their  fleepe  with  thoughts, 
-  Their  braines  with  care,  their  bones  with  induftry  : 
For  this  they  haue  ingrofled  and  pilld  vp, 
The  cankred  heapes  of  ftrange  atcheeued  gold : 
For  this  they  haue  beene  tfroughtfull  to  tnueft 
Their  fonnes  with  arts  and  martiall  exercifes,  " 
When  like  the  jjee  toling  from  euery  flojver, 
Our  thigh,  packt  with  waxe,  our  mouthes  with  hoof f 
We  bring  it  to  the  hiue:  and  like  the  bee^, 
Aremurdred  for  our  paines,  tfiis  bitter  tafte 
Yeelds  his  engroflemenp  to  the  epding  father, 
Now  where  is  he  that  will  not  flay  £>  long, 
Till  his  friend  ficknefle  hands  determind  me, 

Enter  Warwlcke. 

War.  My  lord,  I  found  the  prince  in  the  mat  mom^ 
Walhing  with  kindly  teares,  his  gentle  cbeekfit, 
With  furcfc  *  deepe  demeanour  in  groat  ibrrow. 
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That  tyranny,  which  aeuer  quaft  but  blond, 
Would  by  beholding  him,  haue  waflit  his  knife, 
With  gentle  eie-drops,  hee  is  comming  hither. 

Enter  Harry. 

King.  Bnt  wherefore  did  he  take  away  the  crowne  ? 
Loe  where  he  comes,  come  hither  to  me  Harry, 
Depart  the  chamber,  leaue  vs  here  alone.  Exeunt. 

Harry.  I  neuer  thought  to  heare  you  fpeake  againe. 

King.  Thy  wi(h  was  father  (Harry,)  to  that  thought 
I  ftay  too  long  by  thee,  I  weary  thee, 
Doft  thou  fo  hunger  for  mine  emptie  chaire, 
That  thou  wilt  needes  inueft  thee  with  my  honors, 
Before  thy  howre  be  ripe !  Q  foolifh  youth, 
Thou  feekft  the  greatnefle  that  will  ouerwhelme  thee, 
Stay  but  a  little,  for  my  clowd  of  dignity 
Is  held  frdtn  falling  with  fo  weake  a  wind, 
That  it  will  quickly  drop :  my  day  is  dim, 
Thou  haft  ftolne  that,  which  after  fome  few  houres, 
Were  thine,  without  offence,  and  at  my  death, 
Thou  haft  feald  vp  my  expectation, 
Thy  life  did  manifeft  thou  lou'dft  me  not, 
And  thou  wilt  haue  me  die,  aflurde  of  it, 
Thou  hidft  a  thoufand  daggers  in  thy  thoughts, 
Whom  thou  haft  whetted  on  thy  ftony  heart, 
To  ftab  at  halfe  an  hower  of  my  life. 
What,  canft  thou  not  forbeare  me  halfe  an  hower  ? 
Then  get  thee  gone,  and  digge  my  graue  thy  felfe^ 
And  bid  the  mery  bells  ring  to  thine  care, 
That  thou  art  crowned,  not  that  I  am  dead : 
Let  all  the  teares  that  fliould  bedew  my  hearfe 
Be  drops  of  balme,  to  fan&ifie  thy  head, 
Only  compound  me  with  forgotten  daft. 
Giue  that  which  gaue  thee  life,  vnto  the  wormes, 

N  a  4  Pluck* 
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Plucke  downe  my  officers,  breake  my  decrees, 

For  now  a  time  is  come  to  mocke  at  forme : 

Harry  the  fift  is  crownd,  vp  vanitie, 

Downe  royall  ftate,  all  you  fage  counfailers,  hence, 

And  to  the  Englifb  court  aflemble  now 

From  euery  region,  apes  of  idlenefTe : 

Now  neighbour  confines,  purge  you  of  your  fcumma 

Haue  you  a  ruffin  that  will  fweare,  drinke,  daunce, 

Reuell  the  night,  rob,  murder,  and  commit 

The  oldeft  finnes,  the  neweft  kind  of  waies? 

Be  happy,  he  will  trouble  you  no  more, 

England  (hzl  double  gild  his  trebble  gilt, 

England  fhall  giue  him  office,  honour,  might : 

From  the  fift  Harry,  from  curbd  licence,  plucks 

The  muflel  of  reftraint,  and  the  wild  dogge 

Shal  flefti  his  tooth  on  euery  innocent. 

O  my  poore  kingdome !  ficke  with  ciuill  blowes  : 

When  that  my  care  could  not  withhold  thy  riots, 

What  wilt  thou  do  when  riot  is  thy  care  ? 

O  thou  wilt  be  a  wildernefle  againe,    ' 

Peopled  with  woolues,  thy  old  inhabitants. 

Prince.  O  pardon  me,  my  liege,  but  for  my  teares, 
The  moid  impediments  vnto  my  fpeech, 
J  had  foreftald  this  deere  and  deep  rebuke, 
Ere  you  with  griefe  had  fpoke,  and  I  had  heard 
The  courfe  of  it  fo  far :  there  is  your  crowne  s 
And  he  that  weares  the  crowne  immortally, 
Long  gard  it  yours :  if  I  affeft  it  more, 
Then  as  your  honour,  and  as  your  renowne, 
Let  me  no  more  from  this  obedience  rife, 
Which  my  moft'inward  true  and  duteous  fpirit, 
Teacheth  this  proftrafe  and  exterior  bending, 
God  witnefle  with  me.     When  I  here  came  in, 
And  found  ao  cpurfe  of  breath  within  your  maiefty, 

How 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


Henry  the  Fourth, 

How  cold  it  ftrooke  my  heart !  if  I  do  faine, 

0  let  me  in  my  prefent  wildnefle  die. 

And  neuer  liue  to  (hew  th'incredulous  world, 
The  noble  change  that  I  haue  purpofed.    . 
Comming  to  looke  on  yon,  thinking  you  dead, 
And  dead  almoft,  my  liege,  to  thinke  you  were, 

1  fpake  vnto  this  crowne  as  hauing  fence, 

And  thus  vpbraided  it :  the  care  on  thee  depending, 

Hath  fed  vpon  the  body  of  my  father, 

Therefore  thou  bed  of  gold,  art  worfe  then  gold, 

Other  lefle  fine,  in  karrat  more  precious, 

Preferring  life  in  medcine  potable  : 

But  thou,  moil  fine,  moil  honourd,  moil  renown'd, 

Haft  eate  thy  bearer  vp:  thus  my  moil  royall  liege, 

Accufing  it,  I  put  it  on  my  head, 

To  trie  with  it  as  with  an  enemy, 

That  had  before  my  face  murdered  my  father, 

The  quarrell  of  a  true  inheritour, 

But  if  it  did  infeft  my  bloud  with  ioy, 

Or  fwell  my  thoughts  to  any  ilraine  of  pride, 

If  any  rebel  or  vaine  fpirit  of  mine, 

Did  with  the  lead  affe&ion  of  a  welcome, 

Giue  entertainement  to  the  might  of  it, 

Let  God  for  euer  keep  it  from  my  head, 

And  make  me  as  the  pooreil  vaflaile  is, 

That  doth  with  aw  and  terror  kneele  to  it. 

King.  God  put  in  thy  mind  to  take  it  hence, 
That  thou  mightft  win  the  more  thy  fathers  loue, 
Pleading  fo  wifely  in  excufe  of  it : 
Come  hither  Harry  ,  fit  thou  by  my  bed, 
And  heare  (I  thinke)  the  very  lateft  counfaile 
That  euer  I  flial  breathe.    God  koowes  (my  fonne) 
By  what  by-paths,  and  indireft  crookt  waies, 
I  met  this  crowne,  and  I  my  felfe  know  well, 
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How  troublefome  it  (ate  vpon  my  head  : 

To  thee  it  (hall  defcend  with  better  quiet, 

Better  opinion,  better  confirmation, 

For  al  the  foyle  of  the  atchieuement  goes, 

With  me  into  the  earth,  it  fcemd  in  me. 

But  as  an  honor  fnatcht  with  boiftrous  hand, 

And  I  had  many  liuing  to  vpbraide 

My  gaine  of  it,  by  their  afiiftances, 

Which  daily  grew  to  qqarrell  and  to  bioudftied, 

Wounding  fjippofed  peace  s  all  thefe  bold  feaies 

Thon  feed  with  perill  I  haue  anfwerd : 

For  all  my  raigne  hath  beene  but  a*  a  fcene, 

Ailing  that  argument :  and  now  my  death 

Changes  the  mood,  for  what  in  me  was  purchaft, 

Fals  vpon  thee  in  a  more  fairer  fort. 

So  thou  the  garland  wearft  fuceeffiuely, 

Yet  though  thou  ftandft  more  fure  then  I  could  do, 

Thou  art  not  firme  enough,  fince  griefes  are  greene, 

And  all  thy  friends  which  thou  muft  make  thy  friends, 

Haue  but  their  flings  and  teeth  newly  tane  out : 

By  whofe  fell  working  I  was  firft  aduaunft, 

And  by  whofe  power  I  well  might  lodge  a  feare 

To  be  agalne  difplacde :  which  to  auoyde,' 

I  cut  them  off,  and  had  a  purpofe,  now 

To  leade  out  manie  to  the  Hofy  Land, 

Left  reft,  and  lying  Ail,  ought  make  them  looke, 

Toonearevntomyftate:  therefore,  my  Harry, 

Be  it  thy  coyrfe  to  bufie  giddie  mindes 

With  forraine  quarrells,  that  aftion  hence  borne  out, 

May  wafte  the  memory  of  the  former  dayes. 

More  would  I,  but  my,  lungs  are  wailed  fo, 

That  ftrength  of  fpeech  is  vtterly  denied  me : 

How  I  came  by  the  crowne,  O  God  forgiue, 

And  grant  it  may  with  thee  in  true  peace  liue. 
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Prince.  You  won  it,  wore  it,  kept  it,  gaue  it  me, 
Then  plaiae  and  right  muft  my  pofieffion  be, 
Which  I  with  more. then  with  a  common  paine, 
Gainft  alt  the  world  will  rightfully  maintains. 

Enter  Lancafter. 

King.  Looke,  looke,  here  comes  my  John  of  Lancafter, 

Lane.  Health,  peace,  and  happinefle  to  my  royall  father. 

King.  Thou  bringft  me  happinefle  and  peace  fonne  loin, 
But  health  (alacke)  with  youthfull  wings  is  flowne 
From  this  bare  witherd  trunke :  vpon  thy  fight, 
My  worldly  bufines  makes  a  period  t 
Where  is  my  lord  of  Warwicke  ? 

Prince.  My  lord  of  Warwicke. 

King.  Doth  any  name  perticular  belong 
Vnto  the  lodging  where  I  firft  did  fwound  i 

War.  Tis  cald  Urufakm,  my  noble  lord. 

King.  Land  be  to  God,  euen  there  my  life  muft  end, 
It  hath  bin  prophecide  to  me  many  yeares, 
I  ftiould  not  die,  but  in  lerufakm, 
Which  vainely  I  fuppofde  the  Holy  Lands 
But  beare  me  to  that  chamber,  there  He  lie, 
In  that  lerufakm  (hall  Harry  die. 

Enter  Shallow,  Falftaflfe,  and  BardoUe. 

Shal.  By  cock  and  pie  fir,  you  fhal  not  away  to  night, 
vhat  Dauy  I  fay  ? 

Falft.  You  muft  excufe  me  mafter  Robert  Sbalbp. 

Shot.  I  will  not  excufe  you,  you  (hall  not  be  excufde,  ex- 
cufes  ihall  not  be  admitted,  there  is  no  excufe  fhall  ferye,  yo«. 
Ihall  not  be  excufde :  v/hy  Dauy. 

Dauy.  Here  fir. 
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Shal.  Dauy,  Dauy,  Dauy,  Dauy,  let  me  fee  Dairy,  let  me 
fee  Dauy,  let  me  fee,  yea  mary  William  cooke,  bid  him  come 
hither,  fir  Iohn,  you  (hal  not  be  excufed. 

Dauy.  Mary  fir  thus,  thofe  precepts  can  not  be  ferued,  and 
againe  fir,  (hal  we  fow  the  hade  land  with  wheate  ? 

Shal.  With  red  wheat  Dauy,  but  for  William  cookc  are 
there  no  yong  pigeons  > 

Dauy.  Tes  fir,  here  is  now  the  fmiths  note  for  (booing  and 
plow-yrons. 

Shal.  Let  it  be  caft  and  payed :  fir  John,  you  fhal  not  be 
excufed. 

Dauy.  Now  fir,  a  new  lincke  to  the  bucket  muft  needes  be 
had :  and  fir,  do  you  meane  to  ftop  any  of  Williams  wages, 
about  the  facke  he  loft  at  Hunkly  faire  ? 

Shal.  A  (hall  anfwer  it :  fume  pigeons  Dauy,  a  couple  of 
(hort  legg'd  hens,  a  ioynt  of  mutton,  and  any  pretty  little  tinie 
kick-(hawes,  tell  William  cooke. 

Dauy.  Doth  the  man  of  warre  (lay  all  night  fir  ? 

Shal.  Yea  Dauy,  I  will  vfe  him  well,  a  friend  i*tb  court  b 
better  then  a  penie  in  purfe :  vfe  his  men  wel  Dauy,  for  they 
are  arrant  knaues,  and  will  backbite. 

Dauy.  No  worfe  then  they,  are  back-bitten  fir,  for  they 
haue  maruailes  foule  linnen. , 

Shal.  Well  conceited  Dauy,  about  thy  bufinefle  Dauy. 

Dauy.  I  befeech  you  fir  to  countenance  William  Vifor  of 
Woncote  againft  Clement  Perkes  a'th  hill. 

Sha.  There  is  many  complaints  Dauy  againft  that  Vijor, 
that  Vifor  is  an  arrant  knaue  on  my  knowledge. 

Dany.  I  graunt  your  worfhip  that  he  is  a  knaue  fir :  but 
yet  God  forbid  fir,  but  a  knaue  (houid  haue  fame  countenance 
at  his  friends  requeft,  an  honeft  man  fir  is  able  to  fpeake  for 
himfelfe,  when  a  knaue  is  not :  I  haue  ferude  your  wodhip 
truly  fir  this  eight  yeares,  and  I  cannot  once,  or  twice  in  a 
quarter  beare  out  a  knaue  againft  an  honeft  man,  I  haue  lide 
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credit  with  your  worfhip :  the  koaue  is  mine  honeft  friend  firf 
therfore  I  befeech  you  let  him  be  countenaunft. 

Shal.  Go  to  I  fay,  he  (hal  haue  no  wrong,  look  about  Da- 
uy :  where  are  you  fir  John  ?  come,  come,  come,  off  with 
your  boots,  giue  me  your  hand  matter  Bardolfe. 

Bard.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  worfhip. 

Shal.  I  fhanke  thee  with  my  heart  kind  matter  Bardolfe,  and 
welcome  my  tall  fellow,  come  fir  John. 

Falft.  He  follow  you  good  maifter  Robert  Shallow :  Bar- 
dolfe,  looke  to  our  horfes :  if  I  were  fawed  into  quantities,  I 
fhould  make  foure  dozen  of  fuch  herded  hermites  ttaues  as 
maifter  Shallow :  it  is  a  wonderful  thing  to  fee  the  fembtable 
coherence  of  his  mens  fpirits,  and  his,,  they,  by  obferuing  him, 
do  beare  themfelues  like  foolifti  iuftices :  hee,  by  conuerfing 
with  them,  is  turned  into  a  iuftice-like  feruiugman,  their  fpi- 
rits are  fo  married  in  coniunftion,  with  the  participation  of  fo. 
ciety,  that  they  flocke  together  in  confent,  like  fo  many  wild* 
geefe.     If  I  had  a  fuite  to  matter  Shallow,  I  would  humour 
his  meii  with  the  imputation,  of  beeing  neere  their  maitter :  if 
to  his  men,  I  would  curry  with  maitter  Shallow,  that  no  man 
could  better  commaund  his  feruants.  It  is  certaine,  that  eyther 
wife  bearing,  or  ignorant  cariage  is  caught,  as  men  take  dif- 
eafes  one  of  another :  therefore  let  men  take  heede  of  their  com" 
pany.  I  will  deuife  matter  enough  out  of  this  Shallow,  tokeepe 
prince  Harry  in  contiauall  laughter,  the  wearing  out  of  fixe 
faftiions,  which  is  foure  termes,  or  two  aftions,  and  a  flial 
laugh  without  interuallums.     O  it  is  much  that  a  lie,  with  a 
flight  oathe,  and  a  ieft,  with  a  fad  browe,  will  doe  with  a 
fellow  that  neuer  had  the  ach  in  his  fhoulders :  O  you  fhall  foe 
him  laugh  til  his  face  be  like  a  wet  cloake  ill  laide  vp. 
Shal.  Sir  Iohn. 
Faljl.  I  come  maifter  Shallow,  I  come  matter  Shallow. 

pnter 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


The  Second  Part  op 

Entir  Warwike,  duke  Humphrey,  L.  chief*  iujlice,  Thomaa 
Clarence,  prince  Iohn,-  Weftmerland. 

War.  How  now,  my  lofd  chiefe  iuffice,  whither  away? 

Iuft.  How  doth  the  king  ? 

War.  Exceeding  well,  his  cares  are  now  all  ended. 

Iuft.  I  hope  not  dead. 

War.  Hees  walkt  the  way  of  nature, 
And  to  our  purpofes  he  Hues  no  more. 

Iuft.  I  would  his  maieftie  had  calid  me  with  him : 
The  feruice  that  I  truely  did  his  life, 
Hath  left  me  open  to  all  iniuries. 

War.  Indeede  I  thinke  the  yong  king  loues  you  dot. 

Iuft.  I  know  he  doth  not,  and  do  arme  my  felfe 
To  welcome  the  condition  of  the  time, 
Which  cannot  looke  more  hideoufly  vpon  me, 
Than  I  haue  drawne  it  in  my  fantafie. 

Enter  Iohn,  Thomas,  and  Humphrey. 

War.  Heere  come  the  heauy  iflue  of  dead  Harry : 
O  that  the  liuing  Harry  had  the  temper 
Of  he,  the  worft  of  thefe  three  gentlemen ! 
How  many  nobles  then  fliould  holde  their  places, 
That  mud  ftrike  faile  to  fpirites  of  vile  fort  ? 

Iuft.  O  God,  I  feare  all  will  be  ouer-turnd. 

Iohn.  Good  morrow  coofin  IVarwicke,  good  morrow. 

Prin.  Ambo.  Good  morrow  coofin. 

Iohn.  We  meete  like  men  that  had  forgot  to  fpeake. 

War.  We  do  remember,  but  our  argument 
Is  all  too  heauy  to  admit  much  talke. 

Iohn.  Well,  peace  be  with  him  that  hath  made  vs  heauy. 

Iuft.  Peace  be  with  vs,  left  we  be  hcauier. 

Humph. 
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Humph.  O  good  my  lord,  you  haue  loft  a  friend  indeede. 
And  I  dare  fweare  you  borrow  not  that  face 
Of  feeming  forrow,  it  is  fure  your  owne. 

John.  Though  no  man  be  aflurde  what  grace  to  finde. 
You  ftand  in  coldeft  expe&ation, 
I  am  the  forier,  would  twere  otherwife. 

Cla.  Well,  you  muft  now  fpeake  fir  loin  Faf/taffe  faire, 
Which  fwimmes  againft  your  ftreame  of  quallitie. 

Iu/t.  Sweet  princes,  what  I  did,  I  did  in  honor. 
Led  by  th'impartiall  conduft  of  my  foule. 
And  neuer  (hall  you  fee  that  I  will  begge 
A  ragged  and  foreftald  remiffion, 
If  truth  and  upright  innocencie  faile  me. 
lie  to  the  king  my  maifter  that  is  dead, 
And  tell  him  who  hath  fent  me  after  him. 

Enter  the  prince  and  Blunt. 

War.  Here  comes  the  prince. 

lufi.  Good  morrow,  and  God  faue  your  maiertie. 

Prince.  This  new  and  gorgeous  garment  maiefty 
Sits  not  foeafie  on  me,  as  you  thinke : 
Brothers,  you  mixt  your  fadnefle  with  fome  feare, 
This  is  the  Engli/b,  not  the  Turkifb  court, 
Not  Amurath  an  Amurath  fucceedes, 
But  Harry  Harry :  yet  be  fad,  good  brothers, 
'   For  by  my  faith  it  very  well  becomes  you : 
Sorrow  fo  royally  in  you  appeares, 
That  I  will  deeply  put  the  faftiion  on, 
And  weare  it  in  my  heart :  why  then  be  fad, 
But  entertains  no  more  of  it,  good  brothers 
Then  a  ioynt  burden  layd  vpon  r$  all, 
For  me,  by  heauen  (I  bid  you  be  aflurde) 
lie  be  your  father,  and  your  brother  too, 
Let  me  but  bcare  your  loue,  lie  beare  your  cares : 
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Yet  wcepc  that  Harries  dead,  and  fo  will  I, 
But  Harry  liues,  that  flial  conuert  thofc  teares 
By  number  into  howres  of  happinefle. 

Bro.  We  hope  no  otherwife  from  your  maiefty. 

Prince.  You  al  looke  ftrangely  on  me,  and  you  moil, 
You  are  I  thinke  afllirde  I  loue  you  not. 

Iuft.  I  am  aflurde,  if  I  be  meafurde  rightly, 
Your  maiefly  hath  no  iuft  caufe  to  hate  me. 

Prince.  No  ?  how  might  a  prince  of  my  great  hopes  forget, 
So  great  indignities  you  laid  vpon  me  ? 
What,  rate,  rebuke,  and  roughly  fend  to  prifon, 
Th'immediate  heireof  England?  was  this  cafie  ? 
May  this  be  waftu  in  lechy  and  forgotten  ? 

Iuft.  I  then  did  vfe  the  perfon  of  your  father, 
The  image  of  his  power  lay  then  in  me, 
And  in  th'adminiftration  of  his  law, 
Whiles  I  was  bufie  for  the  common  wealth, 
Your  highnefle  pleafed  to  forget  my  place, 
The  maieftie  nnd  power  of  law  and  iuftice, 
The  image  of  the  king  whom  I  prefented, 
And  flrooke  me  in  my  very  feate  of  Judgement, 
Whereon,  (as  an  offendor  to  your  father,) 
I  gaue  bold  way  to  my  authority, 
And  did  commit  you :  if  the  deed  were  ill, 
Be  you  contented,  wearing  now  the  garland. 
To  haue  a  fonne  let  your  decrees  at  naught  ? 
To  plucke  downe  iuftice  from  your  awful  bench  ? 
To  trip  the  courfc  of  law,  and  blunt  the  (word, 
That  guards  the  peace  and  fafetie  of  your  perfon  I 
Nay  more,  to  fpurne  at  your  moft  royall  image, 
And  mocke  your  workings  in  a  fecond  body  ? 
Queftion  your  royall  thoughts,  make  the  cafe  yours^ 
Be  now  the  father,  and  propofe  a  fonne, 
Hcare  your  owne  dignity  fo  muchprophan'd* 
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Sec  your  moft  dreadful!  Java  fo  looTety  flighted 
Behold  your  felfe  fo  by  a  fame  difdained  i 
And  then  imagine  me  ttkiig  your  part, . 
And  in  your  pomps'  fcft  ffleadng  yoir  fane* 
After  this  cold  cgufiderancc  fenteAcc  mc , 
And  as  you  are  a  king  fpeakein  your  ftate, 
What  I  haue  done  that  mifbecam*  ay  pktce, 
My  period,  or  njy  Ikges  fcueraignife. 

Priw/,  You  are  right /iuftke,  aad  you  Weigh  this  Well, 
Therefore  ftill  bearc  tlxLbalknee  aad  the  fword* 
And  I  do  wifhyi>ar  hooora  may  eocreafs, 
Til  you  do  liue  to  fee  a  fonnc  tif  imtne 
Offend  you,  and  obey  you  a$  I  dktt 

So  (hall  I  liue  to  fpeake  my  fathers  word*,        ,  > 

Happie  am  I  that  haue  a  man  {bbdd, 
That  dares  do  iufifce  on  my  proper  foonat ;. 
And  not  lefle  hippie,  haoing  luck  a  fcxme, 
Tbai  would  deliuer  vp  hb  grcatnefe  fo, 
Into  the  hands  of  iuftice  you  did  commit  mc : 
For  which  I  do  commit  into  your  hAud, 
TJh'fgfeioed  fwqrd  that  ypu.  baue  vf4e  to  fcare, 
TOlh  thif  jcmemfcance,  that  you  vie  the  (amq, 
With  tb*  J&k*  fcofc),  jtaftf  and  impartial  fpirit. 
As  you  haue  done  gainft  me :  there  is  my  hand, 
Yo*  Atoll  be  &  ^father  to  my  youth, 
My  voice  fl^ll  fouad  as  you  dp  prompt  mine  eare, 
And  I  w#  Aoop*  and  hwnUe  my  intents, 
To  your  well  prattizde  wife  directions. 
4ftd.  princfts^l),  bekeue  me  I  bejeech  you, 
My  father  is  gone  wild  into  his  graue : 
for  la  kit  toomb  lie  my  affc&iqns, 
jAjkL  with  hh  fpiritcs  fadly  I  focuiue,. 
To  mocjee  the  expectation  of  the  world, 
To  fmftrate  prophecies,  and  to  race  out, 
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Rotten  opinioh,  who  h&th  writ  me  downs 

After  my  feeming,  die  tide  of  blood  in  me ' 

Hath  prowdely  flowd  in  vanitie  tilt  now :  .■ 

Now  doth  it  tump,  and  ebbei)acketo  the  fea» 

Where  it  (hall  mingle  with  the  itate  ©fifkiuds, 

And  flow  henceforth  in iormali  mwcftie.    .'..  .     »..  r 

Now  call  we  our  bigh  court  of  parliament, 

And  let  vs  chufe  fuch  limbs  qf  noble  counfaUe^  '  >    '  ' 

That  the  great  t>odifl  of  durilaxejmaygoe, 

In  equall  ranfce  with  the  beft  gooernd  nation, 

That  warre,  or  peace,  or  both  at  once,  may  be, 

As  things  acquainted  and  familiar  to  vst 

In  which  you  father  lhall  htid  formoft  hand  i  •' 

Our  coronation  done/  we  wB  aedte, 

(As  I  before  remembred)faEl>ur  Aater  ■  m  .  • 

And  (God  coniigning  to/my  goofl  intents,) ' 

No  prince  nor  peer*  ihall  hatte  ktft  caufe  to  fay,. 

God  (horten  Harries  happy  lite  one  <Uy.    -  Exit. 

Enter  fir  Iohn,  Shallow,  Scilens,  Dauy,,  Bardolfe,  page. 

Shal.  Nay  yon  flfiall  fee  my  orchard,  where,  in  an  arbour 
we  will  eate  a4aft  yeeres  pippen  of  mine  owne  graffing,  with 
a  difli  of  carrawaies  and  (h  forth:  come  Qooka  SaUns,  and 
then  to  bed.  «'•'.'• 

Falji.  Fore  God  you  haue  here  goodly  dwelling,  and  rich. 

Shot.  Barraine,  barraine,  barraine,  beggars  all,  beggars  all 
fir  hbn,  mary  good  ayre :  fpread  Dauy,  fpread  Dauy,  well 
faide  Dauy. 

Fo/.  This  Dauy  femes,  you  for  good  vies,  hee  is  your  fcr- 
uing-man,  and  your  huiband. 

Shal.  A  good  varlet,  a  good  varlet,  a  very  good  varlet  fir 
Iobn  :  by  the  mas  I  haue  drunke  too  much  fecke  at  f upper:  a 
good  varlet :  now  fit  downe,  now  fit  downe,  come  cofin. 
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ScUens.  A  firra  quoth  a,  we  (hall  do  nothing  bat  eate  and 
make  good  cheere,  and  pratfc  Ood  for  the  merry  yeere,  when 
fcfli  is  cheape  and  females  deare,  and  lufty  laddes  roame  her* 
and  there  fo  merely,  and  euer  among  fo  merily. 

Sir  Mn.  Theres  a  merry  heart,  good  M.  SUens,  He  giuc 
yon  a  health  for  that  anon. 

Shot.  Giue  mafter  Bardolfe  fome  wine,  Daisy. 

Dauy.  Sweet  fir  fit,  He  be  with  yon  anon,  moil  fweet  $r 
fit,  mafter  page,  good  mafter  page  fit :  proface,  what  you 
want  in  meate,  week  haue  in  drink,  bnt  you  muft  beare,  the 
heart's  aL 

Shal.  Be  mery  mafter  Bardolfe,  and  my  litle  fouldier  therc^ 
be  merry. 

ScUens.  Be  merry,  be  mery,  my  wife  has  all,  for  women 
are  fhrowes  both  fhort  and  tall,  tis  merry  in  hal  when  beards 
wags  all,  and  welcome  mery  Shrouetide,  be  mery,  be  mery. 

Falft.  I  did  not  thinke  mafter  ScUens  had  bin  a  man  of  this 
mettall. 

ScUens.  Who  I?  I  haue  beene  mery  twice  and  once  ere 
now. 

Enter  Dauy. 

Dauy.  Theres  a  difh  of  lether-coates  for  you. 

Shah  Dauy? 

Dauy.  Your  worlhip:  He  be  with  you  ftraight,  a  cup  of 
wine  fir. 

ScUens.  A  cup  of  wine  thats  briflce  and  fine,  and  drinke 
vnto  the  leman  mine,  and  a  mery  heart  liues  long  a.    . 

Faljl.  Well  faid  mafter  ScUens. 

Scilens.  And  we  (hall  be  mery,  now  comes  in  the  fweete 
a'th  night. 

Falft.  Health  and  long  life  to  you  mafter  Salens. 

Scilens.  Fill  the  cuppe,  and  let  it  come,  lie  pledge  you  a 
mile  too'th  bottome. 
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Shal.  Honeft  tardolfe,  welcome,  if  thou  wantft  any  thing, 
and  wilt  not  call,  beihrew  thy  heart,  welcome  my  little  tiny 
fheefe,  and  welcome  radeede  too,  He  drioke  to  matter  Bar* 
dolfe,  and  to  all  the  cabileros  about  London. 

Dauy.  I  hope  to  fee  London  onCe  ere  I  die. 

Bar.  And  I  might  fee  you  there  Dauy. 

Shal.  By  the  mas  youle  crackc  a  quarte  together,  ha  will 
you  not  matter  Bardoffe  ? 

Bar.  Yea  fir,  in  a  pottle  pot. 

Sha.  By  Gods  liggens  I  thanke  thee,  the  knaue  will  fticke 
by  thee,  I  can  aflhre  thee  that  a  wil  not  out,  a  ds  true 
toed! 

Bar.  And  He  fticke  by  him  fir.  One  knocka  at  a\crem 

Sha.  Why  there  fpoke  a  king :  lacke  nothing,  bemery, 
Leoke  who's  at  doore  there  ho,  who  knockes? 

Ia\ft .  Why  now  you  haue  done  me  right. 

SUens.  Do  me  right,  and  dub  me  knight,  feiningo :  ift  not 
fo? 

Faffi.  Tls  fo. 

SiUm.  Ift  fo,  why  then  fay  an  olde  man  can  do  fomewhat. 

Dauy.  And't  pleafe  your  worQiip,  theres  one  Piftoll  come 
from  the  court  with  newes. 

Enter  Piftol. 

Falji.  From  the  court  ?  let  him  come  in,  how  now  Pi/Id? 

Pi/ioL  Sir  &&n,  God  faue  you. 

Faljl.  What  wind  blew  you  hither  Piftol? 

PiftoL  Net  the  ill  winde  which  blowes  no  man  to  good :. 
fweete  lplght,  thou  art  now  one  of  the  greateft  men  in  this 
realme:* 

Siltns.  Birlady  I  thinke  a  be,  but  goodmaa  Puffe  of  Bar/on. 
.  Pjftoy  Puffe?  puffe  ich  thy  teeth,  moft  recreant  coward, 
bafcj,  fir  hhn9 1  am  thy  Piftol  and  thy  frend,  and  taker  fledter, 
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htuft  I  rode  to  tfftc,  and  tidings  do  I  bring,  and-htekietoyes, 
and  gokkn  tiara,  and  happy  news  of  price* 

John.  I  pray  thee  now  deliber  them  like  a  m*a  of  this 
world.  •  \' 

PifioL  A  feotre  for  the  world  and  worldlings  bale,  I  fpeaU 
of  Africa  and  golden  ioyes. 

Iohn.  O  bafe  Ajfirian  knight !  what  is  thy  newes  ?  let  king 
Couetua  know  the  troth  thefaof. 

Seiletu.  And  Roiin  Head,  Scarlet,  and  lohn. 

PifioL  Shal  dunghill  curs  confront  the  Helicons  f  and  (hall 
good  newes  be  baffled  \  then  Pi/loll  lay  thy  head  in  furies  lap* 

S$al.  Honeft  gentleman,  I  know  not  yonr  breeding. 

PifioL  Why  then  lament  therefore. 

SkaL  Giae  me  pardon  fir,  if  fir  yon  come  with  newes  f rem 
the  court,  I  take  it  theres  but  two  waies,  either  to  vtter  them,  - 
or  conceale  them,  I  am  fir  tnder  the  king  in  fotne  authorlde. 

Pifiol.  Voder  which  king,  Banian  ?  fpeake,  Or  die* 

Shal.  Vnder  king  Harry. 

PifioL  Harry  the  fourth,  or  fift  i 

Sbal.  Harry  the  fourth. 

Pjfi*  A  fowtre  for  thine  office :  fir  bbnf  thy  tender  iamb* 
kin  now  is  king :  Harry  the  lifts  the  man :  I  fpeake  the  truth: 
when  PiJM  lie*,  do  this,  aod  fig  me,  like  the  bragging  Spa- 
niard. 

Falfi.  What  is  the  old  king  dead  ? 

Pifi.  As  nayle  in  doore,  the  things  I  fpeake  are  iuft. 

FaL  Away  Bardeife,  faddle  my  horfe,  M.  Robert  Shallow, 
choofe  what  office  thou  wilt  in  the  land,  us  thine :  Pifiol,  I 
will  double  charge  thee  with  dignities. 

Bard,  O  joyful  day !  I  would  not  take  a  knight  for  my  for- 
tune. 

PifioL  What?  I  do  bring  good  newes. 

Falfi.  Carry  matter  Scijens  to  bed :  mailer  Shallow,  my 
lord£Mm»  be  what  thou  wilt,  lam  fortunes  fteward,  get 
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on  thy  boot*,  wed  ride  al  night :  A  fweet  Pijtd,  away  Bar- 
drif%  com  />#*/,  vttcr  more  to  me,  and  withall,  deuife  fome- 
thing  *>  doe  thy  felfe  good,  boote,  boote  matter  Shallow,  I 
know  the  yoog  king  is  ficke  for  me :  let  vs  take  any  mans 
horfes,  thelawes  of  England  *rc*t  my  commandment,  blefled 
are  they  that  bane  bin  my  friends,  and  woe  to  my  lord  chicfe 
iiiftice. 

Pi/}.  Let  vultures  vile  feize  on  his  Inngs  alfo  t  where  is  the 
life  that  late  I  led,  fay  they,  why  here  it  is,  welcome  thefe 
plcGmt  dayes.  Exit, 

Enter  Sincklo  and  three  erf oure  officers* 

•  H<$.  No,  thou  arrant  knaue,  I  would  to  God  that  I  might 
die,  that  I  might  haue  thee  hangd,  thou  haft  drawn  my  ftxoul* 
der  out  of  ioynt. 
.  Sincklo.  The  confhbles  haue  deliuered  her  ouer  to  mee, 
and  (hee  (hall  haue  whipping  cheere  I  warrant  her,  there  hath 
beene  a  man  or  two  kild  about  her. 

Whoore.  Nut-hooke,  not-hooke,  you  lie,  come  on,  He  tell 
thee  what,  thou  damnd  tripe  vifagde  rafcall,  and  the  child  I 
go  with,  do  mifcarry,  thou  wcrt  better  thou  hadft  ftrook  thy 
mother,  thou  paper-facde  villaine. 

-  Nqfi .  O  the  Lord,  that  fir  Iobn  were  come !  I  would  make 
this  a  bloody  day  to  fome  body :  but  I  pray  God  the  fruite  of 
her  wombe  mifcarry. 

Sincklo.  If  it  doe,  you  (hall  haue  a  dozzen  of  cufhions 
againe,  you  haue  but  elenen  nowe :  come,  I  charge  yon  both 
goe  with  mee,  for  the  man  is  dead  that  you  and  Pifioll  beat 
amongft  you. 

Whore.  lie  tell  you  what,  yon  thin  man  in  a  cenfor,  I  will 
haue  you  as  foundly  fwingde  for  this,  you  blewbottle  rogue, 
you  filthy  famifht  corrcftioner,  if  you  be  not  fwingde,  He 
forfweare  halfe  kirtles. 

Sinck,  Come,  come,  you  (hce-knight»arrant,  come* 
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Hqft.  GGod,  that  right  {hoold  thus  oncrcom  might !  Wcl» 
of  f ufieninee  comes  cafe. 
IVhoore.  Come  you  rogue,  come  bring  me  to  a  inffice. 
#0/?.  I  come,  you  ftarude  blood-hound. 
IVhoore.  Goodman  death,  goodmap  bones. 
Hofl.  Thou  atomy,  thou. 
IVhoore.  Come  you  thinne  thing,  come  you  rafcali. 
Sinck.  Very  well. 

Enter  ftrevters  <f  rujhej. 

i  Morcrufhes,  morerufbes. 

2  The  trumpets  haue  founded  twice. 

3  Twill  be  two  a  clocke  ere  they  come  from  the  coronation, 
difpatch,  difpatch. 

Trumpets  found,  and  the  king,  and  his  traine  paffe  otter  the 
Jtage:  after  them  enter  Falitaffe,  Shallow,  Piftol,  Bardolfe, 
and  the  boy. 

Falft.  Stand  heere  by  me  matter  Shallow  >  I  will  make  the 
king  doe  you  grace,  I  will  leere  vpon  him  as  a  comes  by,  an4 
do  but  marke  the  countenaunce  that  he  will  giue  me. 

Pift.  God  blefle  thy  lungs  good  knight. 

Falft.  Come  heere  Pi/toll,  ftand  behindemee.  O  if  I  had 
had  time  to  haue  made  new  liueries :  I  woulde  haue  beftowed 
the  thoufcnd  pound  I  borrowed  of  you,  but  tis  no  matter, 
this  poore  ihew  doth  better,  this  doth  inferrc  the  zeale  I  had 
to  fee  him. 

Pift.  Icdothfo. 

Falft.  It  (hewes  my  earneftnefle  of  aft&ipn, 

Pift.  It  doth  fo. 

Falft.  Mydeuotion. 

Pift.  Itdpth,  it  doth,  it  doth. 

Fa/.  'As  it  were  to  ride  day  and  night,Jand  not  to  deliberate, 
pot  to  remember,  not  to  bane  pacience  to  Jhift  m$. 
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8kdl.  It  is  beft  certain:  bat  to  (had  ftalncd  with  traeaile, 
and  fweating  with  defire  to  fee  him,  thinking  of  nothing  ek, 
putting  all  affiurcs  elfe  la  oblation,  as  if  them  «cre  nothing 
els  to  bee  done,  but  to  fee  him. 

Pift.  Tlsfempir  idem,  for,  a^/jpw  A*  whilst*  tia  in  any 
part. 

S/W.  Tbfoindeede.     . 

Pift.  My  knight,  I  will  inflame  thy  noM*  liner,  and  make 
thee  rage,  thy  Dal,  and  Helen  of  thy  noble  thoughts,  is  in 
bafe  durance!  and  contagious  prifon,  halde  thither  by  mod 
mechanical,  and  durtie  hand :  rowze  ?p  reocfige  from  ebon 
den,  with  fell  AU8<*$  (hake,  for  Doll  Hint  PifioU  fpetkes 
jmugfat  but  tratW 

Falft.  I  will  deliuer  her* 

Pift.  There  roared  the  fca,  and  trumpet  clangor  founds. 

Enter  the  king  and  his  train** 

Falft.  God  fcue  thy  grace  king  Hall,  myroyaHlfa£. 

*  Pift.  The  heauens  thee  gsrd  and  keep,  moft  royal  impe  of 
feme. 

Falft .  God  fane  thee,  my  fweet  boy. 
King.  My  lord  chiefe  infticc,  fpeake  to  that  ?aine  man. 
luft.  Haue  you  your   wits?    know  you  what   tis   you 
fpeake  i 
-    Falft.  My  king,  my  Ioue,  I  fpeake  to  thee,  my  heart. 

*  •  King.  I  know  thee  not  old  man,  fall  to  thy  praters, 
flow  ill  white  heires  becomes  a  foole  and  icfter, 

I  haue  long  dreampt  of  fuch  a  kind  of  man, 
So  furfet-fweld,  fo  old,  and  fo  prophage: 
But  being  awakt,  I  dp  defpife  my  dreams, 
Make  leffe  thy  body  (hence)  and  more  thy  grace, 
Leaue  gourmandizing,  know  the  graue  doth  gape 
for  tfiee,  thrice  wider  then  for  other  men, 
Reply  not  to  me  with  a  foofefrffneirf^ 
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Prefume  not  that  Iimtkc  thfagl ' 

For  God  doth  know,  foihaiith*  world  perceiae, 

That  I  haue  turnd  away  my  feflper  feife, 

So  will  I  thofe  that  kept  me  company  > 

Wbeq  tboq  doft imtt  I  «*  a|  I  bwe  bin, 

Approch  me,  and  thou  (halt  be  as  thou  waft, 

The  tutor  and  the  facta  tf  my  rjofe  i 

Till  then  I  baoUhtta,  on  paioe  of  death, 

As  I  haue  done  the  reft  of  spy  mifiewkr* 

Not  to  come  neare  our  perfbo  by  tea  mite  i 

For  competence  of  life,  I  wtt  *Uow  you. 

That  lacke  of  mpaa*  enforce  you  not  to  euills, 

And  as  we  beare  yon  do  reforme  your  kloes, 

We  will  guarding  foyotr  ftrcuglhi^dd  qoallrie, 

Giue  you  aduauncement.    Be  it  your  charge,  toy  Idbd, .    . 

To  fee  perform*}  the  tenure  of  my  afcrd:  fet  an* 

ib^/i.  Matter  Shatfm  J.ov  you  a  thou&nd  pound.    , 

S&iA  Yeamaryfk/^  Wbichlhefeechygutoktmehane 
homewitfefpfe 

/flte.  That  can  hardly  be,  mafter  Slnlaun  do  opt  yon 
grieue  at  this,  I  (hall  be  fent  for  in  priuate  to  him,  looke  you, 
bet  muft  feemf  thai  to  the  world :  feart  net  your  aduaunce- 
meets,  I  will  be  the  man  yet  that  flial  make  you  great 

Sbal.  I  cannot  percdue  how,  vnlefle  you  giue  me  your 
dublet,  and  ftuft  me  out  with  ftraw  s  I  befeech  you  good  fir 
John  let  me  haue  fine  bundled  of  my  thoufand. 

bhn.  Sir  I  wilt  be  as  good  as  my  worde,  this  that  you 
heard  v/m  but  a  coUour. 

Si*l.  A  colter  that  I  feare  you  will  die  in  fir  hhn. 

bhru  Ftare  nocolours,  go  with  me  to  dinner : 
Come  lkfanant  PJfc/,  come  Bordofft, 
IftxallbefentibrfooQeatnighu 
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Enter  iujke  and  prince  lolin. 

hifiice.  Go  cary  fir  lohn  Faljtalfexo  the  Fleet, 
Take  all  his  company  along  with  bun. 

Fat.  My  lord,  my  lord. 

lufi.  I  cannot  now  fpeake,  I  will  heare  yon  foone,  take 
tfaemaway.  ExeuuU 

Ptft.  Si  fortune  me  Urmentafteto  content*. 

Iobn.  I  like  this  faire  proceeding  of  the  kings, 
He  hath  intent  his  wonted  followers 
Shall  all  be  very  well  protoided  for, 
Bat  all  are  baniftu  till  their  coouerfations 
Appeare  more  wife  and  modeft  to  the  worlde. 

Jufl.  And  fo  they  afe. 

John.  The  king  hath  cald  his  partament  my  lord. 

/i^/ He  hath. 

John.  Iwillayods,  ch&t«re  this  yeeroexpite, 
We  bear e  our  duil  fwords  and  natiue  fiet, 
Asfarreas  France,  I  heard  a  bird  £>  ling,  . 
Whofe  mufique,  to  my  thinking,  pleafde  the  king; 
Come,  will  yon  hence  i 

EPILOGUE. 

Firil  my  feare  then  my  curfie,  laft  my  fpeech. 
My  feare,  is  your  difpleafure,  my  curfy,  my  duty,  and  my 
fpeech,  "to  beg  your  pardons:  if  you  looke  for  a  good  fpeech 
now,  you  vndo  me,  for  what  I  haue  to  fay  is  of  mine  owne 
snaking,  and  what  indeed  (I  (hould  fay)  wil  (I  doubt)  prone 
mine  owns  marring:  but  to  the  purpofe,  and  lb  to  the  venture. 
Be  it  knowne  to  you,  as  it  is  very  well,  J  .was  lately  here  in 
the  end  of  a  difpleafing  play,  to  pray  your  patience  for  it,  and 
to  promife  you  a  better :  I  meant  indeed  to  pay  you  with 
this,  which  if  like  an  il  venture  it  come  vnluckily  home,  I 
breake,  and  you  my  gentle  creditors  loofe,  here  I  promifdc 
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you  I  would  be,  and  here  I  commit  my  body  to  your  merdes^ 
bate  mefome,  and  I  will  pay  you  fome,  and  (as  moft  debtors 
do)  promifc  you  infinitely:  and  fo  I  knededowne  before  yon; 
but  indeed,  to  pray  for  the  queene. 

If  my  tongue  cannot  intreate  you  to  acquit  me,  will  yon 
commaund  me  to  vfe  my  legges  ?  and  yet  that  were  bnt  light 
payment,  to  daunce  out  of  your  debt,  but  a  good  confdence 
will  make  any  poffible  fatisfa&ion,  and  fo  woulde  I:  all  the 
gentlewomen  heere  haue  forgiuen  me,  if  the  gentlemen  will 
not,  then  the  gentlemen  doe  not  agree  with  the  gentlewomen, 
which  was  neuer  feene  in  fuch  an  aflemblie. 

One  word  more  I  befeech  you,  if  you  bee  not  too  modi 
doyd  with  fatte  meate,  our  humble  author  will  continue  the 
florie,  with  fir  Iohn  in  it,  and  make  you  merry  with  (aire  Ka- 
tharine of  Fraunct,  where  (for  any  thing  I  knowe)  FaJfiafa 
fhall  die  of  a  fweat,  vnleffe  already  a  be  killd  with  your  harde 
opinions;  for  Olde-caftlc  died  martyre,  and  this  is  not  the 
man :  my  tongue  is  weary,  when  my  legges  are  too,  I  wil  b\d 
you,  good  night. 


ENDof   VOL   1L 
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